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ADVERTISEMENT 


Whik  the  "  Shabby  Genteel  Story  "  was  first  reprinted  with 
other  stories  and  sketches  by  Mr.  Thackeray,  collected  together 
Qoderthe  title  of  **  Miscellanies/'  the  following  note  was  append- 
ed^ it:— 

It  was  my  intention  to  complete  the  little  story,  of  which 
oolj  the  first  part  is  here  written.  Perhaps  novel-readers  will 
Qnderstand,  even  from  the  above  chapters,  what  was  to  ensue. 
Carolioe  was  to  be  disowned  and  deserted  by  her  wicked  has- 
^tod:  that  abandoned  man  was  to  marry  somebody  else:  hence, 
hitter  trials  and  grief,  patience  and  virtue,  for  poor  little  Caro- 
line, and  a  melancholy  ending — as  how  should  it  have  been  gay? 
The  tale  was  interrupted  at  a  sad  period  of  the  writer's  own  life. 
The  colours  arc  long  since  dry  ;  the  artist's  hand  is  changed.  It 
is  best  to  leave  the  sketch,  as  it  was  when  first  designed  seven- 
teen rears  ago.     The  memory  of  the  past  is  renewed  as  he 

looks  at  it — 

die  Bilder  froher  Tage 
Und  manche  liebe  SeKatUn  tUigen  auf. 

W.  M.  T. 

LoiWNi:  AprU  lOM,  1857. 

Hr.  Brandon,  a  principal  character  in  this  story,  figures  prom- 
inently in  "The  Adventures  of  Philip,"  under  his  real  name 
^f  Brand  Firmin;  Mrs.  Brandon,  his  deserted  wife,  and  her 
^*ther,  Mr.  Gann,  are  also  introduced ;  therefore,  the  "  Shabby 
^»«nteel  Story  "  is  now  prefixed  to  "  The  Adventures  of  Philip." 
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INTRODUCTION 


TO 


PHILIP 


1860-1862 


EnBTomc  is  familiar  with  the  cover  of  The  Comhill  Maga- 
rtv,  which  my  father  admired  bo  mach.     He  amnsed  himself  at 
one  time  by  making  a  copy  of  it,  which  is  given  on  the  next  page. 
"*!  hope  you  will  pay  him  very  well/*  the  editor  writes  to  the 
prr»prietor  of  The  Comhill  McLgazine,  concerning  this  said  cover. 
The  Comhill  was  first  planned  and  talked  of  in  the  spring  of 
1  *«59.    Later  in  that  year  we  went  abroad — my  father,  my  sis- 
ter, aod  I — beginning  our  jonmey  with  Tours  and  Toulouse, 
and  travelling  round  by  Genoa,  Milan,  by  the  Via  Mala  to  Swit- 
lerUnd.     One  of  the  party  fell  ill  on  the  way.     **  For  the  last 
veek  we  have  not  been  in  Paradise,"  he  writes  from  Coire  to 
bis  mother.     **  We  could  not  have  had  a  prettier  prison  than 
this  dear  little  old  town,  nor,  I  am  sure,  a  more  patient  pris- 
i'oer.  ...  If  I  can  work  for  three  years  now  I  shall  have  put 
Uck  my  patrimony  and  a  little  over,  after  thirty  years  of  ups 
ami  downs.     I  made  a  calculation  the  other  day  of  receipts  in 
the  last  twenty  years,  and  can  only  sum  up  about  £32,000  of 
Booey  actually  received,  for  which  I  have  values  or  disburse- 
DeDts  of  £13,000,  so  that  I  haven't  spent  at  the  rate  of  more 
tiiao  £1000  a  year  for  twenty  years.     The  profits  of  the  Icct- 
■res  figure  as  the  greatest  of  the  receipts,  £9500 ;  *  Virginians,' 
til ;  *  Vanity  Fair,'  only  two.     Three  more  years,  please  the 
Fates,  and  the  girls  will  have  the  eight  or  ten  thousand  a-picce 
that  I  want  for  them ;  and  we  mustn't  say  a  word  against  the 

XV 
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tiliby  lucre,  for  1  see  the  use  and  comfort  of  it  every  day  more 
»o«l  more.     What  a  blessing  not  to  mind  about  bills  !'*... 

ADotber  letter  sent  by  my  father  from  Coire  was  to  Mr. 
Geoige  Smith  concerning  the  Magazine. 

'' September  2%  1869. 

"*  Uife  yon  foand  a  title  ?  St  Lucius,  who  founded  the  church 
of  St  Peter,  Comhill,  is  buried  here.  Help  us,  good  St.  Lucius  1 
ind  I  will  be  your  faithful  W.  M.  T." 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  <fe  Co.'s  offices 
were  Umd  at  65  Comhill,  within  the  radius  of  St  Lucius's  juris- 
diction. 

Good  St  Locias  did  not  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  appeal,  for  on 
October  4th,  my  father  writes  again,  dating  from  Zurich : — 

**  I  fee  Macmillan^s  advertisement  and  am  glad  he  appears  in 
Xofember.  The  only  name  I  can  think  of  as  yet  is  The  Corn- 
ii//JK^fiifM«.  It  has  a  sound  of  jollity  and  abundance  about  it" 

Tht  following  letter  has  lately  been  sent  me  from  the  North, 
bjt  friend  who  has  collected  various  memoranda  belonging  to 
tboMtmiee:— 

"  86  Onslow  Sqcari,  S.  W., 
'*  November  1,  1869. 

'*Oar  storehouse  being  in  Cornhill,  we  date  and  name  our 
magiiine  from  its  place  of  publication.  We  might  have  assumed 
t  title  mnch  more  startling ;  for  example,  ^  the  Thames  on  Fire ' 
wast  name  suggested  ;  and  placarded  in  red  letters  about  the  city 
ud  country,  it  would  no  doubt  have  excited  some  curiosity.  At 
••or  social  table  we  shall  suppose  the  ladies  and  children  always 
pmeot;  we  shall  not  set  rival  politicians  by  the  ear;  we  shall 
luteo  to  every  guest  who  has  an  apt  word  to  say,  and  I  hope  in- 
doce  clergymen  of  various  denominations  to  say  grace  in  their 
tarn.  The  kindly  fruits  of  the  earth  which  grow  for  all,  may  we 
DotcDJoy  them  with  friendly  hearts?  The  field  is  immensely 
wide,  the  harvest  perennial,  and  rising  everywhere ;  we  can  prom- 
ise competent  fellow-labourers  a  welcome  and  a  good  wa^c,  and 
bopea  fair  custom  from  the  public  for  our  stores  at  The  Cwrnhill 


I  can  still  see  my  father  walking  about  the  house,  coming  in 
uui  oQt  of  the  rooms,  and  sitting  down  and  getting  up  again  as 
lie  tboQght  over  his  plans  and  the  name  of  the  forthcoming  maga- 
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sine.  As  usual,  when  I  try  to  write  down  what  I  recall  of  tli 
past  days,  I  find  only  a  few  impressions  of  minor  details  nU 
than  any  clear  memory  of  the  more  important  facts. 

Messrs.  Smith  &  Eider  worked  hard  and  converted  their  < 
tor's  suggestions  into  facts  and  realities,  with  an  energy  an 
liberality  very  remarkable.  I  have  a  pile  of  old  letters  fi 
them  about  The  Camhill  Magazine^  which  are  an  example 
themselves — panctnal,  orderly,  sparing  no  trouble.  There 
more  than  one  on  the  same  day,  entering  into  every  detail 

The  day  when  the  first  number  was  published — January  1 
— messengers  arrived  to  tell  the  editor  of  new  thousands  Ih 
wanted  by  the  public ;  then  more  messengers  came,  and  we  ? 
told  how  the  printers  were  kept  working  till  all  hours.  1 1 
also  heard  of  the  binders  fixing  on  the  yellow  wrappers  all  thro 
the  night  which  preceded  the  publication.  Mr.  George  Sc 
told  me  that  the  calculations  were  all  put  out  by  the  enom 
sale,  which  reached  to  some  120,000. 

The  price  which  pays  for  the  paper  and  printing  of  10,000 
nouncements,  ceases  to  be  remunerative  when  120,000  not 
are  put  forth.  The  proprietors  actually  lost  upon  the  transac 
after  a  certain  number  had  been  reached.  Literary  booms 
vast  successes  were  not  so  common  then  as  now,  and  this 
supposed  to  be  quite  phenomenal.  With  the  exception,  perh; 
of  the  Dublin  Penny  Magazine^  it  seemed  to  be  the  impress 
in  those  bygone  days  that  nothing  was  worth  having  that 
not  cost  five  shillings  or  half-a-crown  at  least  Other  publisl 
must  have  found  out  the  value  of  a  shilling  just  about  the  t 
that  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  &;  Co.  made  this  discovery.  Afacmi 
is  two  months  older  than  the  Comhiliy  Temple  Bar  is  aboi 
year  younger. 

The  inaugural  ode  for  The  Comhill  Magazine  was  very  m 
liked  and  admired.  Not  very  long  ago  I  received  from  Austrj 
among  other  memoranda,  a  sketch  of  Father  Prout,  the  aut 
of  the  poem. 

The  first  time  I  realised  the  privileges  of  an  editor^s  daugl 
was  one  winter's  evening,  when,  instead  of  having  to  wait  a  mo 
for  the  second  number  of  "  Framley  Parsonage,"  my  father  \ 
me  upstairs  to  the  study  to  fetch  the  proof-sheets  which  v 
lying  on  his  table. 
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It  woold  have  been  a  strange  perversion  of  chance  if  the  Corn- 
el hid  not  prored  a  success.  To  saj  nothing  of  the  editor, 
the  names  of  the  contributors  are  a  sort  of  history  of  the  doing 
iod  thinking,  of  the  action  and  philosophy,  from  1860  onwards. 
Teonjsoo,  Raskin,  Mrs.  Browning,  Swinburne,  Lord  Lytton,  Mr. 


"t-ATMER    TRouT 

AT-TMt  HAUNT**    m 

Presented  Tothe'^orcck  club.  Melbourne 

^^ocker,  Adelaide   Procter,  Owen   Meredith,  Monckt<»n  Mihies 

"■^y  well  stand  for  poetry ;  there  is  Washington   Irving  still 

^liting  from   America.     For  natural  science  and  philosophy, 

^ir  John   llcrschel,  Oeorge  Lewes,  and   llinton ;  for  essayists 

^«  find  Matthew  Aniold,  Fitzjames  Stephen,  Harriet  Martineau, 

Frederick  Greenwoo<l,  and  the  great  Jacob  Omnium.     Then  in 

VtioD  aod  romance  we  have  George  Eliot,  Anthony  TroUope, 


XX  PHILIP 

Mrs.  Graskelly  Charles  Reade,  Wilkic  Collins,  Greorge  Macdona 

and  ray  father  himself.     Even  the  pretty  cover,  which  holds      Its 

own  amongst  the  vaporous  landscapes,  the  inarticulate  nymp^Sis, 

and  fashion  blocks  of  to-day,  was  the  spirited  outcome  of  a  ik  ^nv 

school  of  art  which  had  lately  grown  up  in  South  Kensingt*^:>n, 

under  the  protection  of  the  Prince  Consort.     Sir  H.  Cole  ^»d- 

vised  my  father  to'  apply  to  the  school  for  a  design  for  "^Im  e 

cover,  and  one  of  the  pupils,  a  young  man  called  Grodfrey  Syk:<*-^5, 

sent  in  a  drawing,  which  was  immediately  accepted.    '^  Wh&t       ^ 

fine  engraving !    What  a  beautiful  drawing !"  my  father  write-^^ 

"There  has  been  nothing  so  ornamentally  good  done  anywher — ^^ 

that  I  know  of." 

Some  old  letters  which  I  have  been  looking  over  give  a  vivic 

impression  of  the  mark  made  by  the  advent  of  the  Cornkill 

Here  are  two  characteristic  notes,  one  from  Lord  Houghton  aD< 

another  from  Carlyle : 

**  BaoADLANDS,  December  27,  1859. 

"  My  dear  T. — Obliged  for  and  pleased  with  No.  1.     It  is 
almost  too  good,  both  for  the  public  it  is  written  for  and  thi 
money  it  has  to  earn.     How  yon,  the  contributors  and  the  pul 
lishers,  are  to  be  paid  out  of  it  is  economically  inconceivable !? 
I  send  you  some  verses  as  you  desired ;  I  should  like  to  see  ^ 
proof  at  No.  16  U.  B.  Street,  W.,  whenever  you  think  fit  to  user 
them. 

"  I  like  the  Leigh  Hunt  very  particularly.  I  heartily  wish 
you  would  employ  Macdonald,*  the  author  of  *  Phantastes  ^ 
and  '  Within  and  Without*  He  is  a  man  of  very  fine  fancy, 
high  education,  and  good  taste.  He  would  write  yon  some 
poetical  prose  that  would  be  sure  to  be  good.  The  old  Premier 
here  looks  so  hearty,  I  believe  he  would  write  you  an  article  if 
yon  asked  him.  He  sat  five  hours  at  the  farmers*  dinner  at 
Romsey,  and  then  they  said  *'  looked  quite  disappointed  to  have 
to  go.' — I  am  yours  ever,  R  M.  Milnes." 

'♦  October  20,  1859. 
**  Dear  Thackeray, — Right  gladly  I  would  if  only  I  could, 
but  I  can  yet  bethink  me  of  nothing  in  the  least  likely.    Indeed 

*  Mr.  Macdonald  wrote  *'  The  Portent ''  in  numbers  5,  6,  and  7  of  the 
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so  crashed  to  death  amid  Prassian  rabbish  these  lonp^ 
past,  I  have  nearly  lost  the  power  of  thinking  in  any  form, 
am  possessed  by  one  sad  futile  ghost  of  a  thought     How 
I  to  get  OQt  of  this  cursed  thing  alive  f     If  ever  I  do  live  to 
oot  of  it  and  find  the  Thackeray  magazine  and  editor  still 
i^eljy  then ! 

**  Meanwhile  I  do  not  quite  give  the  matter  up — your  matter 
i  mean — as  desperate.  And  if  any  possibility  do  offer,  be  sure 
l  will  lay  hold  of  it.  With  prayers  for  the  new  periodical  and 
y  on,  yoors  ever,  T.  Cablyli." 

The  next  letter  contains  an  account  of  the  article  Mr.  Carlyle 
^tM  not  able  to  write : — 

^'DiAR  Thackbray, — ^The  thing  I  contemplated  for  yon,  or 
tbe  oaclens  of  the  thing,  was  a  letter  concerning  the  anecdote 
alioat  Fontenoy.  *  Faites  feu,  messieurs,'  on  the  part  of  the  Eng- 
lish, with  answer  from  the  Garde  fran^aise,  *  Begin  you,  gentle- 
men; wouldn*t  do  such  a  thing  for  the  world.'  The  letter  is 
from  Lord  Charles  Ilay,  captain  of  the  Scots  Fusiliers,  main 
actor  in  the  business.  It  was  sent  me  last  year  by  Lord  Gifford, 
tod  I  could  have  made  a  little  story  out  of  it  which  would  have 
i>e«D  worth  publishing.  .  .  . 

**  Bat  on  applying  to  Lord  Gifford  he — what  he  is  himself,  I 
beliere,  traly  sorry  for— cannot  now  give  me  permission,  so  the 
poor  little  enterprise  falls  to  nothing  again,  and  I  may  be  said 
U>  be  in  a  state  of  ilMuck  just  now.  If  I  ever  see  the  end  of 
this  book  and  have  life  left  you  shall  have  plenty  of  things,  but 
^»r  the  time  being  I  can  only  answer  De  pro/undis  to  the  above 
•ffcct 

'*Fair  wind  and  full  sea  to  you  in  this  hitherto  so  successful 
'ravage,  for  which  the  omens  are  on  all  sides  good.  Yonr  peo- 
ple do  not  send  ns  a  copy  since  No.  1,  but  we  always  draw  upon 
'>nr  pone  for  it  to  the  small  extent  requisite. — Yours  ever  truly, 

"T.  Carl  VLB." 

The  following  letter,  from  Mr.  Charles  Maoaufay,  cannot  but  be 
pooled,  although  the  facts  to  which  it  relates  have  been  already 
told  bj  Sir  George  Trcvelyan  in  his  "  Life  of  Lord  Macaulay  " : — 
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'*  Mv  DEAR  Taylor, — ^Therc  is  a  charming  notice  of 
brother  in  the  Febrnary  number  of  7%«  Cornhill  Maga 
outpouring  of  a  tender,  generous,  noble  nature.  I  do  n 
who  wrote  it,  but  I  should  much  like  Thackeray  to  ki 
the  last  book  my  brother  read  was  the  first  number  of  T 
hill  Magazine,  It  was  open  at  Thackeray^s  story,  on  t 
bv  the  side  of  the  chair  in  which  he  died.  I  think  1 
might  interest  Thackeray,  and  perhaps  when  you  hav< 
portunity  you  will  mention  it  to  him. — Very  affect 
yours,  C.  Macai] 


W.  M.  THACKKRAT. 
From  a  Sietch  by  Sir  Henry  Thompmn,  about  1857. 

An  article  was  written  by  Sir  Henry  Thompson  for 
number  of  The  Cornhill  Magazine^  of  which   the  hisi 
come  to  me  lately. 

"Before  the  Cornhill  came  out,"  Sir  Henry  writei 
father  told  me  that  he  intended  to  develop  a  new  pri 
that  he  thought  every  man,  whatever  his  profession,  ii 
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able  to  tell  something  about  it  which  no  one  else  coald  say, 
provided  the  writer  could  write  at  all :  and  he  wanted  to  utilise 
this  clement.  *  So,'  said  he,  *  I  want  you  to  describe  cutting  off 
a  leg  as  a  surgical  operation,  and  do  it  so  that  a  ship's  captain 
at  sea,  who  had  not  a  doctor  on  board,  would  be  able  to  take  a 
sailor's  leg  off  by  reading  your  description.'  Having  heard  k  a 
letter  from  your  father,  signed  *  Yours,  in  trouble,'  that  the 
article  was  lost,  I  was  very  glad  to  learn  by  an  envelope  ad- 
dressed to  me  with  the  following  words,  *  The  leg  is  found. 
W.  M.  T.,'  that  the  manuscript  had  come  to  light.  The  article 
finally  appeared  with  a  new  title.  When  your  father  had  read  it, 
it  struck  him  that  the  paper  he  had  asked  for  might  be  some- 
what painful,  so  he  wrapped  it  up  in  something  sweet  for  the 
British  public  to  take,  and  called  it  *  Under  Chloroform.'  I  had  ■ 
brought  the  anaesthesia  to  the  front  for  the  same  purpose.  . . ." 

We  give  the  facsimile  of  a  letter  of  congratulation  which  my 
father  wrote  to  this  old  friend  for  whom  he  had  so  great  an  ad- 
miration. 

The  charming  letter  written  at  this  time  by  Tennyson  has 
been  published  in  his  "  Memoir."  It  was  written  in  answer  to 
a  request  for  a  poem,  and  in  February  1860  "  Tith onus  "  ap- 
peared in  the  Comhill. 

But  an  editor's  work  is  full  of  uncertainty,  and  I  find  that 
much  of  the  correspondence  is  to  say  why  the  writer  cannot  do 
as  my  father  wishes ;  for  of  course  people  don't  send  long  letters 
when  they  agree  to  your  wishes.  Such  denials  as  this  one  from 
Mr.  Motley  must  have  been  not  all  disappointment  to  the 
receiver : — 

The  Hon.  J.  L.  Motley  to  W.  M.  T. 

"...  Your  letter,  with  its  magnificent  illustration,  was  fi^*^ 
once  pounced  upon  by  my  daughter,  and  it  is  enrolled  amon^ 
her  most  precious  archives. 

"I  wish  I  could  give  a  favourable  answer  to  your  flattering 
request,  but,  most  unfortunately  for  myself,  I  have  been  so  lon^ 
engaged  in  the  slow  and  heavy  business,  that  I  could  do  nothing 
in  the  light  and  airy  line  worth  your  acceptance. 

**  I  daresay  that  you  think  it  as  simple  as  good-day  to  write    ^ 
Roundabout  Paper  in  half-an-hour  that  shall  be  the  delight  c^^ 
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tbe  billioD  readers  of  7^  Comhill  Magazine ;  bat  I  am  obliged 
for  my  part  to  confess,  like  Aguecheek,  that  *•  I  have  no  more 
wit  than  a  Christian  or  an  ordinary  man.'  I  feel  sure  that  I 
shoaid  be  voted  a  bore  were  I  to  try  my  hand  as  you  desire. 
Believe  me,  that  it  is  from  no  affectation  of  modesty  nor  indis- 
position to  oblige  you  that  I  thus  refuse  your  invitation,  but 
from  an  honest,  inward  conviction  of  imbecility. 

*^  Nevertheless,  if  by  lucky  chance  1  should  think  of  something 
within  my  range  that  I  might  make  useful  to  you,  it  will  give  me 
niQcb  pleasure — after  this  full  confession — to  send  it."  .  .  . 

The  next  refusal  is  from  dear  Dr.  John  Brown. 

*"  1  am  ashamed  of  my  shabbiness  to  you,  but  the  truth  is,  I 
most  be  forced  to  write.  If  you  were  to  make  your  printer 
command  me  to  have  something  ready  by  a  certain  date  I  could 
do  it,  but  if  it  is  left  to  my  own  sweet  will  it  is  left  for  ever.  I 
«» thinking  of  giving  you  an  additional  member  of  *  Our  Dogs' 
— 'Binkie,'  a  real  dog,  and  the  best  successor  I  have  ever 
bowD,  to  *  Crab,'  *  the  sourest-naturcd  dog  that  lives,'  as  his 
luMtersavs.  .  .  ." 

Fnim  Dr.  John  Brown  —  from  the  author  of  "  Rab  and  his 
Friends" — to  Sir  Edwin  Landsccr  is  but  a  short  step. 

Sir  Edwin*s  letters  have  both  been  quoted  before  in  these 
piges,  but  they  are  so  much  to  the  point  that  I  cannot  omit 
them  here. 

**Mr  DBAR  Thackbray, — Old  rams  look  wicked  sometimes, 
■h«ep  usually  innocent.  What  am  I  to  do?  If  you  will  let  me 
know  what  class  of  sheep  you  really  want,  I  will  do  my  best  to 
illostrate  a  page  for  the  Mag. — Yours  sincerely, 

**E.  Landseer." 

''March  18,  1860. 

''I)xar  Thackeray, — My  used-up  old  pencil  worked  with 
fritDilly  gla<lness  for  an  old  friend,  and  was  richly  rewarded  by 
^  reception  you  gave  the  black  sheep.  I  now  feel  under  an 
tulioche  which  really  embarrasses  me.  The  magnificent  gift 
•H)w  before  me  so  startled  me  that  a  state  of  prostration  has  set 
•0  with  its  usual  severity  !  It  is  from  your  large  heart  the 
pfetty  ewer  comes.     I  am  willing  to  believe,  and  do  hope  that 
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you  never  intended  me  to  feci  under  an  obligation ;  some  sc 
feeling  mingles  with  my  thanks.  Spite  of  which  I  shall  alw] 
have  great  pleasure  in  the  bottle,  which  is  in  perfect  taste,  qo 
lovely.  Only  I  do  feel  ashamed  of  accepting  anything  so  p 
cious  for  a  speck  of  scribbling  done  in  neighbourly  eagerness 
a  good  fellow,  with  whom  I  am  proud  to  share  a  page.  W 
am  I,  or  you,  to  say  to  Messrs.  Smith  and  Elder?  The  impi 
sion  of  our  vignette  comes  very  well,  nicely  engraved. — Myd 
Thackeray,  faithfully  and  sincerely  yours, 

*'£.  Landskkr.' 

My  father^s  correspondence  over  the  Comhill  was  not  o 
with  the  distinguished,  llere  are  two  specimens  of  a  difEei 
kind. 

One  contributor  states  that  he  is  a  **  gentleman  "  wishing 
go  abroad  on  an  historical  and  antiquarian  tour  through  ^ 
mandy,  the  only  difficulty  being  that  he  has  not  sufficient  me 
to  accomplish  his  object.  He  therefore  requests  my  fathei 
send  him  £12  at  once,  and  he,  the  writer,  will  immedial 
start,  and  contribute  gratuitously,  he  says,  to  the  Comhill 
account  of  his  journey.  He  trusts  that  if  my  father  cannot 
this  he  will  make  some  other  arran^ettient  (the  dashes  are 
correspondent's  own).  The  contributor  thinks  of  going 
Rouen,  Caen,  Baycux,  St.  Michel,  and  returning  by  Tours  i 
Orleans.  "  You  will  perceive,"  he  says,  "  that  this  is  an  origi 
tour,  and  contains  many  interesting  points." 

**  Honoured  and  Admired  Sir," — writes  another  in  Johi 
nian  language  from  the  depths  of  the  country — "  In  the  write 
this  letter  you  would  behold  the  unlucky,  unfortunate,  and 
worthy  contributor  of  some  poetical  subjects  to  your  influen 
and  extensive  Comhill  Magazine,  Indeed  I  have  but  receiv( 
day  or  two  ago  such  a  piece  returned.  ...  I  now  try  my  h; 
at  prose,  and  send  you  a  paper  for  the  May  number  of  the  n 
azine."  (The  letter  is  dated  March  27,  and  the  editor  and  pr 
crs  would  have  to  bestir  themselves.)  **  If  the  manuscrip 
returned,"  says  the  author,  **  I  will  send  the  postage  neces» 
.  .  .  May  such  a  contingency  be  far  off." 

There,  is  a  very  interesting  exchange  of  letters  between  1 
Browning  and  my  father  concerning  a  difference  of  view  I 
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by  ber  and  by  him  as  to  the  line  which  oaght  to  be  drawn  by 

the  editor  of  a  popalar  magazine  for  family  reading.     1  cannot 

refrun  from  inserting  the  correspondence,  although  the  letters 

hare  already  been  published.     It  concerns  the  beaatiful  poem 

called  **  Lord  Walter^s  Wife/*  printed  amongst  Mrs.  Browning^s 

Collected  Works. 

"86  Onslow  Squark,  April  2,  1861. 

**Mr  DBAR,  KIND  Mks.  Brownino, — Ilas  Browning  ever  had 
AH  aching  tooth  which  must  come  out  (I  don^t  say  Mrs.  Browning, 
ft)T  women  arc  much  more  courageous) — a  tooth  which  must 
come  out,  and  which  he  has  kept  for  months  and  months  away 
from  the  dentist !  I  have  had  such  a  tooth  a  long  time,  and 
lure  sate  down  in  this  chair,  and  never  had  the  courage  to  un- 
dergo the  pull. 

**This  tooth  is  an  allegory  (I  mean  this  one).  It's  your  poem 
thit  you  sent  me  months  ago — and  who  am  I  to  refuse  the 
poems  of  Elizabeth  Browning,  and  set  myself  up  as  a  judge 
OTcr  ber  ?  I  can't  tell  you  how  often  I  have  been  going  to  write, 
vA  have  failed.  You  see  that  our  magazine  is  written  not  only 
for  men  and  women,  but  for  boys,  girls,  infants,  sucklings  al- 
most, and  one  of  the  best  wives,  mothers,  women  in  the  world 
vrites  some  verses  which  I  feel  certain  would  be  objected  to  by 
maoy  of  our  readers.  Not  that  the  writer  is  not  pure,  and 
tbe  moral  most  pure,  chaste,  and  right,  but  there  are  things  my 
"qaetmish  public  will  not  hear  on  Monday,  though  on  Sundays 
tbej  listen  to  them  without  scruple.  In  your  poem,  you  know, 
tbere  is  an  account  of  unlawful  passion  felt  by  a  man  for  a  wom- 
ta,  tod  though  you  write  pure  doctrine,  and  real  modesty,  and 
pwe  ethics,  I  am  sure  our  readers  would  make  an  outcry,  and 
H>  1  bave  not  published  this  poem. 

**To  bave  to  say  no  to  my  betters  is  one  of  the  hardest  duties 
1  bare,  but  I'm  sure  we  must  not  publish  your  verses,  and  I  go 
down  on  my  knees  before  cutting  my  victim's  head  off,  an«l 
ttj, 'Madam,  you  know  how  I  respect  and  regard  you,  Brown- 
i08:'s  wife  and  Pcnini's  mother;  and  for  what  I  am  going  to  do 
1  moRt  humblv  ask  vour  pardon.' 

**My  girls  send  their  very  best  regards  and  remembrances, 
*wl  I  am,  dear  Mrs.  Brownini;,  alwavs  yours, 

-  W.  M.  Thackeray." 


XXX  PHILIP 

"BoMi,  126  TiA  Fklioi,  April  21. 

**  Dear  Mr.  Thackeray, — Pray  consider  the  famous  '  iootl 
(a  wise  tooth  !)  as  extracted  under  chloroform,  and  no  pain  suil      f 
fered  by  anybody. 

"  To  prove  that  I  am  not  sulky  I  send  another  contribntioi 
which  may  prove  too  much  perhaps,  and,  if  you  think  so,  dii 
pose  of  the  supererogatory  virtue  by  burning  the  MS.,  as  I 
sure  I  may  rely  on  your  having  done  with  the  last. 

"  I  confess  it,  dear  Mr.  Thackeray,  never  was  any  one  tum( 
out  of  a  room  for  indecent  behaviour  in  a  more  gracious  and  co 
ciliatory  manner !    Also,  I  confess  that  from  your  CornhUl  staa  ^. 
point  (paterfamilias  looking  on)  you  are  probably  right  ten  Un^^s 
over.     From  mine,  however,  I  may  not  be  wrong,  and  I  app^^ 
to  you,  as  the  deep  man  you  are,  whether  it  is  not  the  higkM.^ 
mood,  which  on  Sunday  bears  with  the '  plain  word '  so  offensi.Te 
on  Monday  during  the  cheating  across  the  counter?     I  am  not  a 
'  fast  woman.'     I  don't  like  coarse  subjects,  or  the  coarse  treat* 
mcnt  of  any  subject.     But  I  am  deeply  convinced  that  the  co^ 
ruption  of  our  society  requires  not  shut  doors  and  windows,  bot 
light  and  air ;  and  that  it  is  exactly  because  pure  and  prosperoos 
women  choose  to  ignore  vice,  that  miserable  women  suffer  wrong 
by  it  everywhere.    Has  paterfamilias,  with  his  Oriental  traditions 
and  veiled  female  faces,  very  successfully  dealt  with  a  certain 
class  of  evil  ?     What  if  matcrfamilias,  with  her  quick,  sure  in-     l^-c 
stincts  and  honest  innocent  eyes,  do  more  towards  their  expal-     \  ^ 
sion  by  simply  looking  at  them  and  calling  them  by  their  names  ^    ^' 
See  what  insolence  you  put  me  up  to  by  your  kind  way  of  nam-    \ 
ing  my  dignities.  ...  *  Browning's  wife  and  Penini's  mother  I-     f 

**  And  I,  being  vain  (turn  some  people  out  of  a  room  and  yo-*^    \ 
don't  humble  them  properly),  retort  with  .  .  .  materfamilias ! 

"  Where  are  you  all — Annie,  Minnie  ?  .  .  .  Why  don't  yo  '^^ 
come  and  see  us  in  Rome? 

"  My  husband  bids  me  give  you  his  kind  regards,  and  I  sba    -^ 
send  Pen's  love  with  mine  to  your  dear  pfirls. — Most  truly  your^^^' 

**  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning. 

"  We  go  to  Florence  in  the  latter  half  of  May." 

Wc  have  also  one  more  charming  little  note  sent  vtd  Cornhi^^^' 
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"  ROMB,  126  TIA  FiLICI. 

**DiAR  Mr.  Thackbrat, — I  hope  70a  received  my  note  and 
last  poem.  I  hope  still  more  earnestly  that  you  won't  think  I 
un  potting  my  spite  against  your  chastening  hand  into  a  pre- 
nmptaous  and  troublesome  fluency. 

**  Bat  Hans  Christian  Andersen  is  here,  charming  as  all,  and 
Dot  least  the  children.  So  I  wrote  these 
reree»— not  for  Cornhill  this  month,  of 
coarse ;  thongh  I  send  them  now,  that  they 
oiy  lie  over  at  your  service  (if  you  arc  so 
pleased)  for  some  other  month  of  the  sum- 
mer. 

**  We  go  to  Florence  on  the  first  of  June 
—and  lo  I  here  is  the  twenty-first  of  May. 

"  With  love  to  dear  Annie  and  Minny,  I 
rvmaiD,  roost  truly  yours, 

*•  Elizabeth  Harrbtt  Browning." 


This  poero  was  "  The  North  and  the 
Soath"  which  appeared  in  The  Cornhill 
Mo^zine  in  June  1861,  the  month  of  Mrs. 
BruwDing*s  death. 

One  of  the  most  touching  articles  which 
^petred  in  its  columns  were  those  few  chap- 
ten  by  Miss  Bronte,  to  which  my  father 
vTote  an  introduction.  The  beautiful  open- 
iBg  pages  of  the  story  of  *'Emma"  ap- 
peared in  the  fourth  number,  together  with 
**Tbe  Last  Sketch/'  as  my  father  called  it, 
vbeo  he  wrote  his  introduction,  placing  his  worthy  tribute  upon 
tk  Dewly  made  grave  of  his  friend. 


LONO  rics. 


As  niy  fathcrV  health  failed,  trouble  seemed  to  multiply,  but 
^  alwtyn  took  things  cheerily  ;  witness  this  little  note  to  Mr. 

'jeorge  Smith : — 

"  36  Onslow  SgiARit,  Sefttember  .1,  1861. 

'*Soine  people  think  long  faces  very  beooniing.  Mine  will 
lengthen ;  but  it  is  because  your  speculation  is  not  so  good  as  it 
'nigbt  be,  not  for  the  iiersonal  loss  to  yours  always,     W.  M.  T." 
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I  may  add  a  memorandam  of  this  time,  which  Mr.  Smith  > 
gives  me. 

The  mechanical  part  of  the  work  became  more  and  more 
some  to  him,  and  he  found — in  common,  I  believe,  with  n 
editors — ^that  it  is  not  that  which  appears  in  print,  but  1 
which  does  not  appear  which  is  the  really  trying  part  of  the 
tor*s  duty. 

Mr.  George  Smith  told  me  a  little  story  the  other  day  al 
the  drawing  on  the  next  page.  The  Cornhill  rises  once  a  mc 
with  its  yellow  rays  streaming  from  the  bookstalls ;  but  long 
fore  this  revolving  sun  appears,  the  particles  of  which  it  is  c 
posed  are  fusing,  and  igniting,  and  melting  down,  and  prin 
and  engravers  are  at  work  preparing  for  its  dawn.  One  day 
proprietor  of  the  planet  wrote  to  my  father,  and  asked  hir 
send  his  drawings  in  by  a  certain  date,  before  the  arrival  of 
MS.,  so  as  to  give  the  engravers  more  time  to  complete  t 
part  of  the  work.  There  was  no  answer  to  the  note ;  but  sc 
what  before  the  day  came  a  wood-block  with  a  drawing  upo 
It  was  the  sketch  of  the  editor  holding  Time  by  the  forel 
and  it  was  addressed  to  the  writer  of  the  note. 

What  does  he  say  of  the  thorn  in  the  cushion  of  the  edit< 
chair  ?    "  It  is  there.    Ah,  it  stings  me  now  as  I  write.    It  co 
with  almost  every  morning's  post.     At  night  I  come  home 
take  my  letters  up  to  bed,  not  daring  to  open  them.    And  in 
morning  I  find  one,  two,  three  thorns  on  my  pillow.  .  ,  , 
al)  very  fine  to  advertise  on  the  magazine  that  contributions 
only  to  be  sent  to  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  <fe  Co.,  and  not  to 
editor's  private  residence.     My  dear  sir,  how  little  you  kno^ 
man  or  woman  kind  if  you  fancy  they  will  take  that  kini 
warning.     No  day  passes  but  that  word  misericordiam  is  u 
Day  and  night  that  sad  voice  is  crying  for  help.     Before  1 
an  editor  I  did  not  like  the  postman  much,  but  now  !" 

"  The  sad  voice  "  was  often  answered  as  the  following  let 
will  show : — 

"  Dbar  Sir, — I  can  give  you  little  help  or  advice  in  the  i 
ter.     You  must  know  yourself  in  what  literary  subjects  you 
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raost  interested — knock  at  pablishers'  doors,  be  refused,  be  ai 
cepted,  as  all  of  us  have  done.  I  was  a  known  and  tolenb^ 
successful  author  when  I  tried  three  or  four  publishers  w£' 
'  Vanity  Fair/  Of  this  I  am  sure,  that  a  school  and  college  ^ 
perience  and  education  are  of  great  advantage  to  a  literary  I3 
ginner  nowadays;  by  the  editors  of  Household  Words^  One^ 
Week,  Comhill  Magazine,  Blackwood  articles  are  pretty  sure 
be  read.  I  was  staying  with  Mr.  Blackwood  when  the  first  « 
the  '  Adam  Bede '  papers  arrived  from  an  unknown  hand.  Y^< 
may  have  to  try  once,  twice,  thrice  before  you  succeed." 

To  another  applicant  he  writes : — 

**  Palace  Grskh,  Envsnonni, 
"Jfoy  1,  1862. 

''Dear  Sir, — ^Only  this  morning  I  gave  £20  to  a  literar 
gentleman  of  your  country.  Had  I  read  your  letter  first  h 
would  have  had  but  £10;  but  he  is  gone  with  the  money  in  hi 
pocket,  and  your  note  was  lying  under  a  heap  of  others  on  th< 
table,  which  I  have  had  to  read  on  my  return  from  abroad.  . . 
God  help  us !  how  am  I  to  answer  to  this  perpetual  cry  of  oa 
brethren  in  distress? 

**  I  send  my  mite,  deeply  commiserating  you,  and  am  yoa 
very  faithful  servant,  W.  M.  Thackbrat.*^ 

It  was  in  the  spring  of  1 862  that  my  father  finally  made  m 
his  mind  to  resign  the  editorship.  Many  friends  had  advise 
him  to  resign  before,  but  for  various  reasons  he  had  hesitate^ 
until  it  was,  to  his  great  relief,  arranged,  and  he  was  able  'i 
settle  down  once  more  quietly  to  his  own  work. 

I  have  a  yellow  page,  dated  March  25,  1862,  which  breaks  o 
in  the  middle,  and  which  is  addressed 

"To  Contributors  and  Correspondents. 

**  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  (who  will  continue,  in  spite  of  tl 
standing  notice  below,  to  send  papers  to  the  editor's  priv^ 
residence),  perhaps  you  will  direct  the  postman  to  some  otln* 
house  when  you  hear  that  the  editor  of  The  Comhill  Magozi' 
no  longer  lives  in  mine. 

"My  esteemed  successor  lives  at  No. ,  but  I  will  n< 
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istnide  upon  tbe  poor  man's  brief  interval  of  qoict.  He  will 
itn  tronbleB  enoagh  in  that  thorn-cushioned  editorial  chair, 
■bieb  ia  forwarded  to  him  this  day  by  the  Parcels  (Happy) 
Wi»(ry  Company. 

"In  onr  first  nuniber,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I,  your  hnmble 
Hrrut,  likened  bimsclf  to  the  cnptain  of  a  ship,  to  whom  I 
■tilled  a  pleasant  voyage.    Pleasant !    Those  who  have  travelled 


I,  uHsuroKUi. 


"n  chipboard  know 
Bu  llic  capUin  i<i. 
Itrrapted — snch  is  i 


.. ,  oppressed,  uncomfortable 

Meals  ilislnrbcd,  <)nict  impossible,  rest  in- 
e  lot  of  cHiitains.  .  .  ." 


C.1  fmiii  Ondiow  Sfinare  to  tho 


In  thin  name  spring  wc  i 

"♦■hoosc  in  Kensincton. 

TTiere  w  a  note  to  Mr.  (iei.rpe  Smith,  dated  March  «.  ]  860 : — 

"1  have  Mken  at  last  the  hnusr  on  Kensington  Palsie  Green, 

u  'bich  1  hope  the  history  of  Queen  Anne  will  be  written  bv 

jonw  alwava,  \V.  M.  T."  ' 
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But  the  old  house  which  he  had  intended  to  alter  and  to  live 
in  was  found  to  be  tumbling  to  pieces  and  not  safe  to  knock 
about.  After  some  demur  it  was  pulled  down,  and  the  Queen 
Anne  building  was  erected,  in  which  he  took  so  much  pleasure. 

Sir  John  Millais  used  to  laugh,  and  declare  that  my  father 
first  set  the  fashion  for  red  brick,  of  which  the  crimson  floods 
have  undoubtedly  overflowed  in  every  direction  since  thoae 
days;  on  the  whole,  embellishing  the  foggy  streets  of  the  gnf, 
smoky  city,  to  which  it  is  our  pride  to  belong,  and  of  wUdi 
we  love  to  complain. 

Some  time  before  this,  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Procter,  my  Mm 
speaks  of  a  play  he  had  been  writing : — 

"  Yes,  I  knew  I  had  been  to  see  yon  since  my  retain  fimn 
Paris.  I  came  the  second  day  after  my  arrival.  Yoa  wm 
going  oat  in  a  fly,  don't  you  recollect?  And  I  squandwed  i 
cab  at  the  door,  and  you  said  you  were  waiting  to  go  and  Me 
that  comedy,  don^t  you  remember,  which  wasnH  written  tlMi» 
and  now — Rrrejected  ?    O  torture. 

**  1  read  it  to  the  girls  last  night,  who  said — and  thej  Mit 
know — it  was  very  good  fun. — Always  yours, 

W.  M.  T.  ; 

Author  of  *  The  Wolveg  and  (he  Zamh,^  a  iitfirfrf^' 
mattterpiece  in  two  AcUV 

A  certain  number  of  young  actors,  with  Mr.  Herman  Merivale 
for  general  manager,  determined  to  try  and  produce  this  play  of 
"  The  Wolves  and  the  Lamb."  It  had  already  been  turned  into 
the  story  of  "  Lovel  the  Widower  "  for  The  Cornhill  Magazine. 

"  The  W.  Empty  ( W.  M.  T.)  House  "  as  my  father  dabbed  it, 
lent  itself  to  the  occasion,  for  the  rooms  were  all  on  the  ground 
floor,  opening  into  one  another.  The  place  was  large  and 
empty,  with  plenty  of  room  for  sports.  It  was  a  perfect  house- 
warming  ;  there  were  fires  in  every  chimney,  and  happy  young 
people  rehearsinpr  their  parts.  The  play  was  a  success,  and 
went  very  well.  Mr.  Horace  Twiss  played  the  hero,  the  heroine 
was  Mrs.  Caulfeild,  the  part«  of  three  old  ladies  were  taken  by 
three  young  ones — my  sister,  a  cousin  (Miss  Bayne),  and  Mrs. 
Cliarles  Norman,  the  daughter  of  Mrs.  Cameron. 
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)fot  the  least  KtnoDg  the  characters  nas  the  majestic  im- 
PcnoMtioD  of  Balkeley  (Lady  Kicklebary'a  footman),  by  our 
*^  friend  Mr.  Mot^d  John  O'ConncI,  who  produced  a  magnifi- 
cent lirety  from  Nathan's  for  the  occasion. 

Ifj  father  himaelf  came  on  as  Mr.  Bonnington  at  the  very 


cmI  to  drinh  to  the  health  of  his  giicHtn,      lie  was  pleased,  and 
M  itre  the  actorx,  who  were  all  youn^r  people,  pleased  to  please 

We  h>.l  two  performances ;  we  should  have  liked  to  have  hml 
'  kanilrcd.  Mr.  Frederick  Walker,  who  used  to  come  to  the 
KhrimlN,  mailc  the  prclty  little  sketch  of  one  of  the  xccnea 
M  ■*  ^'ive  here. 

Tbe  epilogue  which  my  father  wrote  for  the  end  of  the  play 
la  M  follows:— 
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EPILOGUE 

Spoken  roR  Mb.  W.  M.  Thackibat  in  his  Silknt  Charactkr  op 
Mr.  Bonninoton  bt  Mb.  Hobacb  Twibs 

Our  drama  ends, 
Our  Landlord  f^ve&  a  greeting  to  his  friends. 
Some  rich,  some  poor,  some  doubtful,  some  sincere, 
Some  tried  and  loved  for  many  a  faithful  year, 
He  looks  around  and  bids  all  welcome  here ; 

And  as  we  players  unanimously  say 
A  little  speech  should  end  a  little  play. 
Through  me  he  tells  the  friendliest  of  pits 
He  built  this  story  with  his  little  wits. 
These  found  the  mild  repast  on  which  you'll  sup, 
These  filled  (at  one-and-nine)  the  Gascon  cup ; 
These  built  the  house  from  garret  down  to  hall ; 
These  paid  the  bills,  at  least  paid  nearly  all, 
Vides  my  Fili,  what  a  little  nou» 
Suffices  to  edificate  a  house ! 
What's  this  ?     Our  Landlord  drinks  of  his  own  wine  ? 

[Mr.  Thackeray  driiiis  to  hit  yueti 

A  glass — no,  half  a  glass— of  one-and-nine — 

And  though  he  stands  now  that  the  play  is  done 

As  mum — as  mum  as  Mr.  Bonnington — 

Methinks  I  know  the  feelings  which  engage 

His  heart,  the  venerable  speechless  Sage ! 

He  drinks  in  yonder  bumper  which  he  pours 

A  health  from  his  and  him  to  you  and  yours, 

A  kindly  pledge  to  all  within  his  doors. 

Whatever  the  meal  here  spread,  or  poor  or  splendid, 

He  prays  a  gracious  Heaven  Love  may  attend  it. 

Wiiate'er  the  meat,  may  hearty  friends  come  share  it. 

Whatever  the  care,  may  dear  love  help  to  bear  it. 

Whatever  Mrs.  Grundy  says  about  it, 

May  envy,  rancour,  never  come  from  out  it. 

May  truth,  good-humour,  kindness  dwell  within  it. 

Enough !  the  place  is  opened  from  this  minute. 

And,  though  it  seems  quite  large  enough  already, 

I  here  declare  the  Landlonrs  purpose  steady, 

Before  his  novel-writing  days  are  o'er 

To  raise  in  this  very  house  one  or  two  storeys  more. 

My  father  was  relieved  from  much  anxiety  by  having  resign 
the  editorship  of  The  Cornhill  MaycLzii^^  but  moving  bousea 
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Qotcouducive  to  literary  work,  and  though  he  was  less  troubled 

^y  illoess  thaD  in  the  years  before,  the  records  are  still  all  too 

iiUQj.    We  moved  into  Palace  Green  towards  the  middle  of 

^hrcb.    There  is  an  entry  in  his  diary  for  1862,  dated  Saturday, 

^ftfch  B.    **  I  pray  Almighty  God  that  the  words  I  write  in  this 

boose  may  be  pure  and  honest ;   that  they  be  dictated  by  no 

penooal  spite,  unworthy  motive,  or  unjust  greed  for  gain ;  that 

ibtj  may  tell  the  truth  as  far  as  I  know  it ;  and  tend  to  promote 

lore  and  peace  amongst  men,  for  the  sake  of  Christ  our  Lord/' 

^  the  18th  of  April  he  writes,  **The  May  number  not  finished 

QQtil  to-daj,  after  repeated  derangements."     He  wrote  to  Mr. 

^Wge  Smith : — 

^  I  am  quite  astonished  when  I  read  *  Philip '  over.     Oh,  it's 

*eary  work,"  and  on  April  30th, — **  I  don't  know  whether  you 

or  I  should  be  most  pitied.     1  have  had  four  days'  illness  at 

^mris;  no  pleasaqe  except  going  to  see  my  kind  relations  in  grief 

— ■•nd  no  work  done." 

Qe  qaotes  the  opinion  of  a  doctor  he  saw  at  Paris  .  .  .  *Mn 
^hich  case  good-bye  Queen  Anne,  or  rather  I  shall  see  her  sooner 
tlfcan  I  expected.  So  they  have  given  E.  Thackeray  the  V.C. ; 
How  pleased  I  am. — Yours  always,  W.  M.  Thackeray." 

Then  come  a  series  of  more  cheerful  memoranda,  such  as 

**  TroUope  at   Star   and  Garter,"   "  Leech  at  Richmond,"  <fec. 

Amongst  these  entertainments  was  a  supper-party  in  honour  of 

the  engagement  of  our  cousin  Edward  Thackeray,  to  our  friend 

Amy  Crowe,  who  had  long  been  living  with  us.     The  chief 

attraction  of  the  festival  was  that  each  guest  was  expected  to 

<^<Jok  one  of  Jthe  dishes,  and  I  still  have  a  vision  before  me  of 

niy  father  and  Dr.  Joachim  gruvely   engaged   in   preparing  a 

^^^iad.    There  is  an  old  list  of  those  who  were  invited — a  string 

*>f  familiar  names,  of  the  people  with  whom  we  lived,  Millais, 

Ueches,  Charles  Collinses,  Coles,  Merivales,  Cayleys,  Lady  Eliza- 

Uth  Thackeray,  our  cousins  the  Lows,  &c, 

^h  the  1st  of  July  my  father  wrote  to  Mr.  George  Smith : — 
**  Sitting  in  this  beautiful  room,  surrounded  by  ease  and  comfort 
^  iloishlng  the  story,  I  stop  writing  with  rather  a  full  heart 
^^  a  minnte  or  two." 


/ 
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On  the  3rd,  there  is  this  entry  in  his  diary:  "6.15  p. 
Finis  Philippi." 

"  Philip  **  was  finished  on  a  Thursday,  and  on  Friday  we  roa 
holiday.  That  Friday  was  a  red-letter  day  for  us  all,  and  h< 
well  I  can  remember  it !  The  sun  shone,  the  shadows  lay  sc 
upon  the  lanes  and  commons  as  we  drove  out  with  our  poni 
from  London  towards  the  open  country,  to  Orleans  Hous 
where  there  was  a  garden  party. 

The  gardens  were  in  their  prime,  and  those  of  Orleans  Hoas 
one  glow  of  beautiful,  bright  color.  Along  the  walls  were  gai 
lands  of  flowers,  and  then  more  flowers  everywhere.  A  tbeatr 
stood  in  the  centre  of  the  lawn,  where  some  well-known  acto 
from  Paris,  a  Jocrisse  in  shirt  sleeves,  was  beguiling  fallen  king 
and  queens  and  causing  them  to  forget  their  troubles  in  a  roa 
of  laughter.  Beautiful  ladies,  music,  fun,  charming  weather,  al 
combined  for  this  festival.  There  was  something  exhilarating  i 
the  dignified  and  cordial  hospitality  of  the  Duke  in  exile ;  makio: 
everybody  glad  to  be  there  and  proud  to  attend  his  Sylvan  ConD 

"  Happy  is  your  Grace — that  can  translate  the  stubbornnes 
of  fortune  into  so  quiet  and  so  sweet  a  style  "...  we  raigl 
have  quoted  as  the  day  went  on.  The  twilight  fell,  the  mns 
struck  up,  the  dancers  started  afresh,  the  wax  candles  began  1 
light  up  the  low  garden  rooms  where  the  dancing  took  plac 
outside  the  stars  were  coming  out  one  by  one,  and  the  compac 
stopped  on  and  on.  I  can  remember  Mrs.  Norton  in  sbabl 
clothes,  but  looking  more  like  a  Queen  than  anybody  else,  sittii 
in  a  bay  window  with  a  fragrant  balcony  beyond,  upon  wbi^ 
my  father  stood  talking  to  her. 

I  can  remember  my  father  saying  of  this  Duke  in  exile,  " 
has  everything  for  him,  looks,  noble  manners,  birth,  leamin 
fortune ; — and  misfortune,"  he  added. 

And  as  I  write  these  lines  I  read  (May  18, 1897)  of  the  fune: 
at  the  Madeleine  in  Paris,  of  the  prayers  and  the  solemn  servi< 
the  marks  of  respect  and  affection  from  Royal  and  from  humi 
people  who  attended  this  last  state  ceremony,  of  the  Duke, 
longer  in  exile,  but  restored  to  his  land  and  his  liberties.  Perh< 
this  digression  scarcely  concerns  the  story  of  my  father's  boo 
but  it  so  far  concerns  "  Philip,"  that  it  means  an  hour's  ease 
mind  and  restored  good  spirits  for  the  author. 
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Here  is  a  passage  from  a  letter  to  his  jnother: — 

''My  5,  1862. 

^I  can  tell  yoa  one  person  of  the  congregation  was  very 
thankful  for  oar  preservation,  and  all  the  blessings  of  this  life 
which  have  fallen  to  us.  Think  of  the  beginning  of  the  story 
of  the  '  Little  Sister '  in  the  '  Shabby  Crenteel  Story '  twenty 
jeirsagOy  and  the  wife  ill,  and  the  pnblisher  refusing  me  £15, 
who  owed  me  £13  10s.,  and  The  Times^  to  which  I  applied  for 
a  little  more  than  ^ve  guineas  for  a  week's  work,  refusing  to 
gire  me  more — and  all  that  money  difficulty  ended,  God  be 
pnised,  and  an  old  gentleman  sitting  in  a  fine  house  like  the 
hero  at  the  end  of  the  story ! 

''  The  actual  increase  of  health  and  comfort  since  we  got  into 
the  Palauo  is  quite  curious.  I  am  certainly  much  better  in 
body.  .  .  . 

"*!  wonder  shall  we  make  out  the  Petersburg  journey.  I 
hare  a  fancy  for  it,  because  it  will  pay  itself  in  a  couple  of 
papers  that  will  be  as  easy  to  write  as  letters,  and  won't  wear 
and  tear  the  brains.  Then  we  must  do  some  more  work.  I 
think  of  the  story  which  I  began  twenty  years  ago— and  then 
ttd  then — and  etc.  .  .  . 

**Did  you  read  about  poor  Buckle  when  he  got  the  fever  at 
I^uuscas,  crying  out,  *0  my  book,  my  book.'  I  don't  care 
eooQgb  about  mine  to  be  disquieted  when  that  day  comes. 
^1 1  live  to  do  the  big  history  ?*  Who  knows?  But  I  think 
I  shall  like  to  work  on  it,  if  the  time  is  left  me.  Ood  bless  you, 
<Iear  old  mother.  I  don't  write  by  post,  but  am  writing  through 
^be  printer  all  day  long."  .  .  . 

^  Philip "  did  not  have  the  success  it  deserved.  To  me  it 
•'^ms  to  contain  some  of  the  wisest  and  most  beautiful  things 
">J  father  ever  wrote. 

I  can  remember  hearing  him  say  how  much  of  his  own  early 
"fc  W18  written  down  in  its  pages. 

Among  the  letters  which  Mr.  George  Smith  has  given  me, 
Wfe  is  this  passage. 

*  In  aa  aniUte<i  note  to  Mr.  Geor^^e  Smith  my  father  wrote :  **  Come  and 
**'k  to  me  about  The  Hiotort  of  thk  Rkkis  of  QricBN  Amui,"  but  the  pro- 
)•<*  'eni  do  farther. 
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"  Jtt/y  9,  1861. 

"  Philip  is  anfortnnately  going  into  poverty  and  straggle,  but 
this  can't  be  helped;  and  as  he  will,  entre  nouSy  take  pretty  much 
the  career  of  W.  M.  T.  in  the  first  years  of  his  ruin  and  absurdly 
imprudent  marriage,  at  least  the  portrait  will  be  faithful." 

Early  marriages  always  appealed  to  my  father.     In  writing  to 

congratulate  Mr.  W.  F.  Synge  on  his  marriage  in  1852,  he  said: 

"I  married  at  your  age  with  £400  paid  by  a  newspaper,  which 

failed  six  months  afterwards,  and  always  love  to  hear  of  a  young 

fellow  testing  his  fortune  bravely  in  that  way.     And  although 

ray  own  marriage  was  a  wreck  as  you  know,  I  would  do  it  once 

igaiD,  for  behold  Love  is  the    crown    and   completion  of  all 

earthly  good.     The  man  who  is  afraid  of  his  fortune  never  de- 

I  seired  one." 

The  following  passage  from  one  of  my  father's  note-books 
suggests  a  precedent  for  the  sensational  scene  at  the  end  of  the 
book,  when  Philip  comes  in  for  the  Ringwood  inheritance : — 

"  The  Lowther  Postchaise. — Sir  John  Lowthcr  sent  for  the 
heir-at-law  of  certain  property,  and  desired  Iiim  to  join  in  cut- 
ting off  the  entail.  Mr.  Lowther  declined,  on  which  Sir  John, 
calling  for  his  postchaise,  drove  straightway  to  London  and 
took  his  will  away  from  his  lawyers,  intending  to  make  a  new 
one  and  revoke  all  the  depositions  in  favour  of  his  heir-at-law. 
Almost  immediately  on  reaching  Lowther  he  died.  Mr.  Lowthcr 
came  into  that  part  of  the  property  whicli  was  entailed  to  him, 
l»at  Lowther  Castle  and  great  estates  besides  fell  to  Lord  Dar- 
lington who  lived  there.  Some  months  after  an  old  postchaise 
*^as found  in  an  outbuilding,  and  in  a  pocket  of  it  the  will  bo- 
^neathing  Lowther  to  Mr.  Lowther.  On  the  same  evening  the 
oiitboilding  and  everything  in  it  was  burnt  to  the  ground ; 
I>nt  the  will  was  found  just  in  time,  and  Lord  D.  vacated  the 

premises  and  gave  place  to  the  legal  heir." 
The  story  of  the  illustrations  for  "  Philip''  has  been  fully  told 

in  the  life  of  Frederick  Walker,  by  his  brother-in-law,  Mr.  Marks. 
Mr.  George  Smith  happen infj  to  meet  Mr.  Walker  at  the  door 

of  the  office  of  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  k  Co.,  inquired  who  he  was, 

and  was  told  by  the  clerk  who  acted  the  part  of  dragon  that  he 
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was  a  young  artist  of  the  name  of  Walker  who  wished  to  draw  f 
The  Comkill  Magazine,  and  who  had  called  before  with  specimei 
of  his  drawings.  "  He  is  a  mere  boy,"  said  the  clerk.  "  I  to 
him  yoa  were  engaged,  as  I  did  not  think  it  would  be  of  an 
use  for  you  to  see  him.*'  About  this  time  Mr.  Thackeray  wt 
beginning  to  find  it  troublesome  to  draw  on  the  wood  the  illm 
trations  for  '*  The  Adventures  of  Philip/'  which  was  then  pas 
ing  through  the  magazine,  and  two  or  three  of  the  drawings  bat 
been  made  on  paper,  and  afterwards  redrawn  on  wood,  but  do 
to  Mr.  Thackeray's  satisfaction. 

"  When  Mr.  Walker  paid  another  visit  to  Comhill,  and  I  sai 
his  drawings,"  Mr.  Smith  writes,  **  it  occurred  to  me  that  her 
was  the  artist  who  would  redraw  Mr.  Thackeray's  designs  satii 
factorily.  I  mentioned  the  subject  to  Mr.  Walker,  and  unde 
stood  him  to  accept  the  idea;  but  his  nervous  agitation  wj 
almost  painful,  and  although  I  did  my  best  to  set  him  at  b 
ease,  he  left  65  Comhill  without  my  being  sure  whether  my  suj 
gestion,  that  he  should  make  drawings  from  Mr.  Thackera^p 
designs,  was  acceptable  to  him  or  not. 

"  I  mentioned  the  subject  to  Mr.  Thackeray,  who  said,  *  Brii 
him  here,  and  we  shall  soon  see  whether  he  can  draw.' 

"  An  arrangement  was  made  for  me  to  call  for  Mr.  Walk< 
and  drive  him  to  Mr.  Thackeray's  house  in  Onslow  Square,  ear 
one  morning  towards  the  end  of  1 860.  The  drive  was  a  sile: 
one,  Mr.  Walker's  agitation  being  very  marked.  When  ^ 
went  up  to  Mr  Thackeray,  he  saw  at  once  how  nervous  tb 
young  artist  was,  and  addressed  himself  in  the  kindest  manne 
to  remove  his  shyness.  After  a  little  time  he  said,  *Can  vo^ 
draw  ?  Mr.  Smith  says  you  can  !'  *  Y — e — e — s,  I  think  so, 
said  the  young  man,  who  was  within  a  few  years  to  excite  th 
admiration  of  the  whole  world  by  the  excellence  of  his  drawings 
'  I'm  going  to  shave,'  said  Mr.  Thackeray,  *  would  you  mm 
drawing  my  back  ?'  Mr.  Thackeray  went  to  his  toilet  table  an< 
commenced  the  operation,  while  Mr.  Walker  took  a  sheet  a 
paper  and  began  his  drawing — I  looking  out  of  the  window,  i 
order  that  he  might  not  feel  that  he  was  being  watched.  I  thia 
Mr.  Thackeray's  idea  of  turning  his  back  towards  him  was  c 
ingenious  as  it  was  kind ;  for  I  believe  that  if  Mr.  Walker  hn 
been  asked  to  draw  his   face  instead  of  his  back,  he  woo 
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liardlj  have  been  able  to  hold  his  pencil.  The  resolt  wu  pn- 
sumably  satisfactory  to  Thackeray,  as  he  soon  afterwards  witd 
Mr.  Walker  to  make  a  second  drawing  of  his  back  asaitwij 
for  the  initial  letter  of  the  *  Roundabout  Papers.' " 

'*  I  spent  all  yesterday  in  great  delectation  and  rest  of  mud," 
my  father  wrote,  **  making  a  very  bad  drawing.  Young  Walber, 
who  is  twenty,  does  twice  as  well ;  and  at  twenty,  yon  kaov, 
we  all  thought  I  was  a  genius  at  drawing.  Oh,  the  mutahtt 
people  make  about  themselves !" 

He  drew  designs  on  paper,  and  they  were  sent  to  Mr.  Walker 
to  put  upon  the  wood,  and  to  improve  if  necessary.  Bot  Hk 
was  not  the  work  the  young  man  wanted  to  do,  and  he  said  to. 
My  father,  in  reply,  dictated  the  following  letter.  It  is  giftt 
in  the  life  of  Walker : — 

"  Dear  Sir, — The  blocks  you  have  executed  for  Tk$  (kn- 
hill  Mapazine  have  given  so  much  satisfaction  that  I  hope  we 
may  look  for  more  from  the  same  hand.  You  told  me  thsttbe 
early  days  of  the  week  were  most  convenient  for  yon,  aada^ 
cordingly  I  sent  last  Monday  or  Tuesday  a  couple  of  desigBi, 
which,  as  you  would  not  do  them,  I  was  obliged  to  confide  (o 
an  older,  and  1  grieve  to  own,  much  inferior  artist  Bray  lei 
me  know  if  I  may  count  upon  you  for  my  large  cut  for  Usreh. 
— Believe  me,  very  faithfully  yours,  W.  M.  Thackuat." 

The  older  and  inferior  artist,  it  may  be  mentioned,  was  my 
father  himself. 

Mr.  Walker*s  answer,  as  his  biographer  says,  shows  i^ 
strutrglc  ''  between  his  wish  not  to  offend  one  whom  he  to 
4rroatly  respected  and  his  feeling  of  what  was  due  to  his  ait 
l>ut  both  these  ends  were  happily  attained  in  the  beantifnl  ilhe- 
trations  to  **  Philip."  One  of  them,  perhaps,  is  among  the  swet 
charming  designs  Walker  ever  drew.  A  letter  is  given  in  bt- 
simile  in  the  artistes  life  in  which  my  father  suggests  a  subject: 
'*  Philip,  the  Little  Sister,  and  the  two  little  children  saying 
thoir  prayers  in  an  old-fashioned  church-pew  ;  not  Gothic.  11>* 
church  is  the  one  in  Queen's  Square,  Bloomsbury,  if  yon  are 
curious  to  be  exact.  The  motto  Pro  coiicessU  benefieiU.  Aw 
that  will  bring  the  story  to  an  end.  I  am  sorry  it*8  over.  Asd 
vou  ? — Yours,  W.  IL  T." 
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The  mo6t  delightful  of  all  the  wood-blocks  is  undoubtedly  this 
drawing  of  Philip  iu  church.  My  father,  when  we  were  chil- 
dren, often  took  us  to  the  early  nine  o^clock  service  in  the  old 
parish  church  of  Kensington.  It  is  not  the  present  church,  but 
the  old  brick  edifice  which  still  stands  there  for  some  of  us, 
with  its  square  tower  and  its  flagstaff  and  the  pen-like  pews 
and  galleries  and  the  high  hassocks,  through  which  the  straws 
osed  to  protrude,  and  with  the  carved  tomb  of  the  Earls  of 
Warwick  in  the  dark  corner,  opposite  our  pew.  • 

The  archdeacon  did  not  read  the  service  in  the  mornings; 
there  was  a  curate  who  seemed  to  us  only  next  to  him  in  im- 
portaoce,  and  for  whom  my  father  had  a  great  liking.  The 
charity  boys  in  their  quaint  dresses  used  to  troop  in  with 
trmmplings  of  little  thick  boots,  and  shout  the  responses  some- 
what promiscuously. 

It  was  darkish,  dampish,  there  were  long  streaks  of  light 
«Uuting  from  the  windows.  The  picture  of  I^hilip  in  church 
always  seems  to  me  to  be  a  picture  of  our  pew  in  St.  Mary 
Abbott*8  as  it  was  in  my  youth;  full  of  peaceful  organ  notes 
and  hopes  which  have  been  unfulfilled.  But  I  think  the  reali- 
tics,  and  even  many  of  the  disappointments  of  life  have  been 
better  than  ever  were  the  childish  dreams  of  those  early  days. 
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CHAPTER   I 

AT  that  remarkable  period  when  Louis  XVIII.  was  restored  a 
aeooDd  time  to  the  throne  of  his  fathers,  and  all  the  English 
^  who  had  money  or  leisure  rushed  over  to  the  Continent, 
t^ere  liTcd  in  a  certain  boarding-house  at  Brussels  a  genteel  young 
i^idow,  who  bore  the  elegant  name  of  Mrs.  Wellesley  Macarty. 

In  the  same  bouse  and  room  with  the  widow  lived  her  mamma, 
t  biiy  who  was  called  Mrs.  Crabb.  Both  professeii  to  be  rather 
CiBhioDable  people.  The  Crabbs  were  of  a  very  old  English  stock, 
*»d  the  Macartys  were,  as  the  world  knows,  County  Cork  people  \ 
T<^Ut€d  to  the  Sheenys,  Finnigans,  Clancys,  and  other  distinguished 
lilies  in  their  part  of  Ireland.  But  Ensign  Wellesley  Mac,  not 
l^nn«;  a  shilling,  ran  off  with  Miss  Crabb,  who  possessed  the  same 
u^ependence ;  and  after  having  been  married  about  six  months  to 
tbe  bly,  was  carried  off  suddenly,  on  the  18th  of  June,  1816,  by 
a  duetse  very  prevalent  in  those  glorious  times — the  &tal  cannon- 
*^ot  morbus.  He,  and  many  hundred  young  fellows  of  his  regiment, 
^^^  Clonakilty  Fencnbles,  were  attacked  by  this  epidemic  on  the 
^uie  (lay,  at  a  place  about  ten  miles  from  Brussels,  and  there 
Kruhed.  The  Ensign  s  lady  had  accompanied  her  husband  to  the 
^'*>ntiDent,  and  about  five  months  after  his  death  brought  into  the 
^'tM  two  remarkably  fine  female  children. 

Mrs.  Wellesley 's  mother  had  been  reconciled  to  her  daughter  by 
^'>«  time — for,  in  truth,  Mrs.  Crabb  had  no  other  child  but  her 
^ntway  Juliana,  to  whom  she  flew  when  she  beard  of  her  destitute 
^^^tion.  And,  indee<l,  it  was  high  time  that  some  one  should 
^'"v&e  to  the  young  widow's  aid  ;  for  as  her  husband  did  not  leave 
^'^'^y,  nor  anything  that  represented  money,  except  a  number  of 
Uilon'  and  bootmakers'  bills,  neatly  docketed,  in  his  writing-desk. 
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Mrs.  Wellesley  was  in  danger  of  starvation,  should  no  frigidly 
person  assist  her. 

Mrs.  Crabb,  then,  came  off  to  her  daughter,  whom  the  SheenyB, 
Finnigans,  and  Clancys  refused,  with  one  scornful  voice,  to  asaist 
The  fact  is,  that  Mr.  Crabb  had  once  been  butler  to  a  lord,  and  his 
lady  a  lady's-maid ;  and  at  Crabb's  death,  Mrs.  Crabb  disposed  of 
the  "  Ram  "  hotel  and  posting-house,  where  her  husband  had  made 
three  thousand  pounds,  and  was  living  in  genteel  ease  in  a  countiy 
town,  when  Ensign  Macarty  came,  saw,  and  ran  away  with  Juliana. 
Of  such  a  connection  it  was  impossible  that  the  great  Clancys  and 
Finnigans  could  take  notice ;  and  so  once  more  Widow  Crabb  wu 
compelled  to  share  with  her  daughter  her  small  income  of  a  hundrod 
and  twenty  a  year. 

Upon  this,  at  a  boarding-house  in  Brussels,  the  two  managed 
to  live  pretty  smartly,  and  to  maintain  an  honourable  reputatkn.  ^ 
The  twins  were  put  out,  after  the  foreign  £udiion,  to  nurse,  at  a  | 
village  in  the  neighbourhood ;  for  Mrs.  Macarty  had  been  too  ill 
to  nurse  them ;  and  Mrs.  Crabb  could  not  afford  to  purchase  ihat 
most  expensive  article,  a  private  wet-nurse. 

There  had  been  nimiberless  tiffs  and  quarrels  between  mother 
and  daughter  when  the  latter  was  in  her  maiden  state ;  and  Mtb. 
Crabb  was,  to  tell  the  truth,  in  nowise  sorry  when  her  Jooly  dis- 
appeared with  the  Ensign, — for  the  old  lady  dearly  loved  a  gentle- 
man, and  was  not  a  little  flattered  at  being  the  mother  to  Mn. 
Ensign  Macarty.  Why  the  Ensign  should  have  run  away  with  his 
lady  at  all,  as  he  might  have  had  her  for  the  asking,  is  no  busineas 
of  ours  ;  nor  are  we  going  to  rake  up  old  stories  and  village  scandak, 
which  insinuate  that  Miss  Crabb  ran  away  with  Aim,  for  with  these 
points  the  writer  and  the  reader  have  nothing  to  do. 

Well,  then,  the  reconciled  mother  and  daughter  lived  once  more 
together,  at  Brussels.     In  the  course  of  a  year,  Mrs.  Macarty'a 
sorrow  had  much  abated ;  and  having  a  great  natural  love  of  dren, 
and  a  tolerably  handsome  face  and  person,  she  was  induced,  without 
much  reluctance,  to  throw  her  weeds  aside,  and  to  appear  in  the 
most  becoming  and  varied  costumes  which  her  means  and  ingenoi^ 
could  furnish.     Considering,  indeed,  the  smallness  of  the  former,  it 
was  agreed  on  all  hands  that  Mrs.  Crabb  and  her  daughter  deserved 
wonderful  credit, — that  is,  they  managed  to  keep  up  as  respectable 
an  appearance  as  if  they  had  five  hundred  a  year ;  and  at  cfaurdi, 
at  tea-parties,  and  abroad  in  the  streets,  to  be  what  is  called  quite 
the  gentlewomen.     If  they  starved  at  home,  nobody  saw  it ;  if  th^ 
patched  and  pieced,  nobody  (it  was  to  be  hoped)  knew  it ;  if  theiy 
bragged  about  their  relations  and  property,  could  any  one  say  them 
nayl    Thus  they  lived,  hanging  on  with  desperate  energy  to  the 
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of  genteel  society;  Mrs.  Crabb,  a  sharp  woman,  rather 
reqMcted  her  daughter's  superior  rank ;  and  Mrs.  Macarty  did  not 
quirrel  so  much  as  heretofore  with  her  mamma,  on  whom  herself 
and  her  two  children  were  entirely  dependent 

While  affiiirs  were  at  this  juncture,  it  happened  that  a  young 
Biigjialimim^  Jamcs  Craun,  Esq.,  of  the  great  oil-house  of  Crann, 
Bbbbery  and  Gann  (as  he  took  care  to  tell  you  before  you  had  been 
in  hour  in  his  company), — it  happened,  I  say,  that  James  Gann, 
Eiq.,  came  to  Brussels  for  a  month,  for  the  purpose  of  perfecting 
himself  in  the  French  language ;  and  while  in  that  capitsd  went  to 
kxige  at  the  very  boarding-house  which  contained  Mrs.  Crabb  and 
ber  daughter.  Gann  was  young,  weak,  inflammable :  he  saw  and 
idored  Mrs.  Wellesley  Macarty ;  and  she,  who  was  at  this  period 
lU  but  engaged  to  a  stout  old  wooden-legged  Scotch  regimental 
rar^eon,  pitilessly  sent  Dr.  M'Lint  about  his  business,  and  accepted 
tlw  iddreases  of  Mr.  Gann.  How  the  young  man  arranged  matters 
vith  his  papa  the  senior  partner,  I  don't  know ;  but  it  is  certain 
that  there  was  a  quarrel,  and  afterwards  a  reconciliation  ;  and  it  is 
iko  known  that  James  Gann  fought  a  duel  with  the  surgeon, — 
reodring  the  JSsculapian  fire,  and  discharging  his  own  bullet  into 
the  azure  skies.  About  nine  thousand  times  in  the  course  of  his 
ifter  years  did  Mr.  Gann  narrate  the  history  of  the  combat;  it 
enabled  him  to  go  through  life  with  the  reputation  of  a  man  of 
ooorage,  and  won  for  him,  as  he  said  with  pride,  the  hand  of  his 
Joliana :  perhaps  this  was  rather  a  questionable  benefit. 

One  part  of  the  tale,  howeyer,  honest  James  never  did  dare  to 
tefl,  except  when  peculiarly  excited  by  wrath  or  liquor ;  it  was  this : 
that  on  the  day  after  the  wedding,  and  in  the  presence  of  many 
friends  who  had  come  to  offer  their  congratulations,  a  stout  nurse, 
bearing  a  brace  of  chubby  little  ones,  made  her  appearance ;  and 
tbeK  rosy  urchins,  springing  forward  at  the  sight  of  Mrs.  James 
Gann,  shouted  affectionately,  **Jfamanf  maman!^^  at  which  the 
ladj,  blushing  rosy  red,  said,  "  James,  these  two  are  yours ; "  and 
poor  James  well-nigh  fainted  at  this  sudden  paternity  so  put  upon 
him.  ''Children!"  screamed  he,  aghast;  "whose  children?"  at 
vhirh  Mrs.  Crabb,  migestically  checking  him,  said,  "These,  my 
<iear  James,  are  the  daughters  of  the  gallant  and  good  Ensign 
Macarty,  whose  witlow  you  yestenlay  led  to  the  altar.  May  you 
be  happy  with  her,  an<i  may  these  blessed  children  "  (tears)  "  find 
in  joa  a  father,  who  shall  replace  him  that  fell  in  the  field  of 
iJory!" 

Mm.  Crabb,  Mrs.  James  Grann,  Mrs.  Mi\jor  Lolly,  Mrs.  Pifflcr, 
and  lereral  lailies  present,  set  up  a  sob  immeiliately ;  and  James 
(>afin,  a  good-humoured,  soft-hearted  man,  was  quite  taken  aback. 
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Kissing  his  lady  hurriedly,  he  vowed  that  he  would  take  caro  o 
poor  little  things,  and  proposed  to  kiss  them  likewise ;  whidi  c 
the  darlings  refused  with  many  roars.  Gann's  fate  was  sealed 
that  minute;  and  he.  was  properly  henpecked  by  his  wife 
mother-in-law  during  the  life  of  the  latter.  Indeed,  it  was  to 
Crabb  that  the  stratagem  of  the  infant  concealment  was  due 
when  her  daughter  innocently  proposed  to  have  or  to  see  the 
dren,  the  old  lady  strongly  pointed  out  the  folly  of  such  an  am 
ment,  which  might,  perhaps,  frighten  away  Mr.  Gann  from 
delightful  matrimonial  trap  into  which  (lucky  rogue !)  he  was  a 
toM. 

Soon  after  the  marriage,  the  happy  pair  returned  to  En^ 
occupying  the  house  in  Thames  Street,  City,  until  the  deat 
Gann  senior;  when  his  son,  becoming  head  of  the  firm  of  ( 
and  Blubbery,  quitted  the  dismal  precincts  of  Billingsgate 
colonised  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Putney;  where  a  neat  he 
couple  of  spare  bedrooms,  a  good  cellar,  and  a  smart  gig  to  < 
into  and  out  from  town,  made  a  real  gentleman  of  him.     Mrs.  ( 
treated  him  with  much  scorn,  to  be  sure,  called  him  a  sot, 
abused  hugely  the  male  companions  that  he  brought  down 
him  to  Putney.     Honest  James  would  listen  meekly,  would  } 
and  would  bring  down  a  brace  more  friends  the  next  day, 
whom  he  would  discuss  his  accustomed  number  of  bottles  of 
About  this  period  a  daughter  was  bom  to  him,  called  Car 
Brandenburg  G«nn ;  so  named  after  a  large  mansion  near  Ham 
smith,  and  an  injured  queen  who  lived  there  at  the  time  oi 
little  girl's  birth,  and  who  was  greatly  compassioned  and  patroi 
by  Mrs.  James  Gann  and  other  ladies  of  distinction.     Mrs.  J] 
tffos  a  lady  in  those  days,  and  gave  evening-parties  of  the 
first  order. 

At  this  period  of  time,  Mrs.  James  Grann  sent  the  ty 
Rosalind  Clancy  and  Isabella  Finnigan  Wellesley  Macarty 
a  boarding-school  for  young  ladies,  and  grumbled  much  at 
amount  of  the  half-years'  bills  which  her  husband  was  called  i 
to  pay  for  them ;  for  though  James  discharged  them  with  pc 
good-humour,  his  lady  began  to  entertain  a  mean  opinion  in 
of  her  pretty  young  children.  They  could  expect  no  fortune, 
said,  from  Mr.  Gann,  and  she  wondered  that  he  should  thin 
bringing  them  up  expensively,  when  he  had  a  darling  chOd  ol 
own,  for  whom  he  was  bound  to  save  all  the  money  that  he  c 
lay  by. 

Grandmamma,  too,  doted  on  the  little  Caroline  Brandenl 
and  vowed  that  she  would  leave  her  three  thousand  pound 
this  dear  infant;  for  in  this  way  does  the  worid  show  its  ree 
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for  that  most  respectable  thing  prosperity.  Who  in  this  life  get 
tbe  imilflR^  and  the  acts  of  friendship,  and  the  pleasing  legacies  I — 
Tlie  ricL  And  I  do,  for  my  port,  heartily  wish  that  some  one 
voald  leaTe  me  a  trifle — say  twenty  thousand  pounds — ^being 
pcrfbctly  confident  that  some  one  else  would  leave  me  more;  and 
that  I  should  sink  into  my  grave  worth  a  plum  at  least. 

Little  Caroline  then  had  her  maid,  her  airy  nursery,  her  little 
euriage  to  drive  in,  the  promise  of  her  grandmamma's  consols, 
ud  that  priceless  treasure — her  mamma's  undivided  affection. 
Gann,  too,  loved  her  sincerely,  in  his  careless  good-humoured 
nj;  but  he  determined,  notwithstanding,  that  his  step-daughters 
ihoM  )uive  something  handsome  at  his  death,  but---but  for  a 
freitBuT. 

Gtnn  and  Blubbery  were  in  the  oil  line, — have  we  not  said 
•ol  Their  profits  arose  firom  contracts  for  lighting  a  great  number 
of  streets  in  London ;  and  about  this  period  Gas  came  into  use. 
Gtim  and  Blubbery  appeared  in  the  Gcuette ;  and,  I  am  sorry  to 
ny,  80  bad  had  been  the  management  of  Blubbery, — so  great  the 
extjivagance  of  both  partners  and  their  ladies, — that  they  only 
paid  their  creditors  fourteenpence  halfpenny  in  the  pound. 

When  Mrs.  Crabb  heard  of  this  dreadful  accident — Mrs.  Crabb, 
vbo  dined  thrice  a  week  with  her  son-in-law ;  who  never  would 
bare  been  allowed  to  enter  the  house  at  all  had  not  honest  James 
interposed  his  good  nature  between  her  (quarrelsome  daughter  and 
befadf^Mrs.  Crabb,  I  say,  proclaimed  James  Gann  to  be  a 
iwiadler,  a  villain,  a  disreputable,  tipsy,  vulgar  man,  and  made  over 
Wr  money  to  the  Misses  Rosalind  Clancy  and  Isabella  Finnigan 
Macarty  ;  leaving  poor  little  Caroline  without  one  single  maravedL 
Half  of  one  thousand  five  hundred  pounds  allotted  to  each  was  to 
he  paid  at  marriage,  the  other  half  on  the  death  of  Mrs.  James 
Gam,  who  was  to  enjoy  the  interest  thereof  Thus  do  we  rise  and 
fro  m  this  world — thus  does  Fortune  shake  her  swift  wings,  and 
bid  m  abruptly  to  resign  the  gifts  (or  rather  loans)  which  we  have 
bid  from  her. 

How  Gann  and  his  family  lived  after  their  stroke  of  misfortune, 
I  bow  not ;  but  as  the  failing  tradesman  is  going  through  the  pro- 
««  of  bankruptcy,  and  for  some  months  afterwards,  it  may  be 
iVBirked  that  he  has  usually  some  mysterious  means  of  subsistence 
—•tray  spars  of  the  wreck  of  his  property,  on  which  he  mana^^ 
to  Kize,  and  to  float  for  a  while.  During  his  retirement,  in  an 
^b^ure  loilging  in  Lambeth,  where  the  poor  fellow  was  so  tormented 
by  bit  wife  as  to  be  compelled  to  fly  to  the  public-house  for  refuge, 
Jtn.  Crabb  died ;  a  huntlred  a  year  thus  came  into  the  possesHion 
^  Hn.  Gann ;  and  some  of  James's  friends,  who  thought  him  a 
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good  fellow  in  his  prosperity,  came  forward,  and  furnished  a  honse, 
in  which  they  placed  him,  and  came  to  see  and  comfort  him.  Then 
they  came  to  see  him  not  quite  so  often ;  then  they  found  out  that 
Mrs.  G^nn  was  a  sad  tyrant,  and  a  silly  woman ;  then  the  ladies 
declared  her  to  be  insupportable,  and  Gann  to  be  a  low  tipsy 
fellow :  and  the  gentlemen  could  but  shake  their  heads,  and  admit 
that  the  charge  was  true.  Then  they  left  off  coming  to  see  him 
altogether ;  for  such  is  the  way  of  the  world,  where  many  of  os 
have  good  impulses,  and  are  generous  on  an  occasion,  but  zxt 
wearied  by  perpetual  want,  and  begin  to  grow  angry  at  its  im- 
portunities— being  very  properly  vexed  at  the  daily  recurrence  of 
hunger,  and  the  impudent  unreasonableness  of  starvation.  Gann, 
then,  had  a  genteel  wife  and  children,  a  furnished  house,  and  a 
hundred  pounds  a  year.  How  should  he  live  ?  The  wife  of  James 
G^nn,  Esq.,  would  never  allow  him  to  demean  himself  by  taking  a 
clerk's  place ;  and  James  himself,  being  as  idle  a  fellow  as  ever  was 
known,  was  fain  to  acquiesce  in  this  determination  of  hers,  and 
to  wait  for  some  more  genteel  employment.  And  a  curious  list  of 
such  genteel  employments  might  be  made  out,  were  one  inclined  to 
follow  this  interesting  subject  far;  shabby  compromises  with  the 
world,  into  which  poor  fellows  enter,  and  still  fondly  talk  of  their 
"  position,"  and  strive  to  imagine  that  they  are  really  working  ht 
their  bread. 

Numberless  lodging-houses  are  kept  by  the  females  of  fiunilies 
who  have  met  with  reverses :  are  not  "  boarding-houses,  with  a 
select   musical    society,    in    the    neighbourhood   of   the    squam,'' 
maintained  by  such  %     Do  not  the  gentlemen  of  the  boarding-houses 
issue  forth  every  morning  to  the  City,  or  make  believe  to  go  thither, 
on  some  mysterious  business  which  they  have?     After  a  certain 
period,  Mrs.  James  Gann  kept  a  lodging-house  (in  her  own  wordfl) 
received  "  two  inmates  into  her  family  "),  and  Mr.  Gann  had  hifl    J- 
mysterious  business. 

In  the  year  1835,  when  this  story  begins,  there  stood  in 
certain  back  street  in  the  town  of  Margate  a  house  on  the  door  of 
which  might  be  read,  in  gleaming  brass,  the  name  of  Mr.  GaNH. 
It  was  the  work  of  a  single  smutty  servant-maid  to  clean  this  bnv 
plate  every  morning,  and  to  attend  as  far  as  possible  to  the  wants 
of  Mr.  Grann,  his  family,  and  lodgers ;  and  his  house  being  not  Tery 
far  from  the  sea,  and  as  you  might,  by  climbing  up  to  the  roof,  ^ 
a  sight  between  two  chimneys  of  that  multitudinous  element,  Ua 
Gann  set  down  her  lodgings  as  fashionable ;  and  declared  on  her 
cards  that  her  house  commanded  *'  a  fine  view  of  the  sea.** 

On  the  wire  window-blind  of  the  parlour  was  written,  in  laig8      \ 
characters,  the  word  Offic£  ;  and  here  it  was  that  Crann's  services     ^ 
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came  into  plfiy.  Ho  was  very  much  changed,  poor  fetlow  !  and 
bumbled  ;  and  from  two  nirda  tliut  hiing  otitside  t)ie  blind,  I  am 
Jcil  to  believe  tliat  he  did  not  disdain  to  he  aavtit  to  the  "  Limdon 
uid  Jamaica  Ginger-Beer  Company,"  and  also  (or  &  certain  prepara- 
tion calleil  "Gaeter's  Infiiiits'  Farinacio,  or  Mothera'  Invigorating 
SubetitniA," — a  damp,  black,  mouldy  half-pound  packet  of  which 
ttiMil  in  permaneuce  at  one  end  of  the  "  oHice  "  mantelpiece  ;  while 
H  fly-blown  ^nger-beer  bottle  occupied  the  other  extremity 
Ntjlhing  else  indicated  that  this  ground-floor  ehamber  waa  an  office, 
imvjit  a  liuge  black  inkiitanil,  in  which  Htood  a  atumpy  pen,  richly 
<:nuted  with  ink  at  the  nib,  and  to  all  appearance  for  many  months 
'nji'ying  a  sinecure. 

To  this  nxim  you  saw  eveiT,-  day,  at  two  o'clock,  the  etnploy^ 
f™n  the  iiei^hbouring  hotel  bring  two  qriarts  of  beer ;  and  if  you 
1  at  that  hour,  a  tremendous  smoke,  and  smell  of  dinner, 
nnltl  gusli  out  upon  you  from  the  "  office,"  as  you  stumbled  over 
notdry  batt«red  tin  dish-covera,  whicli  lay  gaping  at  the  threshold. 
Thui  hnd  that  great  bidwark  of  gentility,  the  dining  at  six  o'clock, 
inui  broken  in  ;  and  the  render  must  therefore  judge  that  the 
inimc  of  Gana  wda  in  u  demoralised  state. 

Qaon  certainly  waa.  Aft<.T  the  ladles  had  retired  to  the  back- 
■  (which,  with  yellow  gauze  round  tlie  frames,  window- 
s,  a  red  silk  cabinet  piano,  and  an  album,  waa  still  tolerably 
eel),  Ganu  remained,  lo  transact  business  in  the  oflice.  This 
i.  place  in  the  presence  of  friends,  and  usually  consisted  in  the 
ptuduetiou  of  a  bottle  of  gin  from  the  corner  cupbosnl,  or,  mayhap, 
1  Utrt  of  lirandy,  which  was  given  by  Gunn  with  a  knowing  wink, 
wii  a  fat  finger  placed  on  a  twinkling  red  nose :  when  Mrs.  G.  was 
'ii,  Jometi  would  also  produce  a  number  of  pijtes,  that  gave  this 
'"im  a  constant  and  agreeable  odour  of  shag  tobacco. 

In  &ct,  Mr.  tiann  had  nothing  to  do  from  morning  till  night. 
i^■  was  now  a  fat  bald-heaiJed  man  of  fifty ;  a  dirty  dandy  on 
•rekHhiys,  with  a  ghawl -waistcoat,  a  tuft  of  hair  to  bis  great  double 
ciiiii,  ■  snuffy  shirt-trill  and  enormous  brenst^pin  and  seals :  he  had 
<lSot-«aat,  with  lai^o  mother-of-pearl  buttons,  and  always  wore  a 
Kitkt  ntttliug  telescope,  with  which  he  might  be  seen  for  hours  on 
the  tea-shore  or  the  pier,  examining  the  ships,  the  bathing-tuaehincs, 
Ibe  latUes'  schools  as  they  paraded  up  and  down  the  esplanade,  and 
lU  other  objerts  which  the  telescopic  view  might  give  him.  Ue 
knew  every  jjcreon  connecteti  with  every  one  of  the  Deal  and  Dover 
ml  was  sure  lo  be  witness  to  the  arrival  or  departure  of 
maH  of  thcni  in  tlie  couree  of  the  day ;  he  had  a  word  for  the 
.•tier  nbuut  "  th&t  grey  mare,"  a  nod  for  the  "  nhooter "  or  guard, 
'  a  bow  tor  the  drugsman  ;  he  could  send  parcels  for  nothing  up 
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to  town ;  had  twice  had  Sir  Rumble  Tumble  ^the  noble  driver  of 
the  Flaflh-o'-lightning-light-four-inside-poBt-coach)  "  up  at  his  place," 
and  took  care  to  tell  you  that  some  of  the  party  were  pretty 
considerably  "sewn  up,"  too.  He  did  not  frequent  the  large 
hotels;  but  in  revenge  he  knew  every  person  who  entered  or  left 
them;  and  was  a  great  man  at  the  "Bag  of  Nails"  and  the 
"  Magpie  and  Punchbowl,"  where  he  was  president  of  a  club ;  he 
took  the  baas  in  "  Mynheer  Van  Dunck,"  "  The  Wol^"  and  many 
other  morsels  of  concerted  song,  and  used  to  go  backwards  and 
forwards  to  London  in  the  steamers  as  often  as  ever  he  liked,  and 
have  his  "grub,"  too,  on  board.  Such  was  James  G^nn.  Many 
people,  when  they  wrote  to  him,  addressed  him  James  Oann,  Esq. 

His  reverses  and  former  splendours  afforded  a  never-fidling 
theme  of  conversation  to  honest  Gann  and  the  whole  of  his  &mily ; 
and  it  may  be  remarked  that  such  pecuniary  misfortunes,  aa  they 
are  called,  are  by  no  means  misfortunes  to  jieople  of  certain  dis- 
positions, but  actual  pieces  of  good  luck.     Gann,  for  instance,  used 
to  drink  liberally  of  port  and  daret,  when  the  house  of  Qtam  and 
Blubbery  was  in  existence,  and  was  henceforth  compelled  to  imbibe 
only  brandy  and  gin.     Now  he  loved  these  a  thousand  times  more 
than  the  wine ;  and  had  the  advantage  of  talking  about  the  latter, 
and  of  his  great  merit  in  giving  them  up.     In  those  prosperous 
days,  too,  being  a  gentleman,  he  could  not  frequent  the  public-house 
as  he  did  at  present;  and  the  sanded  tavern-parlour  was  Gann'a 
supreme  enjoyment.     He  was  obliged  to  spend  many  hours  daily  in. 
a  dark  unsavoury  room  in  an  alley  off  Thames  Street ;  and  Gani^ 
hated  books  and  business,  except  of  other  people's.     His 
were  low;    he  loved  public-house  jokes  and  company;   and  no^ 
being  fallen,  was  voted  at  the  "  Bag  of  Nails  "  and  the  "  Magpie 
before  mentioned,  a  tip-top  fellow  and  real  gentleman,  whereas  k^^ 
had  been  considered  an  ordinary  vidgar  man  by  his  fiuahionabit^ 
associates  at  Putney.     Many  men  are  there  who  are  made  to 
and  to  profit  by  the  tumble. 

As  for  Mrs.  G.,  or  Jooly,  as  she  was  indifferently  called  by 
husband,  she,  too,  had  gained  by  her  losses.     She  bragged  of 
former  acquaintances  in  the  most  extraordinary  way,  and  to  h 
her  you  would  fimcy  that  she  was  known  to  and  connected  with 
half  the  peerage.     Her  chief  occupation  was  taking  medicine,  aJMf 
mending  and  altering  her  gowns.     She  had  a  huge  taste  for  cheap 
finery,  loved  raffles,  tea-parties,  and  walks  on  the  pier,  where  afae 
flaunted  herself  and  daughters  as  gay  as  butterflies.     She  stood 
upon  her  rank,  did  not  fail  to  tell  her  lodgers  that  she  was  "a 
gentlewoman,"  and  was  mighty  sharp  with  Becky  the  maid,  tad 
poor  Carry,  her  youngest  child. 
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For  the  tide  of  affection  had  turned  now,  and  the  "  Misses 

Wdksley  Macarty''  were  the  darlings  of  their  mother's  heart,  as 

Gwoline  had  heen  in  the  early  days  of  Putney  prosperity.     Mrs. 

Gain  leapected  and  loTed  her  elder  daughters,  the  stately  heiresses 

of  £1500,  and  scorned  poor  Caroline,  who  waa  likewise  scorned 

(Uke  Cinderella  in  the  sweetest  of  all  stories)  by  her  brace  of  haughty 

tboQ^tless  aisten.      These  young  women  were  tall,  well-grown, 

Uid[-biv>wed  girls,  little  scrupulous,  fond  of  fun,  and  having  great 

betlth  ami  spirits.     Caroline  was  pale  and  thin,  and  had  fair  hair 

lad  meek  grey  eyes ;  nobody  thought  her  a  beauty  in  her  moping 

fottoo  gown  ;  whereas  the  sisters,  in  flaunting  printed  muslins,  with 

piik  scarfis,  and  artificial  flowers,  and  hnsB  ferronniereg,  and  other 

&Ilik,  were  voted  very  charming  and  genteel  by  the  Ganns'  circle 

of  friends.     They  had  pink  cheeks,   white  shoulders,  and  many 

lioMy  eorls  stuck  about  their  shining  foreheads,  as  damp  and  as 

bbck  as  leeches.     Such  charms,  matlam,  cannot  fail  of  having  their 

fStd;  and  it  was  very  lucky  for  Caroline  that  she  did  not  possess 

them,  for  she  might  have  been  rendered  as  vain,  frivolous,  and 

wlgu',  as  these  young  la<lies  were. 

While  these  eivjoyed  their  pleasures  and  tea-parties  abroad,  it 
ns  Carry's  usual  fate  to  remain  at  home,  and  help  the  servant  in 
the  many  duties  which  were  required  in  Mrs.  Gann's  establishment. 
She  dressed  that  lady  and  her  sisters,  brought  her  papa  his  tea  in 
hed,  kept  the  lodgers'  bills,  bore  their  scoldings  if  they  were  ladies, 
ttd  Mmetimes  gave  a  hand  in  the  kitchen  if  any  extra  piecrust  or 
cookery  was  required.  At  two  she  made  a  little  toilet  for  dinner, 
ttd  WIS  onployed  on  numberless  household  darnings  and  mendings 
is  tiie  kng  evenings;  while  her  sisters  giggled  over  the  jingling 
piiao^  mamma  sprawled  on  the  sofa,  and  C^ann  was  over  his  glass 
•t  t]ie  dab.  A  weary  lot,  in  sooth,  was  yours,  poor  little  Caroline  ! 
■see  the  days  of  your  infiincy,  not  one  hour  of  sunshine,  no  friend- 
ihifi,  BO  cheery  playfellows,  no  mother's  love ;  but  that  being  dead, 
the  ifleetions  which  would  have  crept  round  it,  withered  and  died 
toa  Only  James  Gann,  of  all  the  household,  had  a  good-natured 
^  for  her,  and  a  coarse  word  of  kindness;  nor,  indeed,  did 
^^mliiie  complain,  nor  shed  many  tears,  nor  call  for  death,  as  she 
^^  if  she  had  been  brought  up  in  genteeler  circles.  Tlie  poor 
^hiag  did  not  know  her  own  situation ;  her  misery  was  dumb  and 
{■itieot ;  it  is  such  as  thousands  and  thousands  of  women  in  our 
iviety  bear,  and  pine,  and  die  of;  made  up  of  sums  of  small  tyrannies, 
ttd  long  indifference,  and  bitter  wearisome  ii^justiee,  more  dreadful 
^  W  than  any  tortures  that  we  of  the  stronger  box  are  pleascMl 
toery  Af!  A*!  about.  In  our  intercourse  with  the  world — (which 
>  cuoducted  with  that  kind  of  cordiality  that  we  see  in  Sir  Harry 
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and  my  Lady  in  a  comedy — a  couple  of  painted  gruming 
talking  parts  that  they  have  learned  out  of  a  book) — as  we  si 
look  at  the  smiling  actors,  we  get  a  glimpse  behind  the  soenei 
time  to  time ;  and  alas  for  the  wretched  nature  that  appears  1 
— among  women  especially,  who  deceive  even  more  than  men,  1 
more  to  hide,  feeling  more,  living  more  than  we  who  hav 
business,  pleasure,  ambition,  which  carries  us  abroad.  Oui 
the  great  strokes  of  misfortune,  as  they  are  called,  and  thei 
small  miseries.  While  the  male  thinks,  labours,  and  battles  wit 
the  domestic  woes  and  wrongs  are  the  lot  of  the  women ;  an 
little  ills  are  so  bad)  so  infinitely  fiercer  and  bitterer  than  the 
that  I  would  not  change  my  condition — no,  not  to  be  Helen,  < 
Elizabeth,  Mrs.  Coutts,  or  the  luckiest  she  in  history. 

Well,  then,  in  the  manner  we  have  described  lived  the 
fiunily.     Mr.  Grann  all  the  better  for  his  "  misfortunes,"  Mrs. 
little  the  worse;  the  two  young  ladies  greatly  improved  b; 
circumstance,  having  been  cast  thereby  into  a  society  where 
expected  three  thousand  pounds  made  great  heiresses  of  them 
poor  Caroline,  as  luckless  a  being  as  any  that  the  wide  sun 
upon.     Better  to  be  alone  in  the  world  and  utterly  friendless, 
to  have  sham  friends  and  no  sympathy ;  ties  of  kindred  which 
one  as  it  were  to  the  corpse  of  relationship,  and  oblige  o: 
bear  through  life  the  weight  and  the  embraces  of  this  lifelesf 
connection. 

I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  Caroline  would  ever  have  mad 
of  this  metaphor,  or  suspected  that  her  connection  with  her  na 
and  sisters  was  anything  so  loathsome.  She  felt  that  she  wi 
treated,  and  had  no  companion;  but  was  not  on  that  ao 
envious,  only  humble  and  depressed,  not  desiring  so  much  1 
sist  as  to  bear  injustice,  and  hardly  venturing  to  think  for  he 
This  t3rranny  and  humility  served  her  in  place  of  education, 
formed  her  manners,  which  were  wonderfully  gentle  and  calm 
was  strange  to  see  such  a  person  growing  up  in  such  a  famOy 
neighbours  spoke  of  her  with  much  scornful  compassion.  ^*  A 
half-witted  thing,"  they  said,  "  who  could  not  say  bo  !  to  a  goc 
and  I  think  it  is  one  good  t€»t  of  gentility  to  be  thus  looked  ( 
on  by  vulgar  people. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  elder  girls  had  reached 
present  age  without  receiving  a  number  of  oflfers  of  marriage, 
been  warmly  in  love  a  great  many  times.  But  many  unforti 
occurrences  had  compelled  them  to  remain  in  their  virgin  c 
tion.  There  was  an  attorney  who  had  proposed  to  Rosalind ; 
finding  that  she  would  receive  only  J&750  down,  instead  of  JBI 
the  monster  had  jilted  her  pitilessly,  handsome  as  she  was. 
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apotheotfj,  too^  had  been  Bmitten  by  her  charms;  but  to  live  in 

t  ibop  was  beneath  the  dignity  of  a  Wellesley  Macarty,  and  she 

nited  Iot  better  things.     Lieutenant  Swabber,  of  the  coast-guard 

terriee^  had  lodged  two  months  at  Gann's;  and  if  letters,  long 

wilki,  and  town-talk  could  settle  a  match,  a  match  between  him 

and  laibella  most  have  taken   place.     Well,    Isabella  was   not 

married ;  and  the  lieutenant,  a  colonel  in  Spain,  seemed  to  have 

gifen  up  all  thoughts  of  her.     She  meanwhile  consoled  herself  with 

m  gay  young  wine-merchant,  who  had  lately  established  himself  at 

Brighton,  kept  a  gig,  rode  out  with  the  hounds,  and  was  voted 

pedeetly  genteel;  and  there  was  a  certain  French  marquess,  with 

the  most  elegant  Uack  mustachios,  who  had  made  a  vast  impression 

upon  the  heart  of  Rosalind,  having  met  her  first  at  the  circulating 

lihruy,  and  afterwards,  by  the  most  extraordinary  series  of  chances, 

coming  upon  her  and  her  sister  daily  in  their  walks  upon  the  pier. 

Meek  little  Caroline,  meanwhile,  trampled  upon  though  she  was, 
WIS  springing  up  to  womanhood ;  and,  though  pale,  freckled,  thin, 
meuily  dressed,  had  a  certain  charm  about  her  which  some  people 
night  prefer  to  the  cheap  splendours  and  rude  red  and  white  of  the 
MiiMB  Macarty.  In  hot  we  have  now  come  to  a  period  of  her 
hirtory  when,  to  the  anuuee  of  her  mamma  and  sisters,  and  not  a 
liUk  to  the  satisfieu^ion  of  James  Crann,  Esquire,  she  actually 
ivpired  a  passion  in  the  breast  of  a  very  respectable  young  man. 


CHAPTER    TT 
HOH'  MRS.  GANN  RECEIVED   TWO  LODGERS 

IT  was  the  winter  season  when  the  events  recorded  in  this  history 
occurred ;  and  as  at  that  period  not  one  out  of  a  thooBand 
lodging-houses  in  Margate  are  let,  Mrs.  Crann,  who  geneiBlly 
submitted  to  occupy  her  own  first  and  second  floors  during  thiB 
cheerless  season,  considered  herself  more  than  ordinarily  lucky  iiht!^ 
circumstances  occurred  which  brought  no  less  than  two  lodgen  to 
her  establishment. 

She  had  to  thank  her  daughters  for  the  first  inmate;  fin*, 
these  two  young  ladies  were  walking  one  day  down  their  own  st 
talking  of  the  joys  of  the  last  season,  and  the  delight  of  the 
and  singing  at  the  libraries,  and  the  intoxicating  pleasures  of  th. 
Vauxhall  balls,  they  were  remarked  and  evidently  admired  by 
young  gentleman  who  was  sauntering  listlessly  up  the  street. 

He  stared,  and  it  must  be  confessed  that  the  fascinating  girl 
stared  too,  and  put  each  other's  head  into  each  other's  bonnet,  an< 
giggled  and  said,   "  Lor* ! "  and  then  looked  hard  at  the 
gentleman  again.     Their  eyes  were  black,  their  cheeks  were  y( 

red.     Fancy  how  Miss  Bella's  and  Miss  Linda's  hearts  beat  wL 

the  gentleman,  dropping  his  glass  out  of  his  eye,  actually  steppet--^*' 
across  the  street,  and  said,  ''Ladies,  I  am  seeking  for  lodgings^^^ 
and  should  be  glad  to  look  at  those  which  I  see  axe  to  let  in  yon===^ 
house." 

"  How  did  the  conjurer  know  it  was  our  house  1 "  thought  Belta^ 
and  Linda  (they  always  thought  in  couples).     From  the  very  simple? 
&ct  that  Miss  Bella  had  just  thrust  into  the  door  a  latch-key. 

Most  bitterly  did  Mrs.  James  Crann  regret  that  she  had  not  on 
her  best  gown  when  a  stranger — a  stranger  in  February — actually 
called  to  look  at  the  lodgings.  She  made  up,  however,  for  the 
slovenliness  of  her  dress  by  the  dignity  of  her  demeanour ;  and 
asked  the  gentleman  for  references,  informed  him  that  she  was  a 
gentlewoman,  and  that  he  would  have  peculiar  advantages  in  her 
establishment;  and,  finally,  agreed  to  receive  him  at  the  rate  of 
twenty  shillings  per  week.  The  bright  eyes  of  the  young  ladies 
had  done  the  business ;  but  to  this  day  Mrs.  James  Gann  is  con* 
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riaeed  that  her  peculiar  dignity  of  manner,  and  great  fluency 
of  bng  regarding  her  fitmily,  have  been  the  means  of  bringing 
liQodreds  of  lodgers  to  her  house,  who  but  for  her  would  never  have 
fiiitedit 

''Gents,"  said  Mr.  James  Oann,  at  the  "Bag  of  Nails"  that 
my erening,  "we  hare  got  a  new  lodger,  and  111  stand  glasses 
itxuid  to  his  jolly  good  health ! " 

The  new  lodger,  who  was  remarkable  for  nothing  except  very 

black  eyes,  a  sallow  fiice,  and  a  habit  of  smoking  cigars  in  bed  until 

Doon,  gave  his  name  Greoi^ge  Brandon,  Esq.     As  to  his  temper  and 

habits,  when  humbly  requested  by  Mrs.  Grann  to  pay  in  advance,  he 

laoghed  and  presented  her  with  a  bank-note,  never  quarrelled  with 

a  tingle  item  in  her  bills,  walked  much,  and  ate  two  mutton-chops 

per  diem.     The  young  ladies,  who  examined  all  the  boxes  and 

letters  of  the  lodgers,  as  young  ladies  will,  could  not  find  one  single 

document  relative  to  their  new  inmate,  except  a  tavern-bill  of  the 

^  White  Hart,"  to  which  the  name  of  Oeoi^ge  Brandon,  Esquire, 

WIS  prefixed.     Any  other  papers  which  might  elucidate  his  history 

were  locked  up  in  a  Bramah  box,  likewise  marked  G.  B. ;  and 

tboogfa  these  were  but  unsatis&ctory  points  by  which  to  judge  a 

nan's  character,  there  was  a  something  about  Mr.  Brandon  which 

cuaed  all  the  ladies   at   Mrs.   Gknn's  to  vote  he  was  quite   a 

gentleman. 

When  this  was  the  case,  I  am  happy  to  say  it  would  not 
Qofrequently  happen  that  Miss  Rosalind  or  Miss  Isabella  would 
appear  in  the  lodger's  apartments,  bearing  in  the  breakfast-cloth, 
^  bloshingly  appearing  with  the  weekly  biU,  apologising  for 
Biamma's  absence,  ''and  hoping  that  everything  was  to  .the 
SeotJenian's  liking." 

Both  the  Misses  Wellesley  Macarty  took  occasion  to  visit  Mr. 

Bf^QtioQ   in    this   manner,   and    he   received   both    with  such    a 

^■doating  ease  and  gentleman-like  freedom  of  manner,  scanning 

^hcir  points  from  head  to  foot,  and  fixing  his  great  black  eyes 

*o  earnestly  on   their  fiices,   that   the   blushing  creatures  turned 

abashed,  and  yet  pleased,  and  had  many  conversations  about 


''Law,  Bell,"  said  Miss  Rosalind,  "what  a  chap  that  Brandon 
**  !  I  don't  half  like  him,  I  do  declare ! "  Than  which  there  can 
^^^  DO  greater  compliment  from  a  woman  to  a  man. 

"No  more  do  I  neither,"  says  Bell.     "The  man  stares  so, 

^nd  says  such  things !     Just  now,  when  Becky  brought  his  paper 

•*>d  ee&ling-wax — the   silly   girl   brought   black    and   red   too — I 

^ook  them  up  to  ask  which  he  would  have,  and  what  de  you 

tliink  be  eaid  t " 
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"  Well,  dear,  what  1 "  said  Mrs.  Gann. 

^'^Miss  Bell,'  says  he,  looking  at  me,  and  with  such  eyee! 
*I'll  keep  everything:  the  red  wax,  because  it's  like  your  lips; 
the  black  wax,  because  it's  like  your  hair;  and  the  satin  paper, 
because  it's  like  your  skin  ! '     Wasn't  it  genteel  1 " 

"  Law,  now ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Gann. 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  think  it's  very  rude ! "  said  Miss  Lindy ; 
"and  if  he'd  said  so  to  me,   I'd  have  slapped  his  &oe  for 
imperence ! "     And  much  to  her  credit.  Miss  Lindy  went  to 
room  ten  minutes  after  to  see  if  he  would  sblj  anything  to  her. 
What  Mr.  Brandon  said,  I  never  knew ;  but  the  little  pang  of 
envy  which  had  caused  Miss  Lindy  to  retort  sharply  upon  her 
sister,  had  given  place  to  a  pleased  good-humour,  and  she  alloved. 
Bella  to  talk  about  the  new  lodger  as  much  as  ever  she  liked. 

And  now  if  the  reader  is  anxious  to  know  what  was  Hr. 
Brandon's  character,  he  had  better  read  the  following  letter  froi^ 
him.     It  was  addressed  to  no  less  a  person  than  a  visooimt;  arm^ 
given,  perhaps,  with  some  little  ostentation  to  Becky,  the  inai^3i 
to  carry  to   the   poet.      Now   Becky,  before  she  executed  suc^"^ 
errands,  always  showed  the  letters  to  her  mistress  or  one  of 
young  ladies  (it  must  not  be  supposed  that  Miss  Caroline  was 
whit  less  curious  on  these  matters  than  her  sisters) ;    and  wh< 
the  family  beheld  the  name  of  Lord  Viscount  Cinqbars  upon  t1 
superscription,  their  respect  for  their  lodger  was  greater  than  ev- 
it  had  been.  / 

*' Margate:  Fdtruarp ISSb. 

"  My  dear  Viscount, — For  a  reason  I  have,  on  coming  doi 

to  Margate,  I  with  much  gravity  informed  the  people  of  the  '  Whi *® 

Hart '  that  my  name  was  Brandon,  and  intend  to  bear  that  honoi::==^ 

able  appellation  during  my  stay.     For  the  same  reason  (I  am ^ 

modest  man,  and  love  to  do  good  in  secret),  I  left  the  public  ho^****^ 
immediately,  and  am  now  housed  in  private  lodgings,  humb-^^^^ 
and  at  a  humble  price.  I  am  here,  thank  Heaven,  quite  alotf^v^e 
Robinson  Crusoe  had  as  much  society  in  his  island,  as  I  in 
of  Thanct.  In  compensation  I  sleep  a  great  deal,  do  nothing, 
walk  much,  silent,  by  the  side  of  the  roaring  sea,  like  Calih  ^■nWj 
priest  of  Apollo. 

"  The  fact  is,  that  until  papa's  wrath  is  appeased,  I  must  1 J^ 

with  the  utmost  meekness  and  humility,  and  have  barely  enoi_-    ^gh 
money  in  my  possession  to  pay  such  small  current  expenses  as  =r^Sd/ 
on  me  here,  where  strangers  are  many  and  credit  does  not  er    ^f^t 
I  pray  you,  therefore,  to  tell  Mr.  Snipson  the  tailor,  Mr.  Jack^^BOO 
the  bootmaker,  honest  Solomonson  the  discounter  of  bills,  and     ^ 
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mch  friends  in  London  and  Oxford  as  may  make  inquiries  after  me, 
Uitt  I  am  at  this  very  moment  at  the  city  of  Munich  in  Bavaria, 
from  which  I  shall  not  return  until  my  marriage  with  Miss  Qo\d- 
nan^  the  great  Indian  heiress ;  who,  upon  my  honour,  will  have 
me,  I  helieve,  any  day  for  the  asking. 

''Nothing  else  will  satisfy  my  honoured  father,  I  know,  whose 
pone  has  already  bled  pretty  freely  for  me,  I  must  confess,  and 
vho  has  taken  the  great  oath  that  never  is  broken,  to  bleed  no 
more  unless  this  marriage  is  brought  about  Come  it  must.  I 
cin't  work,  I  can't  starve,  and  I  can't  live  under  a  thousand  a  year. 

"Here,  to  be  sure,  the  charges  are  not  enormous;  for  your 
ediScation,  read  my  week's  bill : — 


*'  *  Oeoi^ge  Brandon,  Esquire, 


To  Mrs.  James  Grann. 


A  week's  lodging   . 
Break&st,  cream,  eggs    . 
I  >inner  (fourteen  mutton-chojjs) 
Fire,  boot-cleaning,  &c.  . 


£ 

8. 

d. 

1 

0 

0 

0 

9 

0 

0 

10 

6 

0 

3 

6 

£2 

3 

0 

"'Settled,  Juliana  Gann.' 

""Joliana  Qann  !     Is  it  not  a  sweet  namel  it  sprawls  over  half 

^  piper.     Could  you  but  see  the  owner  of  the  name,  my  dcjir 

Wlow !     I  love  to  examine  the  customs  of  natives  of  all  countries, 

^  upon  my  word  there  are  some  barbarians  in  our  own  less 

'^iKnim,  and  more  worthy  of  being  known,  than  Hottentots,  wild 

liiih,  Otaheiteans,  or  any  such  savages.     If  you  could  sec  the  airs 

*^t  this  woman  gives  herself;  the  rouge,  ribeuids,  rings,  and  other 

^^isale  gimcracks  that  she  wears ;  if  you  could  hear  her  reminis- 

'•ences  of  past  times,  *  when  she  and  Mr.  Gann  moved  in  the  very 

^'PBteelcst  circles  of  society ; '  of  the  peerage,  which  she  knows  by 

^*<^rt ;  and  of  the  fashionable  novels,  in  every  word  of  which  she 

^'^lievei,  you  would  be  proud  of  your  order,  and  admire  the  intense 

f^iect  which  the  eannille  show  towanls  it.     There  never  was  such 

**>  ^\  woman,  not  even  our  tutor  at  Christchurch. 

'*  There  is  a  he  Gann,  a  vast  bloated  old  man,  in  a  rough  coat, 
who  haA  met  me  once,  and  asked  me,  with  a  grin,  if  my  mutton- 
^p«  was  to  my  liking?  The  satirical  monster  !  What  can  I  eat 
^  thjg  pUce  but  mutton-choiM  ?     A  great  bleeding  beef-steak,  or  a 
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filthy  reeking  gigot  h  Veau^  with  a  turnip  poultioef  I  should  die 
if  I  did.  As  for  fish  in  a  watering-place,  I  never  touch  it ;  it  is  sore 
to  be  bad.  Nor  care  I  for  little  sinewy,  dry,  black-Imaged  fowk 
Cutlets  are  my  only  resource ;  I  have  them  nicely  enoa^^  broiled 
by  a  little  humble  companion  of  the  fiamily  (a  companion,  ye  god^ 
in  this  family !),  who  blushed  hugely  when  she  confessed  that  the 
cooking  was  hers,  and  that  her  name  was  Caroline.  For  drink  I 
indulge  in  gin,  of  which  I  consume  two  wine-glasses  dafly,  in  two 
tumblers  of  cold  water ;  it  is  the  only  liquor  that  one  can  be  bur 
to  find  genuine  in  a  common  house  in  England. 

'*  This  Cann,  I  take  it,  has  similar  likings,  for  I  hear  him  ceo- 
sionally  at  midnight  floundering  up  the  stairs  (his  boots  lie  diity 
in  the  passage) — floundering,  I  say,  up  the  stairs,  and  cursing  the 
candlestick,  whence  escape  now  and  anon  the  snuffers  and  extia- 
guisher,  and  with  brazen  rattle  disturb  the  silence  of  the  night 
Thrice  a  week,  at  least,  does  Gann  break&st  in  bed — sure  sign  of 
pridian  intoxication ;  and  thrice  a  week,  in  the  morning,  I  hear  t 
hoarse  voice  roaring  for  'my  soda-water.'  How  long  have  the 
rogues  drunk  soda-water  ? 

'*  At  nine,  Mrs.  Gann  and  daughters  are  accustomed  to  breik- 
fast ;  a  handsome  pair  of  girls,  truly,  and  much  followed,  as  I  hair, 
in  the  quarter.  These  dear  creatures  are  always  paying  me  visits- 
visits  with  the  tea-kettle,  visits  with  the  newspaper  (one  brings  it, 
and  one  comes  for  it) ;  but  the  one  is  always  at  the  other's  heds, 
and  so  one  cannot  show  oneself  to  be  that  dear,  gay,  seducing  fellow 
that  one  has  been,  at  home  and  on  the  Continent.  Do  yon  re- 
member cette  chere  marquise  at  Pau  ?  That  cursed  conjugal  pistol- 
buUet  still  plays  the  deuce  with  my  shoulder.  Do  you  remember 
Betty  Bundy,  the  butcher's  daughter  ?  A  pretty  race  of  fools  arc 
we  to  go  mad  after  such  women,  and  risk  all — oaths,  prsyos, 
promises,  long  wearisome  courtships — for  what  ] — for  vanity,  truly. 
When  the  battle  is  over,  behold  your  conquest !  Betty  Bundy  ia  a 
vulgar  country  wench ;  and  cett^  belle  marquise  is  old,  rouged,  and 
has  false  hair.  Vanitas  vanitatum  I  what  a  moral  man  I  will  be 
some  day  or  other ! 

"  I  have  found  an  old  acquaintance  (and  be  hanged  to  him !)» 
who  has  come  to  lodge  in  this  very  house.     Do  you  recollect  a* 
Rome  a  young  artist,  Fitch  by  name,  the  handsome  gaby  with  tb^ 
large  beard,  that  mad  Mrs.  Carrickfergus  was  doubly  mad  about  ^ 
On  the  second  floor  of  Mrs.  Gann's  house  dwells  this  youth.    Hi^ 
beard  brings  the  gamins  of  the  streets  trooping  and  yeUing  abon'*^ 
him ;  his  fine  braided  coats  have  grown  somewhat  shabl^  now   ^ 
and  the  poor  fellow  is,  like  your  humble  servant  (by  the  way,  har^ 
you  a  500  franc  biUet  to  spare  ?) — like  your  humble  servant,  I 
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Ten-  iow  in  pocket  The  young  Andrea  bears  iii>  gaily,  however ; 
twugles  his  guitar,  paints  the  worst  pictures  in  the  world,  and 
peot  •onnets  to  his  imaginary  mistress's  eyebrow.  Luckily  the 
rofw  did  not  know  my  name,  or  I  should  have  been  compelled  to 
Mbomn  to  him;  and  when  I  called  out  to  him,  dubious  as  to 
Mf  Dtme,  '  Don't  you  know  me  ?  I  met  you  in  Rome.  My  name 
ii  Bkandcm,'  the  painter  was  perfectly  satisfied,  and  majestically 
\mk  me  wdoome. 

"  Fancy  the  continence  of  this  young  Joseph — he  has  absolutely 
nn  aw»y  from  Mrs.  Garrickfergus !  '  Sir,'  said  he,  with  some  hesita- 
tion and  blushes,  when  I  questioned  him  about  the  widow,  '  I  was 
eoBpdled  to  leave  Rome  in  consequence  of  the  fatal  fondness  of 
tkt  woman.  I  am  an  'andsome  man,  sir, — I  know  it — all  the 
cbpt  in  the  Academy  want  me  for  a  model ;  and  that  woman,  sir, 
ii  Bxty.  Do  you  think  I  would  ally  myself  with  her ;  sacrifice  my 
la|>{iine8B  for  the  sake  of  a  creature  that's  as  hugly  as  an  'arpy? 
Fd  rstber  starve,  sir.  I'd  rather  give  up  my  hart  and  my  'opes  of 
rinig  in  it  than  do  a  haction  so  disAAAAonourable.' 

**  There  is  a  stock  of  virtue  for  you !  and  the  poor  fellow  half- 
itinred.  He  lived  at  Rome  upon  the  seven  portraits  that  the 
Canickfergus  ordered  of  him,  and,  as  I  fancy,  now  does  not  make 
twenty  pounds  in  the  year.  0  rare  chastity  !  0  wondrous  silly 
Iwpcs!  O  moius  animorwn,  atgue  0  certamina  tanta  I — pulverts, 
oignijaciUf  in  such  an  insignificant  little  lump  of  mud  as  this! 
^y  the  deuce  does  not  the  fool  marry  the  widow  ?  His  betters 
VQold.  There  was  a  captain  of  dragoons,  an  Italian  prince,  and  four 
MM  of  Irish  peers,  all  at  her  feet ;  but  the  Cockney's  beard  and 
^i«kerB  have  overcome  them  all.  Here  my  paper  has  come  to 
VI  end ;  and  I  have  the  honour  to  bid  your  Lordship  a  re8X)ectful 
fewcD.  G.  B." 

Of  the  young  gentleman  who  goes  by  the  name  of  Brandon,  the 
'Bider  of  the  above  letter  will  not  be  so  misguided,  we  trust,  as  to 
^^e  a  very  exalted  opinion.  The  noble  viscount  read  this  document 
^  •  sopper-party  in  Christchurch,  in  Oxfbnl,  and  left  it  in  a  bowl 
^milk-punch  ;  whence  a  scout  abstracted  it,  and  handecl  it  over  to 
^  My  Lonl  was  twenty  years  of  age  when  he  received  the  epistle, 
^  had  spent  a  couple  of  years  abroad,  before  going  to  the 
''^i^ernty,  under  the  guardianship  of  the  worthy  individual  who 
^^^Q^d  himself  Geoi^ge  Brandon. 

Mr.  Brandon  was  the  son  of  a  half-pay  colonel  of  good  fiunily, 
]^Q^  honouring  the  great  himself,  thought  his  son  would  vastly 
'^^M^fit  by  an  acquaintance  with  them,  and  sent  him  to  Eton,  at  cruel 
^^'^^rges  upon  a  slender  purse.     From  Eton  the  lad  went  to  Oxford, 
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took  honours  there,  frequented  the  beet  society,  If^owed 
kind  of  proud  obsequiousness  all  the  tufls  of  the  uniTeni 
left  it  owing  exactly  two  thousand  pounds.  Th^i  tho 
storms  at  home;  fury  on  the  part  of  the  stem  old  **gav 
and  final  payment  of  the  debt  But  while  this  settlon 
pending,  Master  Geoi^ge  had  contracted  many  more  debts 
bill-discounters,  and  was  glad  to  fly  to  the  Continent  a 
to  young  Lord  Cinqbars,  in  whose  company  he  learned 
one  of  the  vices  in  Europe ;  and  having  a  good  natural 
and  a  heart  not  unkindly,  had  used  these  qualities  in  f 
admirable  manner  as  to  be  at  twenty-seven  utterly  ruined  J 
and  principle — an  idler,  a  spendthrift,  and  a  glutton, 
free  of  his  money;  would  spend  his  last  guinea  for  a 
gratification ;  would  borrow  from  his  neediest  friend ;  had 
of  conscience  or  remorse  left,  but  believed  himself  to  be 
natured  devil-may-care  fellow ;  had  a  good  deal  of  wit,  an 
putably  good  manners,  and  a  pleasing,  dashing  frank 
conversation  with  men.  I  should  like  to  know  how  mai 
scoundrels  our  universities  have  turned  out;  and  how  mu 
has  been  caused  by  that  accursed  system  which  is  called  in  ] 
'*  the  education  of  a  gentleman."  Go,  my  son,  for  ten  yec 
public  school,  that  '^ world  in  miniature;"  learn  "to  fi 
yourself"  against  the  time  when  your  real  struggles  shal 
Begin  to  be  selfish  at  ten  years  of  age ;  study  for  other  tei 
get  a  competent  knowledge  of  boxing,  swimming,  rowii 
cricket,  with  a  pretty  knack  of  Latin  hexameters  and  a 
smattering  of  Greek  plays, — do  this  and  a  fond  father  shi 
you — bless  the  two  thousand  pounds  which  he  has  s 
acquiring  all  these  benefits  for  you.  And,  besides,  what  el 
you  not  learned]  You  have  been  many  hundreds  of  t 
chapel,  and  have  learned  to  consider  the  religious  service  pe 
there  as  the  vainest  parade  in  the  world.  If  your  fatl 
grocer,  you  have  been  beaten  for  his  sake,  and  have  leamc 
ashamed  of  him.  You  have  learned  to  forget  (as  how  sho 
remember,  being  separated  from  them  for  three-fourths 
time  ?)  the  ties  and  natural  affections  of  home.  You  have 
if  you  have  a  kindly  heart  and  an  open  hand,  to  compe 
associates  much  more  wealthy  than  yourself;  and  to  considei 
as  not  much,  but  honour — the  honour  of  dining  and  consord 
your  betters — as  a  great  deal.  All  this  does  the  publio-scli 
college  boy  learn ;  and  woe  be  to  his  knowledge  I  Ala 
natural  tenderness  and  kindly  clinging  filial  affection  is  he  ts 
trample  on  and  despise  !  My  friend  Brandon  had  gone  throi 
process  of  education,  and  had  been  irretrievably  ruined  by 
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kttt  ami  his  honesty  had  heen  ruined  by  it,  that  is  to  say ;  and  he 
bd  received,  in  return  for  them,  a  Rniall  quantity  of  classics  and 
Mthematio— pretty  compensation  for  all  he  had  lost  in  gaining 
tban! 

fiat  I  am  wandering  most  absunily  from  the  point;  right 
or  wrong,  so  nature  and  education  had  formed  Mr.  Brandon,  who 
ii  one  of  a  considerable  class.  Well,  this  young  gentleman  was 
ertablished  at  Mrs.  Oann's  house;  and  we  are  obliged  to  enter 
into  all  these  explanations  concerning  him,  because  they  are 
Beeeasary  to  the  right  understanding  of  our  story — Brandon  not 
being  altogether  a  bad  man,  nor  much  worse  than  many  a  one 
vbo  goes  through  a  course  of  regular  selfish  swindling  all  his  life 
long,  and  dies  religious,  resigned,  proud  of  himself,  and  universally 
Mpected  by  others ;  for  this  eminent  advantage  has  the  getting- 
ud-keeping  scoundrel  over  the  extravagant  and  careless  one. 

One  day,  tlien,  as  he  was  gazing  from  the  window  of  his  lodging- 
house,  a  cart,  containing  a  vast  number  of  easels,  portfolios,  wooden 
cam  of  {Hctures,  and  a  small  car|)ct-bag  that  might  hold  a  change 
of  clothes,  stopped  at  the  door.  The  vehicle  was  accompanied  by  a 
remarkable  young  fellow — drensed  in  a  frock-coat  covered  over  with 
frop,  t  dirty  tume<l-down  shirt-collar,  with  a  blue  satin  cravat,  and 
a  (ip  placed  wonderfully  on  one  ear — who  had  evidently  hired  apart- 
■oits  at  Mr.  Gann's.  This  new  lodger  was  no  other  than  Mr.  Andrew 
Rkh ;  or,  as  he  wrote  on  his  canls,  without  the  prefix, 


Andrea  Fitch. 


Preparations  had  been  made  at  Grann's  for  the  reception  of 
Hr.  Fitch,  whose  aunt  (an  auctioneer's  lady  in  the  town)  had  made 
vnagements  that  he  should  board  and  lodge  with  the  Gann  family, 
Ukl  have  the  apartments  on  the  second  floor  as  his  private  rooms, 
b  these,  then,  young  Andrea  was  installed.  He  was  a  youth  of 
*  poetic  temperament,  loving  solitude ;  and  where  is  such  to  be 
fcttn<i  more  easily  than  on  the  storm-wa^heil  shores  of  Margate  in 
^ter?  Then  the  boanling-housc  keejiers  have  shut  up  their 
^'ooMs  ami  gone  away  in  anguish;  then  the  taverns  take  their 
^•'P^ts  up,  and  you  can  have  your  choice  of  a  hundred  and  twenty 
■^  in  any  one  of  them ;  then  but  one  dismal  waiter  renmiiis  to 
■^pwintend  this  vast  echoing  pile  of  loneliness,  and  the  Iniidlord 
piiMsi  for  summer;   then  the  flies  for  Ramsgate  stand  tenantless 
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beside  the  pier ;  and  about  four  sailors,  in  pea-jackets,  aie  to  be 
seen  in  the  three  principal  streets;  in  the  rest,  silence,  closed 
shutters,  torpid  chimneys  enjoying  their  unnatural  winter  sinecure 
— ^not  the  clack  of  a  patten  echoing  over  the  cold  dry  flags ! 

This  solitude  had  been  chosen  by  Mr^  Brandon  for  good  reaaons 
of  his  own ;  Qtum  and  his  family  would  have  fled,  but  that  they 
had  no  other  house  wherein  to  take  refuge ;  and  Mrs.  Hammerton, 
the  auctioneer's  lady,  felt  so  keenly  the  kindness  which  she  was 
doing  to  Mrs.  Gkinn,  in  providing  her  with  a  lodger  at  such  a 
period,  that  she  considered  herself  fully  justified  in  extracting  from 
the  latter  a  bonus  of  two  guineas,  threatening  on  refusal  to  send 
her  darling  nephew  to  a  rival  establishment  over  the  way. 

Andrea   was   here   then,   in  the  loneliness  that  he  loved, — a 
fantastic  youth,  who  lived  but  for  his  art;   to  whom  the  woiid 
was  like  the  Coburg  Theatre,  and  he  in  a  magnificent  costume 
acting  a  principal  part.     His  art,  and  his  beard  and  whiskers,  were 
the  darlings  of  his  heart.     His  long  pale  hair  fell  over  a  high 
polished  brow,  which  looked  wonderfully  thoughtful;  and  yet  n<^ 
man  was  more  guiltless  of  thinking.     He  was  always  putting  him- 
self into  attitudes ;  he  never  spoke  the  truth ;  and  was  so  entirely 
affected  and  absurd,  as  to  be  quite  honest  at  last:   for  it  is  my 
belief  that  the  man  did  not  know  truth  from  falsehood  any  longer, 
and  was  when  he  was  alone,  when  he  was  in  company,  nay,  when 
he  was  unconscious  and  sound  asleep  snoring  in  bed,  one  complete 
lump  of  affectation.     When  his  apartments  on  the  second  floor 
were  arranged   according  to  his  fancy,  they  made  a  tremendoos 
show.     He  had  a  large  Gothic  chest,  in  which  he  put  his  wardrobe 
(namely,  two  velvet  waistcoats,  four  varied  satin  imder  ditto,  two 
pairs  braided  trousers,  two  shirts,  half-a-dozen  false  collars,  and  a 
couple  of  pairs  of  dreadfully  dilapidated  Blucher  boots).     He  had 
some   pieces  of  armour;   some  China  jugs  and  Venetian  gtasBes; 
some  bits  of  old  damaak  rags,  to  drape  his  doors  and  windows: 
and  a  rickety  lay  figure,  in  a  Spanish  hat  and  cloak,  over  which 
slung  a  long  Toledo  rapier,  and  a  guitar,  with  a  riband  of  dirty 
sky-blue. 

Such  was  our  poor  fellow's  stock  in  trade.  He  had  some 
voliunes  of  poems — "  Lalla  Rookh,"  and  the  sterner  oompodtioiis  of 
Byron  ;  for,  to  do  him  justice,  he  hated  "  Don  Juan,"  and  a  woman 
was  in  his  eyes  an  angel ;  a  ^ngel,  alas !  he  would  caU  her,  for 
nature  and  the  circumstances  of  his  fiimily  had  taken  sad  Cockney 
advantages  over  Andrea's  pronunciation. 

The  Misses  Wellesley  Macarty  were  not,  however,  very 
squeamish  with  regard  to  grammar,  and,  in  this  dull  season,  voted 
Mr.    Fitch  an  elegant  young  fellow.     His  immense   beard  and 
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whiikeiB  ga^e  them  the  highest  opinion  of  his  genius ;  and  before 
long  the  intimacy  between  the  young  people  was  considerable,  for 
Mr.  Fitch  inaiated  upon  drawing  the  portraits  of  the  whole  family. 
He  painted  Mrs.  Oann  in  her  rouge  and  ribands,  as  described  by 
Mr.  j^mndon ;  Mr.  Ghum,  who  said  that  his  picture  would  be  very 
mtM  to  the  artist,  as  every  soul  in  Margate  knew  him ;  and  the 
MiiMa  Macarty  (a  neat  group,  representing  Miss  Bella  embracing 
Miss  Linda,  who  was  pointing  to  a  pianoforte). 

"I  suppose  youll  do  my  Carry  next?"  said  Mr.  Crann, 
aprening  his  approbation  of  the  last  picture. 

"  Law,  sir,"  said  Miss  Linda,  "  Carry  with  her  red  hair ! — it 
wouki  be  q/u*." 

**Mr.  Fitch  might  as  well  paint  Becky,  our  maid,"  said  Miss 
Bella. 

** Carry  is  quite  impossible,  Cann,"  said  Mrs.  Cann;  ''she 
kiiD't  a  gown  fit  to  be  seen  in.  She's  not  been  at  church  for 
thirteen  Sundays  in  consequence." 

^  And  more  shame  for  you,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Cann,  who  liked 
hit  child ;  "  Carry  s/uUl  have  a  gown,  and  the  best  of  gowns." 
And  jingling  three-and-twenty  shillings  in  his  pocket,  Mr.  Gann 
determined  to  spend  them  all  in  the  purchase  of  a  robe  for  Carry. 
But  alas  !  the  gown  never  came ;  half  the  money  was  spent  that 
very  evening  at  the  "  Bag  of  Nails." 

"Is  that — that  young  lady  your  daughter?"  said  Mr.  Fitch, 
nrprised,  for  he  fiwcied  Carry  was  a  humble  companion  of  the 
fiunilv. 

"Yes,  she  is,  an<l  a  very  good  daughter  too,  sir,"  answered  Mr. 
Ginn.  ^^  Fetch  and  Carry  I  call  her,  or  else  Carryvan — she's  so 
ttrfoL     Ain't  you.  Carry  ? " 

"Fm  very  glad  if  I  am,  papa,"  said  the  young  lady,  who  waa 
bio^luiig  violently,  and  in  whose  presence  all  this  conversation  had 
Wo  carried  on. 

"Hoki  your  tongue,  miss,"  said  her  mother;  "you  are  very 
c^Kittive  to  us,  that  you  are,  and  need  not  brag  about  the  work 
7<w  do.  You  would  not  live  on  charity,  would  you,  like  some 
^iut"  (here  she  looked  fiercely  at  Mr.  Gann);  "and  if  your 
^en  and  me  starve  to  keep  you  and  some  folks,  I  presume  you 
ve  hound  to  make  us  some  return." 

When  any  allusion  was  made  to  Mr.  Gann's  idleness  and 
^xtravaj^ce,  or  his  lady  showed  herself  in  any  way  inclined  to 
^  '^'^'t  it  was  honest  James's  habit  not  to  answer,  but  to  take 
^  hat  and  walk  abroad  to  the  public-house ;  or  if  huply  she 
"^(led  him  at  night,  he  would  turn  his  back  and  fall  a-snoring. 
^^^^  were  the  only   remedies  he   found    for   Mrs.  James's   bad 
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temper,  and  the  first  of  them  he  adopted  on  hearing  these  wordB 
of  his  lady,  which  we  have  just  now  transcrihed. 

Poor  Caroline  had  not  her  father's  refuge  of  flight,  but  was 
obliged  to  stay  and  listen ;  and  a  wondrous  eloquence,  God  wot ! 
had  Mrs.  Crann  upon  the  subject  of  her  daughter's  ill-conduct. 
The  first  lecture  Mr.  Fitch  heard,  he  set  down  Caroline  for  a 
monster.  Was  she  not  idle,  sulky,  scornful,  and  a  sloven  1  For 
these  and  many  more  of  her  daughter's  vices  Mrs.  Crann  vouched, 
declaring  that  Caroline's  misbehaviour  was  hastening  her  own 
death,  and  finishing  by  a  fainting-fit.  In  the  presence  of  all  these 
charges,  there  stood  Miss  Caroline,  dumb,  stupid,  and  careless ;  nay, 
when  the  fainting-fit  came  on,  and  Mrs.  Gann  fell  back  on  the 
sofa,  the  unfeeling  girl  took  the  opportunity  to  retire,  and  never 
offered  to  smack  her  manmia's  hands,  to  give  her  the  smelling- 
bottle,  or  to  restore  her  with  a  glass  of  water. 

One  stood  close  at  hand;  for  Mr.  Fitch,  when  this  first  fit 
occurred,  was  sitting  in  the  Gann  parloiu*,  painting  that  lad/a 
portrait ;  and  he  was  making  towards  her  with  his  tumbler,  whei^ 
Miss   Linda  cried   out,   ''Stop,  the  water's  full  of  paint;"  and. 
straightway  burst  out  laughing.     Mrs.  Gann  jumped  up  at  thi^ 
cured  suddenly,  and  left  the  room,  looking  somewhat  foolish. 

''You  don't  know  ma,"  said  Miss  Linda,  still  giggling;  "she^s 
always  fainting." 

"  Poor  thing ! "  cried  Fitch ;  "  very  nervous,  I  suppose  f  " 

"  Oh,  very ! "  answered  the  lady,  exchanging  arch  glanoes  wi^l 
Miss  Bella. 

"  Poor  dear  lady ! "  continued  the  artist ;  "  I  pity  her  from  my 
hinmost  soul  Doesn't  the  himmortal  bard  of  Havon  observe,  l&ow 
sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is  to  have  a  thankless  child  t  And 
is  it  true,  ma'am,  that  that  young  woman  has  been  the  rmn  of 
her  famUy  ? " 

"Ruin  of  her  fiddlestick!"  replied  Miss  Bella.     "Law,  Mr. 
Fitch,  you  don't  know  ma  yet ;  she  is  in  one  of  her  tantrums." 

"What,  then,  it  isn't  true?"  cried  simple-minded  Fitch.  To 
which  neither  of  the  young  ladies  made  any  answer  in  words,  nor 
could  the  little  artist  comprehend  why  they  looked  at  each  other, 
and  burst  out  laughing.  But  he  retired  pondering  on  what  he  bad 
seen  and  heard  ;  and  being  a  very  soft  young  fellow,  most  implicitly 
believed  the  accusations  of  poor  dear  Mrs.  Gkinn,  and  thought  her 
daughter  Caroline  was  no  better  than  a  Regan  or  Goneril. 

A  time,  however,  was  to  come  when  he  should  believe  her  to 
be  a  most  pure  and  gentle  Cordelia ;  and  of  this  change  in  Fltdi*i 
opinions  we  shall  speak  in  Chapter  III. 


CHAPTER  III 

A  SHABBY  GESTEEL  DINNER,  AND  OTHER  INCIDENTS 

OF  A  LIKE  NATURE 

MR.  BRANDON'S  letter  to  Lord  Cinqbare  produced,  aa  we 
have  said,  a  great  impression  upon  the  family  of  Gann  ; 
an  impn>88ion  which  waa  considerably  increased  by  their 
Ind^'s  suliMequent  behaviour:  for  although  the  persons  with 
whom  he  now  associated  were  of  a  very  vulgar  ridiculous  kind, 
IkcT  were  by  no  means  so  low  or  ridiculous  that  Mr.  Brandon 
•bnuld  not  wish  to  appear  before  them  in  the  most  advantageous 
light ;  and,  accordingly,  he  gave  himself  the  greatest  airs  when  in 
their  com|)any,  ami  bragged  incessantly  of  his  acquaintance  and 
familiarity  with  the  nobility.  Mr.  Brandon  was  a  tuft-hunter  of 
tbf  ^nteel  sort ;  his  pride  toeing  <iuite  as  slavish,  and  his  haugh- 
tioew  as  mean  and  cringing,  in  fact,  as  jK)or  Mrs.  Grann's  stupid 
Wonder  and  respect  for  all  the  persons  wluKse  names  are  written 
^th  titles  before  them.  O  free  an<i  happy  Britons,  what  a 
miaenible,  tnickling,  cringing  race  ye  are ! 

The  reader  has  no  doubt  encountered  a  number  of  such 
•^t^gerers  in  the  course  of  his  conversation  with  the  world — men 
^  1  decent  middle  rank,  who  affect  to  ilespise  it,  and  herd  only 
^th  pensons  of  the  fashion.  This  is  an  offence  in  a  man  which 
BODe  of  us  can  forgive :  we  call  him  tuft-hunter,  lickspittle,  sneak, 
Qomanly  :  we  hate,  and  profess  to  despise  him.  I  fear  it  is  no  such 
thing.  We  envy  Lickspittle,  that  is  the  fact ;  and  therefore  hate 
Iwnt  Were  he  to  plague  us  with  the  stories  of  Jones  and  Brown, 
oor  ^miliars,  the  man  would  be  a  simple  bore,  his  stories  heard 
Patiently  ;  Imt  so  soon  as  he  talks  of  my  Lord  or  the  Duke,  we  are 
io  tnns  againnt  him.  I  have  seen  a  whole  merry  party  in  Russell 
8<iutre  i:to^  suddenly  gloomy  and  dumb,  l)ecause  a  iwrt  barrister, 
io  1  loud  shrill  voire,  told  a  8tor>'  of  Lord  This,  or  the  Manjuis  of 
Tbit  We  all  hate<l  that  man  ;  and  I  would  lay  a  wager  that  every 
'^  of  the  fourteen  persons  assembled  round  the  boilc<l  turkey  and 
•ddle  of  mutton  (not  to  mention  siile-flishcs  from  the  jiastrycook's 
W*ite  the  British  Museiun) — I  would  wager,  I  say,  that  every- 
'^  was  muttering  inwanlly,  "  A  plague  on  that  fellow  !  he  knows 
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a  lord,  and  I  never  spoke  to  more  than  three  in  the  whde  oonne 
of  my  life."  To  our  betters  we  can  reconcile  onraelTes^  if  yoQ 
please,  respecting  them  very  sincerely,  lau^ng  at  their  jcka^ 
making  allowance  for  their  stupidities,  meekly  snffiering  their 
insolence;  but  we  can't  pardon  our  equals  going  beyond  na.  A 
firiend  of  mine  who  lived  amicably  and  hi^pily  among  his  friendi 
and  relatives  at  Hackney,  was  on  a  sudden  disowned  b]r  the 
latter,  cut  by  the  former,  and  doomed  in  innumerable  propbeoei 
to  ruin,  because  he  kept  a  footboy, — a  harmless  little  blowsy-fteed 
urchin,  in  light  snuff-coloured  clothes,  glistering  over  with  sogar-loif 
buttons.  There  is  another  man,  a  great  man,  a  literary  man,  whom 
the  public  loves,  and  who  took  a  sudden  leap  from  obscurity  into 
£BLme  and  wealth.  This  was  a  crime ;  but  he  bore  his  rise  widi  so 
much  modesty,  that  even  his  brethren  of  the  pen  did  not  esvy 
him.  One  luckless  day  he  set  up  a  one-horse  chaise ;  from  tint 
minute  he  was  doomed. 

"  Have  you  seen  his  new  carriage  ? "  sa3rs  Snariey. 

''  Yes,"  sa3rs  Yow ;  '*  he's  so  consumedly  proud  of  it,  that  be 
can't  see  his  old  friends  while  he  drives." 

"  Ith  it  a  donkey-cart,"  lisps  Simper,  **  thith  gwand  cawwaiget 
I  alwa3rs  thaid  that  the  man,  from  hith  thtile,  wath  fitted  to  be 
a  vewy  dethent  cothtermonger." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  cries  old  Candour,  "  a  sad  pity  indeed ! — dreadfhDy 
extravagant,  Fm  told — bad  health — expensive  BGimily — works  going 
down  every  day — and  now  he  must  set  up  a  carriage  forsooth  1 " 

Snariey,  Yow,  Simper,  Candour,  hate  their  brother.  If  he  ii 
ruined,  they  will  be  kind  to  him,  and  just ;  but  he  is  sacoenfoli 
and  woe  be  to  him. 

■  ■•*••• 

This  trifling  digression  of  half  a  page  or  so,  although  it  seems  to 
have  nothing  to  do  with  the  story  in  hand,  has,  nevertheless,  the 
strongest  relation  to  it :  and  you  shall  hear  what. 

In  one  wonl,  then,  Mr.  Brandon  bragged  so  much,  and  aaramed 
such  airs  of  superiority,  that  after  a  while  he  perfectly  disgusted 
Mrs.  Gann  and  the  Misses  Macarty,  who  were  gentlefolks  them- 
selves, and  (lid  not  at  all  like  his  way  of  telling  them  that  be  wis 
their  better.     Mr.  Fitch  was  swallowed  up  in  his  hart  as  he  called 
it,  and  careil  nothing  for  Brandon  s  airs.    Crann,  being  a  low-epirited 
fellow,  completely  submitteil  to  Mr.  Brandon,  and  looked  up  to  him 
¥rith  deepest  wonder.     And  poor  little  Caroline  followed  her  fitther^* 
faith,  and  in  six  weeks  after  Mr.  Brandon's  arrival  at  the  lodging 
had  grown  to  believe  him  the  most  perfect,  finished,  polished,  agre^ 
able  of  mankind.     Indeed,  the  poor  girl  hail  never  seen  a  gentlemas^ 
before,  and   towards  such   her  gentle  heart  turned  instinctivdy- 
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nidon  never  offended  her  by  hard  words ;  insulted  her  by  cruel 
on,  soch  u  she  met  with  from  her  mother  and  her  sistens ;  there 
It  a  quiet  manner  about  the  man  quite  different  to  any  that  she 
id  before  seen  amongst  the  acquaintances  of  her  fiimily ;  and  if  he 
Huned  a  tone  of  superiority  in  his  conversation  with  her  and  the 
d,  OaroliDe  felt  that  he  was  their  superior,  and  as  such  admired 
id  respected  him. 

What  happens  when  in  the  innocent  bosom  of  a  girl  of  sixteen 
tch  lensations  arise  ?     What  has  happened  ever  since  the  world 

I  have  said  that  Miss  Caroline  had  no  friend  in  the  world  but 
rr  &ther,  and  must  here  take  leave  to  recall  that  assertion ; — a 
lend  she  most  certainly  had,  and  that  was  honest  Becky,  the 
BoUy  maid,  whose  name  has  been  mentioned  before.  Miss  Caro- 
M  had  learned,  in  the  course  of  a  life  spent  under  the  tyranny  of 
it  mamma,  some  of  the  notions  of  the  latter,  and  would  have  been 
ny  much  offended  to  call  Becky  her  fncnd :  but  friends,  in  fact, 
wj  were ;  and  a  great  comfort  it  was  for  Caroline  to  descend  to 
»  calm  kitchen  from  the  stormy  back-parlour,  and  there  vent  some 
f  her  Uttle  woes  to  the  compassionate  servant  of  all  work. 

When  Mrs.  Gann  went  out  with  her  daughters,  Becky  would 
dtt  her  work  and  come  and  keep  Miss  Caroline  company ;  and 
the  truth  must  be  told,  the  greatest  ei^joyment  ttie  pair  used  to 
iTf  was  in  tlieee  afternoons,  when  they  read  together  out  of  the 
ndous  greasy  marble-covered  volumes  tliat  Mrs.  Gann  was  in 
Ite  habit  of  fetching  from  the  library.  Many  and  many  a  tale 
id  the  pair  so  gone  through.  I  can  see  them  over  *'  Manfrone ; 
r  the  One-handed  Monk  " — the  room  dark,  the  street  silent,  the 
nor  ten — the  tall  red  lurid  candlewick  waggling  down,  the  flame 
ickering  pale  upon  Miss  Caroline's  pale  face  as  she  read  out,  and 
^ting  up  honest  Becky's  goggling  eyes,  who  sat  silent,  her  work 
I  hfr  lap :  she  had  not  done  a  stitch  of  it  for  an  hour.  As  the 
riiHkjor  slowly  opens,  and  the  scowling  Alonzo,  landing  over  the 
^|iing  Imoinda,  draws  his  pistol,  cocks  it,  looks  well  if  the 
riming  be  right,  phices  it  then  to  the  sleeper's  ear,  and  thunder- 
•der-nmUr — down  &11  the  snuffers !  Becky  has  liad  tlieiu  in 
n  hainl  for  ten  minutes,  afraid  to  use  them.  Up  Htarts  (.'undine, 
D>1  fliDgs  the  book  back  into  her  mamma's  basket.  It  is  that  laily 
^meil  with  her  (kughters  from  a  tea-party,  where  two  young 
enti  from  London  have  been  mighty  genteel  in(iee<i. 

For  the  sentimental  too,  as  well  as  for  the  terrible,  Miss 
y^liiK*  and  the  cook  had  a  stron;;  predilection,  and  had  wept 
^  poi>r  eyes  out  over  **  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw  "  ami  the  "  Soottiuh 
'*hie&."     Fortified  by  the  examples  drawn  from  those  instructive 
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volumes,  Becky  was  firmly  convinced  that  her  young  mistresB 
would  meet  with  a  great  lord  some  day  or  other,  or  be  carried  oS^ 
like  Cinderella,  by  a  brilliant  prince,  to  the  mortification  of  her 
elder  sisters,  whom  Becky  hated.  And  when,  therefore,  the  new 
lodger  came,  lonely,  mysterious,  melancholy,  elegant,  with  the 
romantic  name  of  George  Brandon — when  he  wrote  a  letter  directed 
to  a  lord,  and  Miss  Caroline  and  Becky  together  examined  the 
superscription,  such  a  look  passed  between  them  as  the  peDcil  of 
Leslie  or  Maclise  could  alone  describe  for  us.  Becky's  orbs  were 
lighted  up  with  a  preternatural  look  of  wondering  wisdom ;  where- 
as, after  an  instant,  Caroline  dropped  hers,  and  blushed,  and  said, 
"Nonsense,  Becky!" 

"Is  it  nonsense?"  said  Becky,  grinning  and  snapping  her 
fingers  with  a  triumphant  air:  "the  cards  comes  true;  I  knew 
they  would.  Didn't  you  have  king  and  queen  of  hearts  three 
deals  running?  What  did  you  dream  about  last  Tuesday,  tell 
me  that  ? " 

But  Miss  Caroline  never  did  tell,  for  her  sisters  came  bouncing 
down  the  stairs,  and  examined  the  lodger's  letter.  Caroline,  how- 
ever, went  away  musing  much  upon  these  points ;  and  she  be^ 
to  think  Mr.  Brandon  more  wonderful  and  beautiful  every  day. 

In  the  meantime,  while  Miss  Caroline  was  innocently  indulging 
in  her  inclination  for  the  brilliant  occupier  of  the  first  floor,  it 
came  to  pass  that  the  tenant  of  the  second  was  inflamed  by  a  most 
romantic  passion  for  her. 

For,  after  partaking  for  about  a  fortnight  of  the  &mily  dinner, 
and  passing  some  evenings  with  Mrs.  Gann  and  the  young  ladies, 
Mr.  Fitch,  though  by  no  means  quick  of  comprehension,  began 
to  perceive  that  the  nightly  charges  that  were  brought  against 
poor  Caroline  could  not  be  founded  upon  truth.  "Let's  aee," 
mused  he  to  himself.  "  Tuesday,  the  old  lady  said  her  daughter 
was  bringing  her  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the  grave,  because  the 
cook  had  not  boiled  the  potatoes.  Wednesday,  she  said  Caidine 
was  an  assassin,  because  she  could  not  find  her  own  thimble. 
Thursday,  she  vows  Caroline  has  no  religion,  because  that  old  pair 
of  silk  stockings  were  not  darned.  And  this  can't  be,"  reasoned 
Fitch  deeply.  "A  gal  hain't  a  murderess  because  her  ma  can't 
find  her  thimble.  A  woman  that  goes  to  slap  her  grown-up 
daughter  on  the  back,  and  before  company  too,  for  such  a  paltiy 
thing  as  a  hold  pair  of  stockings,  can't  be  surely  arspeaking  the 
truth."  And  thus  gradually  his  first  impression  against  CaToline 
wore  away.  As  this  disappeared,  pity  took  possession  of  his  aoid 
— and  we  know  what  pity  is  akin  to ;  ami,  at  the  same  tini€^  a 
corresponding  hatred  for  the  oppressors  of  a  creatiure  so  amiable. 


A   SHABBY   GENTEEL   STORT  ^9 

To  sum  up^  in  ox  short  weeks  after  the  appearance  of  the  two 
itiemen,  we  find  our  chief  dramatis  personam  as  follows : 

Casoun Ey  an  innocent  young  woman,  in  love  with  Brandon. 
Fitch,  a  celebrated  painter,  almost  in  love  with  Caboline. 
Brandon,  a  young  gentleman,  in  love  with  himself. 

At  first  he  was  pretty  constant  in  his  attendance  upon  the 
[iwes  Macarty  when  they  went  out  to  walk,  nor  were  they  dis- 
kaied  at  his  attentions;  but  he  found  that  there  were  a  great 
omber  of  Marj^te  beaux — ugly  vulgar  fellows  as  ever  were — who 
Iways  followed  in  the  young  ladies'  train,  and  made  themselves 
^finitely  more  a^creeable  than  he  was.  These  men  Mr.  Brandon 
rested  with  a  great  deal  of  scorn :  and,  in  return,  they  hated  him 
Qidially.  So  did  the  ladies  speedily  :  his  haughty  manners,  though 
loite  as  impertinent  and  free,  were  not  half  so  pleasant  to  them 
i  Jones's  jokes  or  Smith's  charming  romps ;  and  the  girls  gave 
Bumion  very  shortly  to  understand  that  they  were  much  happier 
ritbout  him.  "Ladies,  your  humble,"  he  heard  Bob  Smith  say, 
M  that  little  linendraper  came  skipping  to  the  door  from  which  they 
were  issuing.  "  The  sun's  hup  and  trade  is  down  ;  if  you're  for  a 
nlk,  Vm  your  man."  And  Miss  Linda  and  Miss  Bella  each  took 
II  ann  of  Mr.  Smith,  and  sailc<l  down  the  street.  "  I'm  glad  you 
lii't  got  that  proud  gent  with  the  glass  hi,"  said  Mr.  Smith ;  "  he's 
the  DMitt  hillbred  supemilious  l)east  I  ever  see." 

"*  S<>  he  iis"  says  Bella. 

**  HuKh  ! "  says  Linda. 

The  "  proud  gent  with  the  t^lass  hi "  was  at  tliis  moment  lolling 
oQt  of  the  fint-floor  window,  smoking  his  accustomed  cigar ;  and 
lui  ejre^glass  was  fixed  u{)on  the  ladies,  to  whom  he  made  a  very 
lav  bow.  It  may  be  imagined  how  fond  he  was  of  them  afterwards, 
ttd  what  looks  he  cast  at  Mr.  Bob  Smith  the  next  time  he  met 
Ul  Mr.  Bob's  heart  beat  for  a  day  afterwards ;  and  he  found  he 
U  business  in  town. 

But  the  love  of  society  is  stronger  than  even  pride ;  and  the 
pctt  Mr.  Brandon  was  sometimes  fain  to  descend  from  his  high 
ititioB  and  mmtort  with  the  \ailgar  family  with  whom  he  lodged. 
Bat,  as  w«*  have  said,  he  al^'ays  did  this  with  a  wonderfully  con- 
^^(icnitlinj;  air,  giving  his  aiwfxnates  to  understand  how  great  was 
^  htmour  he  di<i  them. 

One  day,  thf^n,  he  was  absolutely  so  kind  as  to  accept  of  an 
nritition  from  the  ground-floor,  which  was  delivered  in  the  passage 
W  Mr.  James  Clann,  who  said,  **  It  was  hard  to  see  a  gent  eating 
>>utt<m^ho(M  fn>m  week's  end  to  week's  end ;  and  if  Mr.  Brandon 
W  s  mind  t4>  meet  a  devilish  giKxl  fellow  as  ever  was,  my  friend 
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Swigby,  a  man  who  rides  his  horse,  and  has  his  five  hundred  a  year 
to  spend,  and  to  eat  a  prime  cut  out  of  as  good  a  leg  of  pork  (thougk 
he  said  it)  as  ever  a  knife  was  stuck  into,  they  should  dine  that  day 
at  three  o'clock  sharp,  and  Mrs.  G.  and  the  gals  would  be  glad  of 
the  honour  of  his  company." 

The  person  so  invited  was  rather  amused  at  the  terms  in  whidi 
Mr.  €kmn  conveyed  his  hospitable  message;  and  at  three  o'clock 
made  his  appearance  in  the  back-parlour,  whence  he  had  the  honoor 
of  conducting  Mrs.  GtBim  (dressed  in  a  sweet  yellow  numsseltM  dt 
laine,  with  a  large  red  turban,  z,  ferronnih'e^  and  a  smeUing-bottk 
attached  by  a  ring  to  a  very  damp  fisit  hand)  to  the  '*  office,"  when 
the  repast  was  set  out.  The  Misses  Macarty  were  in  costomei 
equally  tasty :  one  on  the  guest's  right  hand ;  one  near  the  boarder, 
Mr.  Fitch — who,  in  a  large  beard,  an  amethyst  velvet  waistcoal^ 
his  hair  firesh  wetted,  and  parted  accurately  down  the  middle  to  M 
in  curls  over  his  collar,  would  have  been  irresistible  if  the  collar  had 
been  a  little,  little  whiter  than  it  was. 

Mr.  Brandon,  too,  was  dressed  in  his  very  best  suit ;  for  thou^ 
he  afifected  to  despise  his  hosts  very  much,  he  wished  to  make  the 
most  &vourable  impression  upon  them,  and  took  care  to  tell  Mn. 
Gann  that  he  and  Lord  So-and-so  were  the  only  two  men  in  the 
world  who  were  in  possession  of  that  particular  waistcoat  whidi 
she  admired :  for  Mrs.  Gann  was  very  gracious,  and  had  admired 
the  waistcoat,  being  desirous  to  impress  with  awe  Mr.  Gkum's  frieod 
and  admirer,  Mr.  Swigby — who,  man  of  fortune  as  he  was,  was  a 
constant  frequenter  of  the  club  at  the  "  Bag  of  Nails." 

About  this  club  and  its  supporters  Mr.  Gann's  guest,  Mr.  Swigl^y 
and  Gknn  himself,  talked  very  gaily  before  dinner;  all  thejokH 
about  all  the  club  being  roared  over  by  the  pair. 

Mr.  Brandon,  who  felt  he  was  the  great  man  of  the  party,  in- 
dulged himself  in  his  great  propensities  without  restraint,  and  tdd 
Mrs.  Grann  stories  about  half  the  nobility.  Mrs.  Gann  convened 
knowingly  about  the  Opera ;  and  declared  that  she  thought  Ta^^ 
the  sweetest  singer  in  the  world. 

"  Mr. — a — Swigby,  have  you  ever  seen  Lablache  dance  f"  asked 
Mr.  Brandon  of  that  gentleman,  to  whom  he  had  been  formally 
introduced. 

"  At  Vauxhall  is  he  ? "  said  Mr.  Swigby,  who  was  just  fitJtt 
town. 

"  Yes,  on  the  tight-rope ;  a  charming  performer." 

On  which  Mr.  Gknn  told  how  he  had  been  to  Yanzhall  wbei 
the  princes  were  in  London ;  and  his  lady  talked  of  these  knowing* 
And  then  they  fell  to  conversing  about  fireworks  and  rack-pundii 
Mr.  Brandon  assuring  the  young  ladies  that  Yauxhall  was  the  veiy 
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ink  of  the  feshion,  and  longing  to  have  the  honour  of  dancing  a 
oadrille  with  them  there.  Indeed,  Brandon  was  so  very  sarcastiCy 
bat  not  a  single  soul  at  table  understood  him. 

The  table,  from  Mr.  Brandon's  plan  of  it,  which  was  afterwards 
ent  to  my  Lord  Cinqbars,  was  arranged  as  follows : — 


Miss  Caroline. 


Mr.  Pitch. 


Miss  L.  Macarty. 


s 


L 

Potatoes. 

3. 

A   roast  leg  of 
pork,     with    sage 
and  onions. 

Three     shreds 
of    celery    in     a 
glass. 

Boiled  haddock, 
removed  by  hashed 
mutton. 

2. 

Cabbage. 

4. 

Mr.  Swigby. 


Miss  B.  Macarty. 


Mr.  Brandon. 


r 


C4 

5 


a 

9 
P 


I  and  2  are  i)ots  of  porter ;  3,  a  quart  of  ale,  Mrs.  Grann's 
&7ourite  drink ;  4,  a  bottle  of  fine  old  golden  sherry,  the  real  pro- 
duce of  the  Uva  grape,  purchased  at  the  "  Bag  of  Nails  "  Hotel  for 
k  9d.  by  Mr.  J.  Grann. 

Mr,  Gann.  **  Taste  that  sherry,  sir.  Your  'ealth,  and  my 
lerrices  to  you,  sir.  That  wine,  sir,  is  given  me  as  a  particular 
kvoui  by  my — ahem  ! — my  wine-merchant,  who  only  will  part  with 
a  small  quantity  of  it,  and  imports  it  direct,  sir,  from — ahem ! — 
from " 

Mr.  Brandon.  "  From  Xeres,  of  course.  It  is,  I  really  think, 
the  finest  wine  I  ever  tasted  in  my  life — at  a  commoner's  table, 
that  is." 

Mrs.  Gann.  "  Oh,  in  course,  a  commoner's  table  ! — we  have  no 
titles,  sir  (Mr.  Gann,  I  will  trouble  you  for  some  more  crackling), 
though  my  poor  dear  girls  are  related,  by  their  blessed  father's  side, 
to  some  of  the  first  nobility  in  the  land,  I  assure  you." 

Mr.  Gann.  "Grammon,  Jooly  my  dear.  Them  Irish  nobility, 
rou  know,  what  are  they?  And,  besides,  it's  my  belief  that  the 
j^als  are  no  more  related  to  them  than  I  am." 

Mts8  Bella  (to  Mr.  Brandon,  confidentially).  "You  must  find 
hat  poor  Par  is  sadly  vulgar,  Mr.  Brandon." 

ifrs.  Gann.  "  Mr.  Brandon  has  never  been  accustomed  to  such 
inguage,  I  am  sure ;  and  I  entreat  you  will  excuse  Mr.  Gann's 
ideness,  sir." 
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Miss  Linda,  "  Indeed,  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Brandon,  that  we'Ti 
high  connections  as  well  as  low ;  as  high  as  some  people's  coDoec- 
tions,  per'aps,  though  we  are  not  always  talking  of  the  nobility." 
This  was  a  double  shot :  the  first  barrel  of  Miss  Linda's  sentence 
hit  her  step&ther,  the  second  part  was  levelled  directly  at  Mr. 
Brandon.     "  Don't  you  think  I'm  right,  Mr.  Fitch  ? " 

Mr.  Bramdon,  '*  You  are  quite  right.  Miss  Linda,  in  this  as  id 
every  other  instance ;  but  I  am  afraid  Mr.  Fitch  has  not  paid  proper 
attention  to  your  excellent  remark :  for,  if  I  don't  mistake  the 
meaning  of  that  beautiful  design  which  he  has  made  with  lus  fi)rk 
upon  the  tablecloth,  his  soul  is  at  this  moment  wrapped  up  in 
his  art." 

This  was  exactly  what  Mr.  Fitch  wished  that  all  the  wotld 
should  suppose.  He  flung  back  his  hair,  and  stared  wildly  fat  a 
moment,  and  said,  '*  Pardon  me,  madam :  it  is  true  my  thoogfati 
were  at  that  moment  &r  away  in  the  regions  of  my  hart"  He 
was  really  thinking  that  his  attitude  was  a  very  elegant  one,  and 
that  a  large  garnet  ring  which  he  wore  on  his  forefinger  most  be 
mistaken  by  all  the  company  for  a  ruby. 

"  Art  is  very  well,"  said  Mr.  Brandon ;  "  but  with  such  pretty 
natural  objects  before  you,  I  wonder  you  were  not  content  to  think 
of  them." 

*'  Do  you  mean  the  mashed  potatoes,  sir  ? "  said  Andrea  Fitch, 
wondering. 

"  I  mean  Miss  Rosalind  Macarty,"  answered  Brandon  gallantly, 
and  laughing  heartily  at  the  painter's  simplicity.  But  this  com- 
pliment could  not  soften  Miss  Linda,  who  had  an  uneasy  o(mTi^ 
tion  that  Mr.  Brandon  was  laughing  at  her,  and  disliked  him 
accordingly. 

At  this  juncture.  Miss  Caroline  entered  and  took  the  place 
marked  as  hers,  to  the  left  hand  of  Mr.  Gann,  vacant  An  old 
rickety  wooden  stool  was  placed  for  her,  instead  of  that  el^ant 
and  commodious  Windsor  chair  which  supported  every  other  penon 
at  table ;  and  by  the  side  of  the  plate  stood  a  curious  old  bettered 
tin  mug,  on  which  the  antiquarian  might  possibly  discover  the 
inscription  of  the  word  "Caroline."  This,  in  truth,  was  poor 
Caroline's  mug  and  stool,  having  been  appropriated  to  her  from 
childhood  upwards ;  and  here  it  was  her  custom  meekly  to  sit,  and 
eat  her  daily  meal. 

It  was  well  that  the  girl  was  placed  near  her  father,  else  I  do 
believe  she  would  have  been  starved ;  but  €kinn  was  mudi  too 
good-natured  to  allow  that  any  difference  should  be  made  between 
her  and  her  sisters.  There  are  some  meannesses  which  are  too 
mean  even  for  man — woman,  lovely  woman  alone,  can  yenture  to 
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iUL  Well,  cm  the  present  occasion,  and  when  the  dinner 
▼er,  poor  Caroline  stole  gently  into  the  room  and  took 
7  place.  Caroline's  pale  face  was  very  red  ;  for  the  &ct 
^d  that  she  had  been  in  the  kitchen  helping  Becky,  the 
laid  ;  and  haring  heard  how  the  great  Mr.  Brandon  was 
ii  them  upon  that  day,  the  simple  girl  had  been  showing 
:  for  him,  by  compiling,  in  her  best  manner,  a  certain 
le  cookin>r  of  which  lier  papa  had  often  praised  her.  She 
>lace,  bhishing  violently  when  she  saw  him,  and  if  Mr. 
not  lieen  making  a  violent  clattering  with  his  knife  and 
[MMwible  ttiat  he  might  have  heard  MiBs  Caroline's  heart 
lich  it  <lid  violently.  Her  dress  was  somehow  a  little 
lan  usual ;  and  IWky  the  maid,  who  brought  in  that 
hashc<l  mutton  wtiich  has  been  set  down  in  the  bill  of 
(1  at  her  young  lady  with  a  good  deal  of  complacency,  as, 
;h  plates,  she  quitted  the  room.  Indeed,  the  poor  girl 
)  be  looketi  at :  there  was  im  air  of  gentleness  and  inno- 
it  her  that  was  apt  to  pleiSe  some  persons,  much  more 
old  beauties  of  her  sisters.  The  two  young  men  did  not 
lark  this ;  one  of  them,  the  little  painter,  had  long  since 
L 

are  very  late,  miss,"  cried  Mrs.  Oann,  who  affecte<l  not 
•hat  ha<i  I'auso^l  her  daughter's  delay.  "You're  always 
1  the  elder  girls  stare<l  and  grinne<i  at  each  other  know- 
hey  always  did  when  mamma  made  such  attacks  upon 
rho  only  kept  her  eyes  down  upon  the  tablecloth,  and 
at  her  dinner  without  saying  a  wonl. 
e,  my  dear,"  crie«l  honest  Gann,  "  if  she  is  late  you  know 
girl  can't  be  here  and  there   too,  as  I  say  ;  can  they, 

wsible  I  "  said  Swigby. 

us"  continue*!  Mr.  (lann,   "our  Carry,  you  must  know, 

lownstairs,  makini;  the  pudding  for  her  old  pappy  :  and  a 

ling  she  makes,  I  mn  tell  you." 

Caroline  bluKhe<l  more  vehemently  than  ever ;  the  artist 

r   full  in   the   face  :   Mrs.   Gann   said,  "  Nonsense "  and 

ver>'    niigestically  ;    only    Mr.    Brandon    interposed    in 

favour. 
ouM  MMiner  that  niv  wife  should  know  how  to  make  a 

said  he,  "  than  how  to  play  the  best  piece  of  music  in 

',  Mr.  Brandon  I     I,  for  my  part,  wouhln't  demean  myself 

eh  kitoheii-work  I  "  cries  Miss  Linda. 

[e  puddens,  indeeil ;  it's  ojous  !  "  cries  BellxL 

o 
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"  For  you,  iny  loves,  of  course  ! "  interposed  thei 
Young  women  of  your  fiimily  and  circumstances  is  not  c 
perform  any  such  work.  It's  different  with  Miss  Caroli 
she  does  make  herself  useful  now  and  then,  don't  make  h 
80  useful  as  she  should,  considering  that  she's  not  a  shill 
living  on  our  charity,  like  some  other  folks." 

Thus  did  this  amiable  woman  neglect  no  opportunity  1 
opinions  about  her  husband  and  daughter.  The  former 
cared  not  a  straw ;  and  the  latter,  in  this  instance,  wai 
happy.  Had  not  kind  Mr.  Brandon  approved  of  her  ^ 
could  she  ask  for  more  1 

'*  Mamma  may  say  what  she  pleases  to-<lay/'  thought 
'*  I  am  too  happy  to  be  made  angry  by  her." 

Poor  little  mistaken  Caroline,  to  think  you  were  st 
three  women !  The  dinner  had  not  advanced  much  fhn 
Miss  Isabella,  who  had  been  examining  her  younger  sistei 
for  some  short  time,  tel^raphed  Miss  Linda  across  the 
nodded,  and  winked,  and  i)o{nted  to  her  own  neck ;  a  ^ 
one,  as  I  have  before  had  the  honour  to  remark,  and  quit 
any  covering,  except  a  smart  necklace  of  twenty-four  n 
lightest  blue  glass  beads,  finishing  in  a  neat  tasseL  LL 
similar  ornament  of  a  vermilion  colour ;  whereas  Carolii 
occasion,  wore  a  handsome  new  collar  up  to  the  throat,  an< 
which  looked  all  the  smarter  for  the  shabby  frock  over  v 
were  placed.  As  soon  as  she  saw  her  sister's  signals,  the 
thing,  who  had  only  just  done  fluttering  and  blushing,  i 
same  work  over  again.  Down  went  her  eyes  once  mor 
face  and  neck  lighted  up  to  the  colour  of  Miss  Lin 
cornelian. 

"What's  the  gals  giggling  and  ogling  about?"  said 
innocently. 

"  What  is  it,  my  darling  loves  ] "  said  stately  Mrs.  G 

"Why,  don't  you  see,  mal"  said  Linda.  "Lool 
Carry  !  I'm  blessed  if  she  has  not  got  on  Beckt/s  collar  < 
that  Sims  the  pilot  gave  her  ! " 

The  young  ladies  fell  back  in  uproarious  fits  of  lau 
laughed  all  the  time  that  their  mamma  was  thuudering  ou 
in  which  she  declared  that  her  daughter's  conduct  was  i 
gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  leave  the  room  and  take  ofi 
graceful  ornaments. 

There  was  no  need  to  tell  her ;  the  poor  little  thin^ 
piteous  look  at  her  father,  who  was  whistling,  and  seei 
to  think  the  matter  a  good  joke ;  and  after  she  had  o 
open  the  door  and  totter  into  the  passage,  you  might 
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Vfter  weeping  there,  weeping  tears  more  bitter  than  any  of  the  many 
the  had  shed  in  the  course  of  her  life.  Down  she  went  to  the 
kiteheOy  and  when  she  reached  that  humble  place  of  refuge,  first 
polled  at  her  neck  and  made  as  if  she  would  ta^e  off  Becky's  collar 
ind  broochy  and  then  flung  herself  into  the  arms  of  that  honest 
MttUion,  where  she  cried  and  cried  till  she  brought  on  the  first  fit 
of  hyBterics  that  ever  she  had  had. 

This  crying  could  not  at  first  be  heard  in  the  parlour,  where  the 
jouQg  ladies,  Mrs.  Gann,  Mr.  Gann,  and  his  friend  from  the  '*  Bag 
of  Nails  *'  were  roaring  at  the  excellence  of  the  joke.  Mr.  Brandon, 
sipping  sherry,  sat  by,  looking  very  sarcastically  and  slily  from  one 
ptrty  to  the  other ;  Mr.  Fitch  was  staring  about  him  too,  but  with 
a  Tery  different  expression,  anger  and  wonder  inflaming  his  bearded 
ootmtenance.  At  last,  as  the  laughing  die<1  away  and  a  faint  voice 
of  weeping  came  from  the  kitchen  below,  Andrew  could  bear  it  no 
kager,  but  bounced  up  from  his  chair  and  rushed  out  of  the  room 
Claiming — 

"  By  Jove,  it's  too  bad  ! " 
*'  What  does  the  man  mean  1 "  said  Mrs.  Gann. 
He  meant  that  he  was  from  that  moment  over  head  and  ears 
in  bve  with  Caroline,  and  that  he  longed  to  beat,  buffet,  pummel, 
thump,  tear  to  pieces,  those  callous  ruffians  who  so  pitilessly  laughed 
It  her. 

"What's  that  chap  wi'  the  beard  in  such  tantrums  about?" 
lud  the  gentleman  from  the  *'  Bag  of  Nails." 

Mr.  Gann  answered  this  query  by  some  joke,  intimating  that 
^ptyaps  Mr.  Fitch's  dinner  did  not  agree  with  him,"  at  which 
thoe  worthies  roared  again. 

The  young  ladies  said,  "  Well,  now,  upon  my  word  ! " 
'*  Mighty  genteel  behaviour  truly  !  "  cried  mamma ;  '*  but  what 
f*D  you  ex|)ect  from  the  poor  thing  1 " 

Brandon  only  sipped  more  sherry,  but  he  looked  at  Fitch  as  the 
htter  flung  out  of  the  room,  and  his  countenance  was  lighted  up 
^  »  more  unequivocal  smile. 

•  •  •  .  a  •  . 

These  two  little  adventures  were  followed  by  a  silence  of  some 
^  minutes,  during  which  the  meats  remained  on  the  table,  and  no 
nma  were  shown  of  that  pudding  upon  which  poor  Caroline  ha<i 
exhausted  her  skill.  The  absence  of  this  delicious  part  of  the  re- 
put  was  first  remarked  by  Mr.  Gann ;  and  his  lady,  after  jangling 
>t  the  bell  for  some  time  in  vain,  at  last  begged  one  of  her  daughters 
to  go  and  hasten  matters. 

"  Betky  ! "  shrieked  Miss  Linda  from  the  hall,  but  Becky 
itplicti  not     *'  Becky,  are  we  to  be  kept  waiting  all  day  1 "  con- 
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tinued  the  lady  in  the  same  shrill  voice.  "Mamma  wants  1 
pudding ! " 

"  Tell  her  to  fetch  it  herself  ! "  roared  Becky,  at  whj 
remark  Crann  and  his  &cetious  friend  once  more  went  off  into  fits 
laughter. 

"  This  is  too  bad  ! "  said  Mrs.  G.,  starting  up ;  "  she  shaU  lei 
the  house  this  instant ! ''  and  so  no  doubt  Becky  would,  but  tl 
the  lady  owed  her  five  quarters'  wages ;  which  she,  at  that  peric 
did  not  feel  inclined  to  pay. 

Well,  the  dinner  at  last  was  at  an  end ;  the  ladies  went  aw: 
to  tea,  leaying  the  gentlemen  to  their  wine ;  Brandon,  very  co 
descendingly,  partaking  of  a  bottle  of  port,  and  listening  wi; 
admiration  to  the  toasts  and  sentiments  with  which  it  is  still  tl 
custom  among  persons  of  Mr.  Gann's  rank  of  life  to  pre&ce  ex 
glass  of  wine.     As  thus : — 

Glass  1.  "(Jents,"  says  Mr.  Crann,  rising,  "this  glass  I  nee 
say  nothink  about.  Here's  the  King,  and  long  life  to  him  and  tl 
femily ! " 

Mr.  Swigby,  with  his  glass,  goes  knock,  knock,  knock  on  tl 
table ;  and  saying  gravely,  "  The  King ! "  drinks  off  his  glass  an 
smacks  his  lips  afterwanls. 

Mr.  Brandon,  who  had  drunk  half  his,  stops  in  the  midst  an 
says,  "  Oh,  *  The  King ! ' " 

Mr,  Swigby.  "  A  good  glass  of  wine  that,  Gann  my  boy ! " 

Mr,  Biyimlon.  "  Capital,  really ;  though,  upon  my  feith,  Fi 
no  judge  of  port." 

Mr.  Gann  (smacks).  "  A  fine  fniity  wine  as  ever  I  tasted, 
suppose  you,  Mr.  B.,  are  accustomed  only  to  claret.  I've  'ad  i 
too,  in  my  time,  sir,  as  Swigby  there  very  well  knows.  I  travelle 
sir,  sure  U  Continong,  I  assure  you,  and  drank  my  glass  of  dai 
with  the  best  man  in  France,  or  England  either.  I  wasn't  alwa 
what  I  am,  sir." 

Mr.  Brandon.  "You  don't  look  as  if  you  were." 

Mr.  Gann.  "No,  sir.     Before  that  gas  came  in,  I  ^ 

heaii,  sir,  of  one  the  fust  'ouses  in  the  hoil-trade,  (xann,  Blubbery  a 
Grann,  sir — Thames  Street,  City.  I'd  my  l)ox  at  Putney,  as  gooc 
gig  and  horse  as  my  friend  there  drives." 

Mr.  Swiffhif.  "  Ay,  and  a  better  too,  Gann,  I  make  no  doubt 

Mr,  Gann.  "Well,  saij  a  better.  I  had  a  better,  if  moi 
could  fetch  it,  sir ;  and  I  didn't  spare  that,  I  warrant  you.  1 
no,  James  Gann  didn't  grudge  his  purse,  sir;  and  had  his  friet 
around  him,  as  he's  'appy  to  'ave  now,  sir.  Mr.  Brandon,  yc 
'ealth,  sir,  and  may  we  hoften  meet  under  this  ma'ogany.  Swig 
Day  hoy»  ^Jfod  Wess  you  ! " 
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Mr.  Brandon,  "  Your  very  good  health." 

Mr,  Swigby,  ''Thank  you,  Gann.  Here's  to  you,  and  long 
fife  aod  prosperity  and  happiness  to  you  and  yours.  Bless  you, 
Jim  my  boy ;  Heaven  bless  you !  I  say  this,  Mr.  Bandon — 
Bniidoo — ^what's  your  name — there  ain't  a  better  fellow  in  all 
ihi^ite  than  James  Gkuiu, — no,  nor  in  all  England.  Here's  Mrs. 
Gtan,  gents,  and  the  fiimily.     Mrs.  Gann  ! "  (drinks). 

Mr,  Brandon,  "  Mrs.  Gann.     Hip,  hip,  hurrah  ! "  (drinks), 

Mr,  (rann,  **MrR.  Gann,  and  thank  you,  gents.  A  fine 
voman,  Mr.  B.  ;  ain't  she  now  1  Ah,  if  you'd  seen  'er  when  I 
married  her  !  Ga<l,  she  teas  fine  then — an  out  and  outer,  sir ! 
Swk  a  figure  ! " 

Mr,  Siriffby,  "You'd  choose  none  but  a  gooii  'un,  I  war'nt. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  ^ 

Mr,  Gann,  "Did  I  ever  tell  you  of  my  duel  along  with  the 

rpgimental  doctor?     No  I     Then  I  will.     I  was  a  young  chap,  you 

w,  in  those  days ;  and  when   I  saw  her  at  Brusst^ls — (Brvsfll, 

tb«y  call  it) — I  was  right  slick  up  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with 

ber  It  once.     But  what  was  to  l)e  done  ?     There  was  another  gent 

in  the  rase — a  regimental  doctor,  sir — a  reg'lar  dragon.     *  Faint 

!»««,'  says  I,  *  never  won  a  fair  lady,'  and  so  I  made  so  bold. 

She  tnok  roe,  sent  the  doctor  to  the  right  about.     I  met  him  one 

BKHninj;  in  the  |)ark  at  Brussels,  and  stood  to  him,  sir,  like  a  man. 

^*ben  the  affiiir  was  over,  my  second,  a  leftenant  of  dragiwns,  told 

»»^  *Gann,'  says  he,  'I've  seen  many  a  man  under  fire — I'm  a 

^tterloo  man,'  says  he,  -  *  and  have  rode  by  Wellington  many  a 

'^g  day  ;   but  I  never,  for  coolness,  see  such  a  man   as   you.' 

^ts,  here's  the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  the  British  army  ! "  (the 

^en(a  drink). 

Mr.  Brandon.  "Did  you  kill  the  doc-tor,  sir?" 

Mr.  Gann.  "  Why,  no,  sir ;  I  shot  in  the  hair." 

Mr.  Brandf/n,  "  Shot  him  in  the  hair !  Egad,  that  was  a 
^Tere  shot,  and  a  very  lucky  escape  the  doctor  ha<l  of  it  ?  Where- 
^aout  in  the  hair  7  a  whisker,  sir ;  or,  perhaiis,  a  pigtail  7 " 

Mr.  Strigfty.  "  Haw,  haw,  haw  I  shot'n  in  the  hair — capital, 

^pitd : " 

Mr.  Gann  (ir/to  has  grmrn  tyrry  red).  "No,  sir,  there  may  be 
*"^iDf  mistake  in  my  pronunciation,  which  I  didn't  cxiMH*t  to  have 
^*«gh«i  at,  at  my  liown  table." 

Mr,  Brandon.  "  My  dear  sir  I     I  protest  and  vow " 

Mr.  Gann.  "  Never  mind  it,  sir.     I  gave  you  my  l)e«t,  and 
*^VI  my  lui^t  to  make  you  welcome.     If  you  like  better  to  make 
^n  nf  mo,  do,  nir.     That  may  l)C  the  (/rnterl  way,  but  han^r  me  if 
« » hour  way  ;  is  it.  Jack  ?     Ovr  way  ;  I  l)eg  your  iiardon,  sir." 
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Mr.  Swigby,  "Jim,  Jim!  for  Heaven's  sake! — {leaoe  and 
harmony  of  the  evening — conviviality — social  enjoyment — didn't 
mean  it — did  you  mean  anything,  Mr.  What-d'-ye-call-'im  1 " 

Mr.  Brandon.  "  Nothing,  upon  my  honour  as  a  gentleman  ! " 
Mr.  Gann.  "  Well,  then,  there's  my  hand ! "  and  good-natured 
Gann   tried  to  forget  the  insult,  and  to  talk  as  if  nothing  had 
occurred  :  but  he  had  been  wounded  in  the  most  sensitive  point  in 
which  a  man  can  be  touched  by  his  superior,  and  never  forgot 
Brandon's  joke.     That  night  at  the  club,  when  dreadfully  tipsy, 
he  made  several  speeches  on  the  subject,  and  burst  into  tears  many 
times.     The  pleasure  of  the  evening  was  quite  spoiled ;  and^  as  the 
conversation  became  vapid  and  dull,  we  shall  refrain  from  reportinig 
it.     Mr.  Brandon  speedily  took  leave,  but  had  not  the  courage  to 
face  the  ladies  at  tea ;  to  whom,  it  appears,  the  reconciled  Becky 
had  brought  that  refreshing  beverage. 


CHAPTER  IV 

WHICH  MR.  FITCH  PROCLAIMS  HIS  LOVE,  AND  MR. 
BRASDON  PREPARES  FOR  fFAR 

)M  the  splendid  hall  in  which  Mrs.  €knn  was  dispensing 
er  hospitality,  the  celebrated  painter,  Andrea  Fitch,  rushed 
>rth  in  a  state  of  mind  even  more  delirious  than  that  which 
dly  enjoyed.  He  looked  abroad  into  the  street :  all  there 
9k  and  lonely ;  the  rain  falling  heavily,  the  wind  playing 
Q  pipes  and  whistling  down  the  chimney-pots.  **  I  love  the 
said  Fitoh  solemnly ;  and  he  put  his  great  Spanish  cloak 
lim  in  the  most  approved  manner  (it  was  of  so  prodigious  a 
it  the  tail  of  it,  as  it  whirled  over  his  shoulder,  whisked 
lodging-card  from  the  door  of  the  house  opposite  Mr.  Gann's). 
the  storm  and  solitude,^'  said  he,  lighting  a  large  pipe  filled 
the  fragrant  Oronoko ;  and  thus  armed,  he  passed  rapidly 
ic  street,  his  hat  cocked  over  his  ringlets. 
irea  did  not  like  smoking,  but  he  used  a  pipe  as  a  part  of 
ieiwion  as  an  artist,  and  as  one  of  the  picturesque  parts  of 
ume ;  in  like  manner,  though  he  did  not  fence,  he  always 
d  about  with  a  pair  of  foils ;  and  quite  unconscious  of  music, 
eless  hail  a  guitar  constantly  near  at  hand.  Without  such 
ies  a  painter's  spectacle  is  not  complete ;  and  now  he 
ned  to  add  to  them  another  indispensable  requisite — a 
i,  "  What  great  artist  was  ever  without  one  ] "  thought  he. 
Qg  had  he  sighed  for  some  one  whom  he  might  love,  some  one 
n  he  mii^ht  address  the  poems  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
Hundreds  of  such  frairments  had  he  composed,  addressed 
I,  Ximena,  Ada — imaginary  beauties,  whom  he  courted  in 
verse.  With  what  joy  would  he  replace  all  those  by  a  real 
•  of  flesh  and  blood  !  Away  he  went,  then,  on  this  evening 
yranny  of  Mrs.  Gann  towanis  i)oor  Caroline  having  awakened 
sympathies  in  the  gentle  girl's  favour — determined  now  and 
r  to  make  her  the  mistress  of  his  heart.  Monna-Lisa,  the 
na«  Leonardo,  Raphael — he  thought  of  all  these,  and  vowed 
s  Caroline  shouM  be  made  famous  and  live  for  ever  on  his 
Wliile  Mrs.  Gann  was  preparing  for  her  friends,  and  enter- 
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tainining  them  at  tea  and  whist;  while  Caroline,  all  unoonadoiK- 
of  the  love  she  inspired,  was  weeping  upstairs  in  her  little  ganet  ^ 
while  Mr.  Brandon  was  enjoying  the  refined  conversation  of  Gani^ 
and  Swigby,  over  their  glass  and  pipe  in  the  office,  Andrea  walkec^ 
abroad  by  the  side  of  the  ocean ;  and,  before  he  was  wet  ihroiigl^ 
walked  himself  into  the  most  fervid  affection  for  poor  persecutes) 
Caroline.     The  reader  might  have  observed  him  (liad  not  the  nigl^t 
been  very  dark,  and  a  great  deal  too  wet  to  allow  a  sensible  reader 
to  go  abroad  on  such  an  errand)  at  the  sea-shore  standing  on  a  rock, 
and  drawing  from  his  bosom  a  locket  which  contained  a  curl  of  hair 
tied  up  in  riband.     He  looked  at  it  for  a  moment,  and  then  flung 
it  away  from  him  into  the  black  boiling  waters  below  him. 

"No  other  'air  but  thine,  Caroline,  shall  ever  reat  near  thii 
'art ! "  he  said,  and  kissed  the  locket  and  restored  it  to  its  {daccL 
Light-minded  youth,  whose  hair  was  it  that  he  thus  flung  away! 
How  many  times  harl  Andrea  shown  that  very  ringlet  in  strictest 
confidence  to  several  brethren  of  the  brush,  and  declared  that  it  wis 
the  hair  of  a  dear  girl  in  Spain  whom  he  loved  to  madness  t  Alts ! 
'twas  but  a  fiction  of  his  fevered  brain ;  every  one  of  his  fiieods 
had  a  locket  of  hair,  and  Andrea,  who  had  no  love  until  now,  had 
clipped  this  precious  token  from  the  wig  of  a  lovely  lay-figure,  with 
cast-iron  joints  and  a  cardboard  head,  that  had  stood  for  some  time 
in  his  atelier.  I  don't  know  that  he  felt  any  shame  about  the  pro- 
ceeding, for  he  was  of  such  a  warm  imagination  that  he  had  grown 
to  believe  that  the  hair  did  actually  come  from  a  girl  in  Spain,  and 
only  parted  with  it  on  yielding  to  a  superior  attachment. 

This  attachment  being  fixed  on,  the  young  painter  came  home 
wet  through  ;  })asscd  the  night  in  reading  Byron  ;  making  sketches, 
and  burning  them ;  writing  poems  to  Caroline,  and  expunging  them 
with  pitiless  in<lia-rubber.  A  romantic  man  makes  a  point  of  sitting 
up  all  night,  and  pacing  his  chamber ;  and  you  may  see  many  a 
composition  of  Andrea's  dated  "  Midnight,  10th  of  March,  A.  F.," 
with  his  peculiar  flourish  over  the  initials.  He  was  not  sorry  to 
be  told  in  the  morning,  by  the  ladies  at  breakfast,  that  he  looked 
dreadfully  pale  ;  and  answered,  laying  his  hand  on  his  forehead  and 
shaking  his  head  gloomily,  that  he  could  get  no  sleep :  and  then^ 
he  would  heave  a  huge  sigh  ;  and  Miss  Bella  and  Miss  Linda  woukft^ 
look  at  each  other,  and  grin  acconling  to  their  wont.  He 
glad,  I  say,  to  have  his  woe  remarked,  and  continued  his  sleepless- 
ness for  two  or  three  nights ;  but  he  was  certainly  still  more 
when  he  heard  Mr.  Brandon,  on  the  fourth  morning,  cry  out,  in 
shrill  angry  voice,  to  Becky  the  maid,  to  give  the  gentleman  u] 
stairs  his  compliments — Mr.  Brandon's  compliments — and  tell 
that  he  could  not  get  a  wink  of  sleep  for  the  horrid  trampling  lm< 


A  SHABBY  GENTEEL  STORY       41 

iept  up.     *'  I  am  hange<l  if  I  stay  in  the  house  a  night  longer," 

added  the  firet-floor  8haq)]y,  *'if  that  Mr.  Fitch  kicks  up  such  a 

ooBiNmded  noise !  *^     Mr.  Fitch's  point  was  gained,  and  henceforth 

he  was  as  quiet  as  a  mouse ;  for  his  wish  was  not  only  to  be  in 

lo?e,  bat  to  let  everybody  know  that  he  was  in  love,  or  where  is 

the  iiae  ai  a  beiU  passion  ? 

So,  whenever  he  saw  Caroline,  at  meals,  or  in  the  passage,  he 

used  to  stare  at  her  with  the  utmost  power  of  his  big  eyes,  and  fall 

to  groaning  most  pathetically.     He  used  to  leave  his  meals  un- 

tasted,  groan,  heave  sighs,  and  stare  incessantly.     Mrs.  Gann  and 

her  eldest  daughters  were  astonished  at  these  manoeuvres  ;  for  they 

never  suspected  that  any  man  could  possibly  be  such  a  fool  as  to 

&U  in  love  with  Caroline.    At  length  the  suspicion  came  upon  them, 

created  immense  laughter  and  delight ;  and  the  ladies  did  not  fail 

to  rally  Caroline  in  their  usual  ele«?ant  way.     Gann,  too,  loved  a 

joke  (much  polite  waggery  had  this  worthy  man  practisecl  in  select 

inn-parlours  for  twenty  years  past),  and  would  call  poor  Caroline 

"Mrs.  F.  :"  and  say  that  instead  of  Fetch  and  Carry,  as  he  used 

to  name  her,  he  should  style  her  Fitch  iiml  Carry  for  the  future ; 

Ukd  laugh  at  this  great  pun,  and  make  many  others  of  a  similar 

lort,  that  set  Caroline  blushing. 

Indeed,  the  girl  suffere<l  a  great  deal  more  from  this  raillery 
thin  at  first  may  be  imagintHi ;  for  after  the  first  awe  in8pire<l  by 
Pitch's  whiskers  had  {Kissed  away,  and  he  had  drawn  the  young 
lidio'  pictures,  and  made  designs  in  their  albums,  and  in  the  midst 
of  their  jokes  and  conversation  had  remainetl  perfectly  silent,  the 
OtoD  &mily  had  determine<l  that  the  man  was  an  idiot :  and, 
indeed,  were  not  very  wide  of  the  mark.  In  everything  except  his 
ovn  peculiar  art  honest  Fitch  teas  an  idiot ;  and  as  ui)on  the  subject 
of  fainting,  the  Ganns,  like  most  fieople  of  their  class  in  England, 
•we  profoundly  ignorant,  it  came  to  i>ass  that  he  would  breakfast 
Uid  dine  for  many  days  in  their  company,  and  not  utter  one  single 
iTDible.  So  they  lookeil  upon  him  with  extreme  pity  and  con- 
tnnpt,  as  a  hannless,  good-natured,  crack-braine<l  creature,  quite 
Wow  them  in  the  scale  of  intellect,  and  only  to  be  endured  because 
^  paid  a  certain  number  of  shillings  weekly  to  the  Gann  exchequer. 
^rt.  Gann  in  all  comimnies  was  accu8tome<l  to  talk  about  her  idiot, 
^'eiijhbrmrs  and  children  used  to  peer  at  him  as  he  stnitte*!  down 
^  itreet ;  an«l  though  every  young  lady,  inclu<ling  my  dear  Caro- 
^»  is  flattered  by  having  a  lover,  at  least  they  don't  like  such  a 
^"^  18  this.  The  Misses  Macarty  (after  having  set  their  ni\yi  at 
^  very  fierrt»ly,  and  (piarrelled  concerning  him  <m  his  first  looming 
to  lud(^  at  their  house)  vowctl  and  protestetl  now  that  he  was  no 
^(tter  than  a  chimpanzee  ;  and  (^aroline  and  Becky  agreed  that  this 
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insult  was  as  great  as  any  that  could  be  paid  to  tlie 
'*  He's  a  good  creature,  too,"  said  Becky,  "  crack-brained  t 
Do  you  know,  miss,  he  gave  me  half-a-sovereign  to  ba] 
collar,  after  that  business  t'other  day  1 " 

"  And  did — Mr. , —  did  the  first-floor  say  anything  1 

Caroline. 

"Didn't  he!  he's  a  funny  gentleman,  that  Brandc 
enough;  and  when  I  took  him  up  breakfast  next  morning 
about  Sims  the  pilot,  and  what  I  gi'ed  Sims  for  the  oo 
brooch, — he,  he  ! " 

And  this  was  indeed  a  correct  report  of  Mr.  Brandon's  o 
tion  with  Becky;  he  had  been  infinitely  amused  with  th 
transaction,  and  wrote  his  friend  the  Viscount  a  capital  i 
account  of  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  native  inhabi 
the  Isle  of  Thanet. 

And  now,  when  Mr.  Fitch's  passion  was  fully  develo; 
&r,  that  is,  as  sighs  and  ogles  could  give  it  utterance — a 
instance  of  that  spirit  of  contradiction  for  which  our  race  is 
able  was  seen  in  the  behaviour  of  Mr.  Brandon.  Although  C 
in  the  depths  of  her  little  silly  heart,  had  set  him  down 
divinity,  her  wondrous  fiiiry  prince,  who  was  to  deliver  h 
her  present  miserable  durance,  she  had  never  by  word  < 
acquainted  Brandon  with  her  inclination  for  him,  but  ha 
instinctive  modesty,  avoided  him  more  sedulously  than  befor 
too,  had  never  bestowed  a  thought  upon  her.  How  should 
Jove  as  Mr.  Brandon,  from  the  cloudy  summit  of  his  fiisl 
Olympus,  look  down  and  perceive  such  an  humble  retiring  1 
poor  little  Caroline  Gann  ?  Thinking  her  at  first  not  disag 
he  had  never,  until  the  day  of  the  dinner,  bestowed  oni 
further  thought  upon  her ;  and  only  when  exasperated  by  t 
Macartys'  behaviour  towards  him,  did  he  begin  to  think  ho^ 
it  would  be  to  make  them  jealous  and  unhappy. 

"  The  uncouth  grinning  monsters,"  said  he,  "  with  their  '. 
court  of  Bob  Smiths  and  Jack  Joneses,  daring  to  look  dov 
me,  a  gentleman, — me,  the  celebrated  mangeur  des  cceurs— 
of  genius,  fashion,  and  noble  family  !  If  I  could  but  revenge 
on  them  !     What  injury  can  I  invent  to  wound  them  ? " 

It  is  curious  to  what  points  a  man  in  his  passion  will  gc 
Brandon  had  long  since,  in  fact,  tried  to  do  the  greatest  ] 
injury  to  the  young  ladies  ;  for  it  had  been,  at  the  first  dawi 
acquaintance,  as  we  are  bound  with  much  sorrow  to  conf 
fixed  intention  to  ruin  one  or  the  other  of  them.  And  w 
young  ladies  had,  by  their  coldness  and  indifference  to  hu 
trated  this  benevolent  intention,  he  straightway  fiincied  th 
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lyuied  him  seyerely,  and  cast  about  for  means  to  revenge 
If  upon  them. 

hii  point  is,  to  be  sore,  a  very  delicate  one  to  treat — for  in 
I,  at  leaat,  the  age  haa  grown  to  be  wonderfully  moral,  and 
s  to  bear  discoarseB  upon  such  subjects.  But  human  nature, 
'  as  I  am  able  to  learn,  has  not  much  changed  since  the  time 
Richardson  wrote  and  Hogarth  painted  a  century  ago.  There 
icked  Lovelaces  abroad,  ladies,  now  as  then,  when  it  was 
lered  no  shame  to  expose  the  rogues ;  and  pardon  us,  therefore, 
inting  that  such  there  be.  Elegant  acts  of  rouerte,  such  as 
neditated  by  Mr.  Brandon,  are  often  performed  still  by  dash- 
>ung  men  of  the  world,  who  think  no  sin  of  an  amourette^  but 
in  it,  especially  if  the  victim  be  a  person  of  mean  condition. 
Brandon  succeeded  (such  is  the  high  moral  state  of  our  British 
),  all  his  friends  would  have  pronounced  him,  and  he  would 
oonsi<iere4l  himself,  to  be  a  very  lucky  captivating  dog ;  nor, 
relieve,  would  he  have  had  a  single  })ang  of  conscience  for  the 
ly  action  which  he  had  committed.  This  supreme  act  of 
drelism  has  man  permitted  to  himself — to  deceive  women. 
I  we  consider  how  he  hus  availed  himself  of  the  privilege  so 
id  by  him,  indeed  one  may  sympathiBe  with  the  advocates  of 
oi's  rights  who  point  out  this  monstrous  wrong.  We  have 
of  that  wretche<l  woman  of  old  whom  the  pious  Pharisees  were 
toning  incontinently ;  but  we  don't  hear  that  they  made  any 
J  against  the  man  who  was  concerned  in  the  crime.  Where 
le  T  Happy,  no  doubt,  and  easy  in  mind,  and  regaling  some 
i  friends  over  a  bottle  with  the  history  of  his  success, 
ieing  thus  ii^jured  then,  Mr.  Bramlon  longed  for  reven^^. 
thould  he  repay  these  impertinent  young  women  for  slighting 
idresses  ?  *'  PartH"  said  he ;  '*  just  to  punish  their  pride  ami 
!Dce,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  make  love  to  their  sister." 
(e  did  not,  however,  for  some  time  condescend  to  })erform  this 
t  Eagles  such  as  Brandon  do  not  sail  down  from  the  clouds 
der  to  pounce  upon  small  flies,  and  soar  airwards  again,  con- 
(1  with  such  an  ignoble  booty.  In  a  wonl,  he  never  gave  a 
te*8  thought  to  Miss  Caroline,  until  further  circumstances 
red  wliich  cause<i  this  great  man  to  consider  her  as  an  object 
rhtt  worthy  of  his  remark. 

he  violent  affe<'tion  suddenly  exhibited  by  Mr.  Fitch,  the 
n,  towards  |ioor  little  Caroline  was  the  point  which  detcr- 
1  Brandon  to  lx>gin  to  act. 

Mr  DEAR  Vis<*oirNT''  (wrote  he  to  the  same  Lord  Cinqbars 
I  be  formerly  ad«lrcsHc<l) — "  Give  me  joy ;  for  in  a  week's  time 
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it  is  my  intention  to  be  violently  in  love, — and  love  is  no  sou 
amusement  in  a  watering-place  in  winter. 

'*  I  told  you  about  tbe  fair  Juliana  Gann  and  her  fiunfly. 
forgot  whether  I  mentioned  how  the  Juliana  had  two  £Eur  daughta 
the  Rosalind  and  the  Isabella  ;  and  another,  Caroline  by  name,  d 
BO  good-looking  as  her  half-sisters,  but,  nevertheless,  a  pletsu 
yoimg  person. 

*'  Well,  when  I  came  hither,  I  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  fi 
in  love  with  the  two  handsomest ;  and  did  so,  taking  many  will 
with  them,  talking  much  nonsense ;  passing  long  dismal  evenin; 
over  horrid  tea  with  them  and  their  mamma :  laying  r^ular  aeg 
in  fact,  to  these  Margate  beauties,  who,  according  to  the  oommc 
rule  in  such  cases,  could  not,  I  thought,  last  long. 

'*  Miserable  deception  !  disgusting  aristocratic  blindneBS ! "  (M 
Brandon  always  assumed  that  his  own  high  birth  and  emina 
position  were  granted.)  "  Would  you  believe  it,  that  I,  who  hai 
seen,  fought,  and  conquered  in  so  many  places,  should  have  bee 
ignominiously  defeated  here?  Just  as  American  Jackson  defeatc 
our  Peninsular  veterans,  I,  an  old  Continental  conqueror  too,  hai 
been  overcome  by  this  ignoble  enemy.  These  women  have  ei 
trenched  themselves  so  firmly  in  their  vulgarity,  that  I  have  h« 
beaten  back  several  times  with  disgrace,  being  quite  unable  to  mal 
an  impression.  The  monsters,  too,  keep  up  a  dreadful  fire  fro 
behind  their  entrenchments;  and  besides  have  raised  the  whc 
country  against  me  :  in  a  word,  all  the  snobs  of  their  acquaintao 
are  in  arms.  There  is  Bob  Smith,  the  linendraper ;  Harry  Jod< 
who  keeps  the  fancy  tea-shop ;  young  Glauber,  the  apotheear 
and  sundry  other  persons,  who  are  ready  to  eat  me  when  th 
see  me  in  the  streets ;  and  are  all  at  the  beck  of  the  victono 
Amazons. 

''How  is  a  gentleman  to  make  head  against  such  a  canai 
as  this  1 — a  regular  jacquerie.  Once  or  twice  I  have  thought 
retreating ;  but  a  retreat,  for  sundry  reasons  I  have,  is  inconveniei 
I  can't  go  to  London ;  I  am  known  at  Dover ;  I  believe  there 
a  bill  against  me  at  Canterbur>' ;  at  Chatham  there  are  sund 
quartered  regiments  whose  recognition  I  should  be  unwilling  to  ris 
I  must  stay  here — and  be  hanged  to  the  place — until  my  beti 
star  shall  rise. 

"  But  I  am  determined  that  my  stay  shall  be  to  some  purpoE 
and  so  to  show  how  persevering  I  am,  I  shall  make  one  more  ti 
upon  the  thinl  daughter, — yes,  upon  the  third  daughter,  a  &m 
Cinderella,  who  shall,  I  am  determined,  make  her  sisters  ere\ 
with  envy.  I  merely  meim  fun,  you  know — not  mischief^ — 
Cinderella  is  but  a  little  child :  and,  besides,  I  am  the  most  hai 
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lev  fdlow  breathing,  but  must  have  my  joke.  Now,  Cinderella 
bs  a  kyyer,  the  bearde<i  painter  of  whom  I  spoke  to  you  in  a 
Ibniier  letter.  He  has  lately  plungc<l  into  the  most  extraordinary 
Iti  of  paasion  for  her,  and  is  more  mad  than  even  he  was  before. 
%'oe  betide  you,  0  painter !  I  have  nothing  to  do :  a  month  to  do 
that  nothing  in ;  in  that  time,  mark  my  words,  I  will  laugli  at 
that  painter's  bcsard.  Should  you  like  a  lock  of  it,  or  a  sofa 
rtnfffKl  with  it  ?  there  is  beard  enough  :  or  should  you  like  to  see 
1  specimen  of  poor  little  Cinderella's  golden  ringlets  ?  Command 
Timr  ulare.  I  wish  I  ha<i  paj^er  enough  to  write  you  an  account 
i)f  a  grand  Gann  dinner  at  which  I  assisted,  and  of  a  scene  wliich 
thfre  took  place ;  and  how  Cinderella  was  dressed  out,  not  by  a 
fiury,  but  by  a  charitable  kitchen-maid,  and  was  turned  out  of 
the  mom  by  her  indignant  mamma  for  appearing  in  the  scullion's 
finery.  But  my  /arte  does  not  lie  in  such  descriptions  of  jiolite 
lifr.  We  drank  port,  and  toasts  after  dinner :  here  is  the  tnenu, 
tad  the  names  and  onier  of  the  eaters.'' 

The  bill  of  fare  has  been  given  already,  and  need  not,  therefore, 
be  again  laid  before  the  public. 

"  What  a  fellow  that  is ! "  said  young  Lord  Cinqbars,  reading 
tbe  letter  ti>  his  friends,  and  in  a  profound  admiration  of  his  tutor's 
miiia. 

*'And  to  think  that  he  was  a  reading  man  too,  and  took  a 
MUe  first,"  cried  another ;  "  why,  the  man's  an  Admirable 
Crichton." 

"Upon  my  life,  though,  he's  a  little  too  bad,"  said  a  thinl, 
vbo  was  a  moralist.  And  with  this  a  fresh  bow]  of  milk-pun(*h 
«iiif  Fpekini:  fn)m  the  college  butteries,  and  the  jovial  party 
(iiKOMed  that 


CHAPTER  V 

CONTAINS  A  GREAT  DEAL  OF  COMPUCATED  LOVE-MAKING 

THE  Misses  Macarty  were  excessively  indignant  that  Mr.  Fitdi 
should  have  had  the  audacity  to  fidl  in  love  with  their  sister; 
and  poor  Caroline's  life  was  not,  as  may  be  imagined,  made 
much  the  happier  by  the  envy  and  passion  thus  exdtcd.    Mr. 
Fitch's  amour  was  the  source  of  a  great  deal  of  pain  to  her.    Her 
mother  woidd  tauntingly  say  that,  as  both  were  beggars,  they  ooold 
not  do  better  than  marr>' ;  and  declared,  in  the  same  satirical  way, 
that  she  should  like  nothing  better  than  to  see  a  large  fiunfly  of 
grandchildren  about  her,  to  be  plagues  and  burdens  upon  her,  tt 
her  daughter  was.     The  short  way  would  have  been,  when  the 
young  iminter's  intentions  were  manifest,  which  they  pretty  speedily 
were,  to  have  requested  him  immediately  to  quit  the  house ;  or,  as 
Mr.  (xann  said,  **  to  give  him  the  sack  at  once ; ''  to  which  measore 
the  worthy  man  indignantly  avowed  that  he  would  have  resort 
But  his  lady  would  not  allow  of  any  such  rudeness ;  although  for 
her  part,  she  profes8e<l  the  strongest  scorn  and  contempt  for  the 
painter.     For  the  painfid  fact  must  be  stated :  Fitch  had  a  short 
time  previously  paid  no  less  a  sum  than  a  whole  quarter's  board 
and  lodging  in  advance,  at  Mrs.  Gann's  humble  request,  and  he 
possessed  his  landlady's  receipt  for  that  sum ;  the  mention  of  which 
circumstance  silenced  Gann  s  objections  at  once.     And  indeed,  it  is 
pretty  certain  that,  with  all  her  taunts  to  her  daughter  and  just 
abuse  of  Fitch's  poverty,  Mrs.  Gann  in  her  heart  was  not  altogether 
averse  to  the  match.     In  the  first  place,  she  loved  match-making; 
next,  she  would  be  glad  to  be  rid  of  her  daughter  at  any  rate ;  and, 
besides,  Fitch's  aunt,  the  auctioneer's  wife,  was  rich,  and  had  no 
children ;  painters,  as  she  had  heard,  make  often  a  great  deal  of 
money,  and  Fitch  might  be  a  clever  one,  for  aught  she  knew.     So 
he  was  allowed  to  remain  in  tlie  house,  an  undeclared  bat  veiy 
assiduous  lover ;  and  to  sigh,  and  to  moan,  and  make  verses  and 
portraits  of  his  beloved,  and  build  castles  in  the  air  as  best  he 
might.    Indeed  our  humble  Cinderella  was  in  a  very  curious  positikxi. 
She  felt  a  tender  passion  for  the  first-floor  and  was  adored  by  the 
second-floor,  and  had  to  wait  upon  both  at  the  summons  of  the  bdl 
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r ;  and  as  the  poor  little  thing  was  compelled  not  to  notice 
;he  n^  and  glances  which  the  painter  bestowed  upon  her, 
*  had  schooled  herself  to  maintain  a  quiet  demeanour  towards 
andon,  and  not  allow  him  to  discover  the  secret  which  was 
ig  in  her  little  breast 

link  it  may  be  laid  down  as  a  pretty  general  rule,  that  most 
c  little  girls  of  Caroline's  age  have  such  a  budding  sentiment 
roung  person  entertained;  quite  innocent  of  course;  nourished 
ked  of  in  delicious  secrecy  to  the  confidante  of  the  hour, 
what  are  novels  made  for?  Had  Caroline  read  of  Yalan- 
nd  Emily  for  nothing,  or  gathered  no  good  example  from 
re  tear-fraught  yolumes  which  describe  the  loves  of  Miss 
Mar  an<i  Sir  William  Wallace)  Many  a  time  had  she 
1  Brandon  in  a  fancy  costume,  such  as  the  fnsoinating  Yalan- 
"ore ;  or  painted  herself  as  Helen,  tying  a  sash  round  her 
I  cuirass,  and  watching  him  forth  to  battle.  Silly  fancies,  no 
but  consider,  madam,  the  poor  girl's  age  and  education ;  the 
(truction  she  had  ever  received  was  from  these  tender,  kind- 
.  silly  books :  the  only  happiness  which  Fate  had  allowed 

in  this  little  silent  world  of  fancy.  It  would  be  hard  to 
the  poor  thing  her  dreams ;  and  many  such  did  she  have, 
Mut  blushingly  to  honest  Becky,  as  they  sate  by  the  humble 
fire. 

Iiough  it  cost  her  heart  a  great  pang,  she  had  once  ventured 
[>re  her  mother  not  to  send  her  ujistairs  to  the  lodgers'  rooms, 
shrank  at  the  notion  of  the  occurrence  that  Brandon  should 
r  her  regard  for  him ;  but  this  point  had  never  entered  Mrs. 
sagacious  head.  She  thought  her  daughter  wished  to  avoid 
ind  sternly  bade  her  do  her  duty,  and  not  give  herself  sucu 
Dent  airs ;  and,  indeed,  it  can't  be  said  that  poor  Caroline 
T  sorry  at  being  compelled  to  continue  to  see  Brandon.     To 

gentlemen  juHtice,  neither  ever  said  a  word  unlit  for  Caroline 
Fitch  would  have  been  torn  to  pieces  by  a  thousand  wild 
'ather  than  have  breathed  a  single  syllable  to  hurt  her  feel- 
nd  Brandon,  though  by  no  means  so  squeamish  on  onlinary 
IS,  was  innately  a  gentleman,  and  from  taste  rather  than 
rtue  was  carefully  respectful  in  his  behaviour  to  her. 

for  the  Misses  Macarty  themselves,  it  has  l)oc*n  stated  that 
lul  alrratly  given  away  their  hearts  several  times ;  Miss 
i  being  at  this  moment  attju'he*!  to  a  certain  young  wine- 
nt,  and  to  Lieutenant  or  Colonel  Swabber  of  the  Spanish 
;  and  Miss  Rosalind  having  a  decided  fondness  for  a  foreign 
ui,  with  black  mustachios,  who  had  paid  a  visit  to  Margate. 
I  Bella  s  lovers,  Swabber  had  disappeared  ;  but  she  still  met 
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the  wine-merchant  pretty  often,  and  it  is  believed  had  gone  irery 
uigh  to  accept  him.  As  for  Miss  Rosalind,  I  am  sony  to  say  thtt 
the  course  of  her  true  love  ran  by  no  means  smoothly :  the  Ficndi- 
man  had  turned  out  to  be  not  a  marquess,  but  a  billiaid-marka; 
and  a  sad  sore  subject  the  disappointment  was  with  the  Defected 
lady. 

We  should  have  spoken  of  it  long  since,  had  the  subject  been 
one  that  was  much  canvassed  in  the  Crann  £unily ;  bat  once  wbn 
Gann  had  endeavoured  to  rally  his  step-daughter  on  this  unlbr- 
tunate  attachment  (using  for  the  purpose  those  delicate  turns  of  wit 
for  which  the  honest  gentleman  was  always  &mous),  Miss  Lindi 
had  flown  into  such  a  violent  fury,  and  comported  herself  in  a  my 
so  dreadful,  that  James  Gann,  Esquire,  was  &irly  frightened  oat  of 
Ills  wits  by  the  threats,  screams,  and  imprecations  which  she  utteraL 
Miss  Bella,  who  was  disposed  to  be  jocose  likewise,  was  likewise 
awed  into  sQence ;  for  her  dear  sister  talked  of  tearing  her  eyes  out 
that  minute,  and  uttered  some  hints,  too,  regarding  love-matten 
personally  affecting  Miss  Bella  herself,  which  caused  that  young 
lady  to  turn  pale-re<l,  to  mutter  something  about  *' wicked  lies," 
and  to  leave  the  room  immediately.  Nor  was  the  subject  ever 
again  broached  by  the  Ganns.  Even  when  Mrs.  Crann  once  talked 
about  that  odious  Frem^h  impostor,  she  was  stopped  immediatdy, 
not  by  the  lady  concemeii,  but  by  Miss  Bella,  who  cried  sharply, 
"Mamma,  hold  your  tongue,  and  don't  vex  our  dear  Linda  by 
alluding  to  any  such  stuff."  It  is  most  probable  that  the  young 
ladies  had  had  a  private  conference,  which,  l)^nning  a  little  fiercely 
at  first,  had  ended  amicably ;  and  so  the  marquess  was  mentioned 
no  more. 

Miss  Linda,  then,  was  comparatively  free  (for  Bob  Smith,  the 
linendraper,  and  young  Glauber,  the  apothecary,  went  for  nothing) ; 
and,  very  luckily  for  her,  a  successor  was  found  for  the  fiiiihless 
Frenchman,  almost  immediately. 

This  gentleman  was  a  commoner,  to  be  sure ;  but  had  a  good 
estate  of  five  hundred  a  year,  kept  his  horse  and  gig,  and  was,  as 
Mr.  Gann  remarked,  as  good  a  fellow  as  ever  lived.  Let  us  say 
at  once  that  the  new  lover  was  no  other  than  Mr.  Swigby.  From 
the  day  when  he  had  l)een  introduce<l  to  the  family  he  appeared  to 
be  very  much  attracted  by  the  two  sisters ;  sent  a  turkey  off  his 
own  farm,  and  six  bottles  of  prime  Hollands,  to  Mr.  and  Mis. 
Grann,  in  presents ;  and,  in  ten  short  days  after  his  first  visit,  had 
informed  his  friend  Gann  that  he  was  violently  in  love  with  two 
women  whose  names  he  would  never — never  breathe.  The  worthy 
Gann  knew  right  well  how  the  matter  was ;  for  he  had  not  fiuled  to 
remark  Swigby's  melancholy,  and  to  attribute  it  to  its  right 
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Swigby  was  forty-eight  years  of  age,  stout,  hearty,  gay,  much 
ifcn  to  (Irink,  and  had  never  been  a  lady's  man,  or,  indeed,  passed 
lUVdcneo  evenings  in  ladies'  society.  He  thought  Gann  the 
Meat  and  finest  fellow  in  the  world.  He  never  heard  any  singing 
ke  James's,  nor  any  jokes  like  his ;  nor  had  met  with  such  an 
»>mplished  gentleman  or  man  of  the  world.  "Gann  has  his 
Alta,"  Swigby  would  say  at  the  "  Bag  of  Nails  " ;  *'  which  of  us 
u  Doit — but  I  tell  you  what,  he's  the  greatest  trump  I  ever  see." 
[any  scores  of  scores  had  he  ]mul  for  Gann,  many  guineas  and 
rown-pieccs  had  he  lent  him,  since  he  came  into  his  proi)erty  some 
brte  years  l>efore.  What  were  Swigby '«  former  jiursuits  I  can't 
clL  What  need  we  care  1  Ha<in't  he  five  hundre<l  a  year  now, 
ad  t  horse  and  gig  ?     Ay,  that  he  hail. 

Since  his  accession  to  fortune,  this  gay  young  Imchelor  had 
aken  his  share  (what  he  called  "  his  whack ")  of  pleasure ;  had 
t«n  It  one — nay,  perhaps,  at  two — puhlic-houRcs  every*  night ; 
uid  had  been  tipsy,  I  make  no  doubt,  nciu-Iy  a  thousand  times  in 
the  course  of  the  three  years.  Many  people  had  trie<l  to  cheat 
kirn :  but,  no,  no !  he  knew  what  was  what,  and  in  all  matters  of 
BMBej  was  simple  and  shrewd.  Gann's  gentility  won  him  ;  his 
Ingglng,  his  ton,  and  the  stylish  tuft  on  his  chin.  To  l>e  invited 
to  his  house  was  a  proud  moment ;  and  when  he  went  away,  after 
tlie  banquet  described  in  the  last  chapter,  he  was  in  a  perfect 
frrnfiit  of  love  and  liquor. 

**What  a  stylish  woman  is  that  Mrs.  Gann  !"  thought  he,  as 
Ik  tombled  into  bed  at  his  inn  :  **  fine  she  must  have  l)een  as  a 
sal!  fourteen  stone  now,  without  saddle  or  bridle,  and  no  mistake. 
And  them  Miss  Macartys.  Jupiter !  what  s^mnking,  hamlsome, 
fT^^i  creatures! — real  elegance  in  both  on  em.  Such  hair! — 
tiarki  the  word — as  black  as  my  mare  ;  such  cheeks,  such  necks, 
uhI  shoulders ! "  At  nocm  he  repeate<l  these  observations  to 
l(tno  himself,  as  he  wa1ke<1  up  and  down  the  pier  with  that 
zmtleinan,  smoking  Manilla  cheroots.  He  was  in  raptures  with 
ui  evening.  Gann  received  his  praises  with  much  migestic  good- 
tmaour. 

** Blood,  sir ! "  said  he,  " blood's  ever>thing !  Them  gals  have 
m  brought  up  as  few  ever  have.  I  don't  s{)eak  of  myself ;  but 
Kir  mother — their  mother's  a  lady,  sir.  Show  me  a  woman  in 
sdaml  as  is  better  bred  or  knows  the  world  more  than  my 
ilima:'' 

•*  It  s  iroiiawssible,"  said  Swigby. 

"  Think  of  the  rom]>iuiy  we've  kep',  sir,  before  our  misfortunes 
Uie  fiist  in  the  land.  Brandenburg  Flouse,  sir,-  England's 
liTBil  (^een.     Law  bless  you  !  Juliana  was  always  there." 
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'*  I  make  no  doubt,  sir ;  you  can  see  it  in  her/'  said  Swigby 
solemnly. 

*'And  as  for  those  gals,  why,  ain't  they  related  to  the  fiist 
families  in  Ireland,  sir? — In  course  they  are.  As  I  said  before, 
blood's  everything;  and  those  young  women  have  the  best  of  it: 
they  are  connected  with  the  reg'lar  old  noblesse." 

"They  have  the  best  of  everythink,  I'm  sure,"  said  Swigby, 
"and  deserve  it,  too,"  and  relapsed  into  his  morning  remarks. 
"What  creatures!  what  elegance!  what  hair  and  eyea,  sir! — 
black,  and  all's  black,  as  I  say.  What  compk^on,  sir ! — ^ay,  and 
what  makesy  too !     Such  a  neck  and  shoulders  I  never  see ! " 

Ckmn,  who  had  his  hands  in  his  pockets  (his  friend's  arm  being 
hooked  into  one  of  his),  here  suddenly  withdrew  his  hand  from  its 
hiding-place,  clenched  his  fist,  assumed  a  horrible  knowing  grin, 
and  gave  Mr.  Swigby  such  a  blow  in  the  ribs  as  well-nigh  sent  him 
into  the  water.  "  You  sly  dog ! "  said  Mr.  Gann,  with  inexpressible 
emphasis ;  "  you've  found  that  out,  too,  have  you  Y  Have  a  care, 
Joe  my  boy, — have  a  care." 

And  herewith  Joe  and  Gann  burst  into  tremendous  n>aiB  of 
laughter,  fresh  explosions  taking  place  at  intervals  of  five  minutes 
during  the  rest  of  the  walk.  The  two  friends  parted  exceedingly 
happy;  and  when  they  met  that  evening  at  "The  Nails,"  Gann 
drew  Swigby  mysteriously  into  the  bar,  and  thrust  into  his  hand 
a  triangular  piece  of  pink  paper,  which  the  latter  read : — 

"  Mrs.  Ckmn  and  the  Misses  Macarty  request  the  honour  and 
pleasure  of  Mr.  Swigby's  company  (if  you  have  no  better  engage- 
ment) to  tea  to-morrow  evening,  at  half-past  five. 

"  Maroarbtta  Cottaqb,  Salamanca  Road  North  : 
*•  Thurtday  evening,** 

The  faces  of  the  two  gentlemen  were  wonderfully  expressive  of 
satisfaction  as  this  communication  passed  between  them.  And  I 
am  led  to  believe  that  Mrs.  Gann  had  been  unusually  pleased  with 
her  husband's  conduct  on  that  day,  for  honest  James  had  no  less 
than  thirteen  and  sixpence  in  his  pocket,  and  insisted,  as  nsnal, 
upon  standing  glasses  all  round.  Joe  Swigby,  left  alone  in  the 
little  parlour  behind  the  bar,  called  for  a  sheet  of  paper,  a  new  poi, 
and  a  wafer,  and  in  the  space  of  half-an-hour  concocted  a  very 
spirited  and  satisfactory  answer  to  this  note;  which  was  carried 
off  by  Grann,  and  duly  delivered.  Punctually  at  half-past  five  Mr. 
Joseph  Swigby  knocked  at  Margaretta  Cottage  door,  in  his  new 
with  glistering  brass  buttons,  his  face  clean-shaved,  and  his 
ears  shining  over  his  great  shirt-collar  delightfully  bright  and  red. 
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Wh*t  happened  at  this  tea-party  it  is  needless  here  to  say; 
but  Swigby  came  away  from  it  quite  as  much  enchanted  as 
before,  and  declared  that  the  duets  sung  by  the  ladies  in  hideous 
(finordy  were  the  sweetest  music  he  had  ever  heard.  He  sent 
the  gin  and  the  turkey  the  next  day  ;  and,  of  course,  was  in- 
Tiled  to  dine. 

The  dinner  was  followed  up  on  his  part  by  an  offer  to  drive  all 
tbe  yoan^:  hidies  and  their  mumma  into  the  country ;  and  he  hired 
a  very  smart  barouche  to  conduct  them.  The  invitation  was  not 
Mined :  and  Fitch,  too,  was  a8ke<l  by  Mr.  Swigby,  in  the  height 
of  hw  gnod-humour,  and  accepte<l  with  the  utmost  delight.  '*  Me 
tad  Joe  will  go  on  the  box,"  said  Gann.  "  You  four  ladies  and 
Mr.  Fitch  shall  go  inside.  Carry  must  go  bodkin ;  but  she  ain't 
T«ryhig." 

"Carry,  indeed,  will  stop  at  home,"  said  her  mamma;  "she's 
not  fit  to  go  out." 

At  which  poor  Fitch's  jaw  fell ;  it  was  in  onier  to  ride  with  her 
that  he  hail  agreed  to  accompany  the  party  ;  nor  could  he  escape 
WW,  having  just  promised  so  eagerly. 

"Oh,  don't  let's  have  that  i>roud  Brandon,"  said  the  young 
Wies,  when  the  good-natured  Mr.  Swiijby  propownl  to  ask  that 
fntlenian ;  and  therefore  he  was  not  invited  to  join  them  in  their 
excoreion  :  but  he  stayed  at  home  ver>'  unconcernedly,  and  saw  the 
butmche  and  its  loa<l  drive  off.  Somebody  else  lookecl  at  it  from 
the  ptHour  win<low,  with  rather  a  heavy  heart,  and  that  some  one 
na  poor  Caroline.  The  day  was  bright  an<l  sunsliiny  ;  the  spring 
via  beginning  early  :  it  would  have  been  pleasant  to  have  been  a 
la^hr  for  once,  and  to  have  driven  along  in  a  carriage  with  prancing 
bflfv*.  Mr.  Fitch  looked  after  her  in  a  very  sheepish  melancholy 
*iT:  ami  was  so  dismal  and  silly  during  the  first  part  of  the 
joomey,  that  Miss  Linda,  who  was  next  to  him,  said  to  her  pajia 
tbat  she  would  change  places  with  him  ;  and  actually  mounteil  the 
box  by  the  side  of  the  happy  trembling  Mr.  Swigby.  How  proud 
be  WM,  to  W  sure  !  How  knowingly  did  he  spank  the  horses  along, 
asd  liing  out  the  shillings  at  the  turnpikes  ! 

**  Bless  you,  he  don't  care  for  change  I "  saicl  Gann,  as  one  of 
the  toU-takers  offered  to  rentier  some  copjKTH  ;  an<l  Joe  felt  infinitely 
oUiged  to  his  friend  for  setting  off  his  amiable  (|ualities  in  such  a 

WIT. 

O  mighty  Fate,  that  over  us  niisenible  mortal**  nilest  8nj»reme, 
with  what  small  means  are  thy  ends  eiTecte<l ! — with  what  scornful 
«Me  and  mean  instruments  does  it  please  th<>e  to  goveni  mankind  ! 
Lrt  each  man  think  of  the  circumstanres  of  his  life,  iind  how  its 
loC  has  been  determined.     The  getting  up  a  little  earlier  or  later, 
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the  turning  down  this  street  or  that,  the  eating  of  this  dish  or  the 
other,  may  influence  all  the  years  and  actions  of  a  future  life.  Man- 
kind walks  down  the  left-hand  side  of  Regent  Street  instead  of  the 
right,  and  meets  a  friend  who  asks  him  to  dinner,  and  goes,  and 
finds  the  turtle  remarkahly  good,  and  the  iced  punch  very  cool  and 
pleasant ;  and,  being  in  a  merry,  jovial,  idle  mood,  has  no  objection 
to  a  social  rubber  of  whist — nay,  to  a  few  more  glasses  of  that 
cool  punch.  In  the  most  careless,  good-humoured  way  he  loses  a 
few  points;  and  still  feels  thirsty,  and  loses  a  few  more  points; 
and,  like  a  man  of  spirit,  increases  his  stakes,  to  be  sure,  and  jost 
by  that  walk  down  Regent  Street  is  ruined  for  life.  Or  he  walks 
down  the  right-hand  side  of  Regent  Street  instead  of  the  left,  and, 
good  heavens !  who  is  that  charming  young  creature  who  has  just 
stepped  into  her  carriage  from  Mr.  Eraser's  shop,  and  to  whom  and 
her  mamma  Mr.  Fraser  has  made  the  most  elegant  bow  in  the 
world?  It  is  the  lovely  Miss  Moidore,  with  a  hundred  thousand 
poimds,  who  has  remarked  your  elegant  figure,  and  regularly  drives 
to  town  on  the  first  of  the  month,  to  purchase  her  darling  Magazine. 
You  drive  after  her  as  fast  as  the  hack-cab  will  carry  you.  She 
reads  the  Ma<^ne  the  whole  way.  She  stops  at  her  papa's 
elegant  villa  at  Ham])stead,  with  a  conservatory,  a  double  coach- 
house, and  a  ])ark-like  paddock.  As  the  lodge-gate  separates  you 
from  that  dear  girl,  she  looks  back  just  once,  and  blushes.  Erutmit, 
talva  est  res.  She  has  blushed,  and  you  are  all  right.  In  a  week 
you  are  introduced  to  the  family,  and  pronounced  a  charming  young 
fellow  of  high  principles.  In  three  weeks  you  have  danced  twenty- 
nine  quadrilles  with  her,  and  whisked  her  through  several  miles  of 
waltzes.  In  a  month  Mrs.  OTlaherty  has  flung  herself  into  the 
arms  of  her  mother,  just  having  come  from  a  visit  to  the  village 
of  Gretna,  near  Carlisle ;  and  you  have  an  account  at  your  banker's 
ever  after.  What  is  the  cause  of  all  this  good  fortune  ? — a  walk  on 
a  particular  side  of  Regent  Street  And  so  true  and  indisputable 
is  this  fact,  that  there's  a  young  north-country  gentleman  with 
whom  I  am  acquainted,  that  daily  paces  up  and  down  the  above- 
named  street  for  many  hours,  fully  expecting  that  such  an  adventure 
will  hap{)en  to  him  ;  for  which  end  he  keeps  a  cab  in  readiness  at 
the  comer  of  Vigo  Lane. 

Now,  after  a  dissertation  in  this  history,  the  reader  is  pretty 
sure  to  know  that  a  moral  is  coming ;  and  the  facts  connected  with 
our  tale,  which  are  to  be  drawn  from  the  above  little  essay  on  fate, 
are  simply  these: — 1.  If  Mr.  Fitch  had  not  heard  Mr.  Swigby 
invite  all  the  ladies,  he  would  have  refused  Swigby's  invitation, 
and  staye<l  at  home.  2.  If  he  had  not  been  in  the  carriage,  it  is 
quite  certain   that  Miss  Rosalind  Macarty  would  not  have  been 
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by  bim  on  the  back  seat.  3.  If  he  had  not  been  sulky, 
nerer  would  have  asked  her  papa  to  let  her  take  his  place  on 
the  box.  4.  If  she  had  not  taken  her  papa's  i)lace  on  the  bos,  not 
one  of  the  drcumstanoes  would  have  happened  which  did  happen ; 
mud  which  were  as  follows  : — 

1.  MiM  Bella  remained  inside. 

2.  Mr.  Swigby,  who  was  wavering  between  the  two,  like  a 
certain  animal  between  two  bundles  of  hay,  was  determined  by  this 
dirumetance,  and  made  proposals  to  Miss  Linda,  whispering  to 
Mies  Linda :  ''  Miss,  I  ain't  equal  to  the  like  of  you  ;  but  Fm 
hearty,  healthy,  and  have  five  hundred  a  year.  Will  you  marry 
me  ? "  In  &ct,  this  very  speech  had  been  taught  him  by  cunning 
tiann,  who  saw  well  enough  that  Swigby  would  speak  to  one  or 
other  of  his  daughters.  And  to  it  the  young  lady  replied,  also 
in  a  whispering  agitated   tone,  *'  Law,  Mr.   S.  !      What  an  odd 

How  can  you  ? "     And,  after  a  little  ])ause,  added,  **  Speak 


to  mamma.^ 


3.  (And  this  is  the  main  point  of  my  stor}\)  If  little  Caroline 
had  been  allowed  to  go  out,  she  never  would  have  been  left  alone 
with  Brandon  at  Margate.  When  Fate  wills  that  something  should 
oime  to  puss,  she  sends  forth  a  million  of  little  circumstances  to 
cleur  and  prepare  the  way. 

In  the  month  of  April  (jw  indeed  in  half-a-acore  of  other  months 
of  the  year)  the  reader  may  haive  remarke<l  that  the  cold  north-east 
wind  is  prevalent ;  and  that  when,  tempted  by  a  glimi>se  of  sun- 
shine, he  issues  forth  to  take  the  air,  he  re(!eives  not  only  it,  but 
such  a  quantity  of  it  as  is  enough  to  keep  him  shivering  through 
the  rest  of  the  miserable  month.  On  one  of  these  happy  days  of 
English  weather  (it  was  the  very  day  before  the  pleasure  jiarty 
described  in  a  former  chapter),  Mr.  Brandon,  cursing  heartily  his 
c«>untry,  and  thinking  how  infinitely  more  congenial  to  him  were 
the  wimis  and  habits  prevalent  in  other  nations,  was  marching  over 
the  diffit  near  Margate,  in  the  midst  of  a  stonn  of  shrill  east  wind 
which  no  ordinary  mortal  could  l)ear,  when  he  fcmnd  i)eri*he<i  on 
the  clitf,  his  fingers  blue  with  cold,  the  celebrated  Andrea  Fit<*h, 
employed  in  sketching  a  land  or  a  sea  scape  on  a  sheet  of  grey 
{Ki|ier. 

*•"  You  have  chosen  a  fine  <lay  for  sketching,"  said  Mr.  Brandon 
IrtttA'rly,  his  thin  aquiline  nose  peering  out  livid  from  the  fur 
rullar  f»f  his  coat. 

Mr.  Fit4'h  smiled,  understanding  the  allusion. 

*•  An  linrtist,  »ir,"  said  he,  **  doe«n*t  miiitl  the  coldness  of  the 
weather.  Then'  was  a  chap  in  the  Academy  who  took  sketches 
twenty  degrees  lielow  zero  in  llicelaud  -  Mount  'Ecla,  sir !     A*  was 
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the  maa  that  gave  the  first  hidea  of  Mount  'Ecla  for  the  Surrey 
Zoological  Grardens." 

"  He  must  have  been  a  wonderful  enthusiast ! "  said  Mr. 
Brandon;  "I  &ncy  that  most  would  prefer  to  sit  at  home,  and 
not  numb  their  fingers  in  such  a  freezing  storm  as  this  ! " 

"  Storm,  sir ! "  replied  Fitch  majestically ;  "  I  live  in  a  sUmtu, 
sir!  A  true  hartist  is  never  so  'appy  as  when  he  can  have  the 
advantage  to  gaze  upon  yonder  tempestuous  hocean  in  one  of  its 
hangry  moods." 

"Ay,  there  comes  the  steamer,"  answered  Mr.  Brandon;  ''I 
can  &ncy  that  there  are  a  score  of  unhappy  people  on  board  who 
are  not  artists,  and  would  wish  to  behold  your  ocean  quiet." 

'^  They  are  not  poets,  sir :  the  glorious  hever-changing  expres- 
sion of  the  great  countenance  of  Nature  is  not  seen  by  them.  I 
should  consider  myself  unworthy  of  my  hart,  if  I  could  not  bear 
a  little  privation  of  cold  or  'eat  for  its  sake.  And  besides,  sir, 
whatever  their  hardships  may  be,  such  a  sight  hamply  repays  me ; 
for,  although  my  private  sorrows  may  be  (has  they  are)  tremendous, 
I  never  can  look  abroad  upon  the  green  hearth  and  hawfiil  sea, 
without  in  a  measure  forgetting  my  personal  woes  and  wrongs; 
for  what  right  has  a  poor  creature  like  me  to  think  of  his  afEiirs 
in  the  presence  of  such  a  spectacle  as  this  ?  I  can't,  sir ;  I  feel 
ashamed  of  myself;  I  bow  my  'ead  and  am  quiet  When  I  set 
myself  to  examining  hart,  sir  (by  which  I  mean  nature),  I  don't 
dsure  to  think  of  anything  else." 

"  You  worship  a  very  charming  and  consoling  mistress,"  answered 
Mr.  Brandon,  with  a  supercilious  air,  lighting  and  beginning  to 
smoke  a  cigar ;  "  your  enthusiasm  does  you  credit." 

"If  you  have  another,"  said  Andrea  Fitoh,  "I  should  like  to 
smoke  one,  for  you  seem  to  have  a  real  feeling  about  hairt,  and  I 
was  a-gctting  so  deucedly  cold  here,  that  really  there  was  scarcely 
any  bearing  of  it." 

"  The  cold  is  very  severe,"  replied  Mr.  Brandon. 

"  No,  no,  it's  not  the  weather,  sir ! "  said  Mr.  Fitch ;  "  it's 
here,  sir,  here  "  (pointing  to  the  left  side  of  his  waistcoat). 

"  What !  you,  too,  have  had  sorrows  ] " 

"  Sorrows,  sir !  hagonies — hagonies,  which  I  have  never  un- 
folded to  any  mortal !  I  have  hendured  halmost  hevery  thing. 
Poverty,  sir,  'unger,  hobloquy,  'opeless  love !  but  for  my  hart,  sir, 
I  should  be  the  most  nuserable  wretch  in  the  world  ! " 

And  herewith  Mr.  Fitch  began  to  pour  forth  into  Mr.  Brandon's 
ears  the  history  of  some  of  those  sorrows  under  which  he  laboured, 
and  which  he  commimicated  to  every  single  person  who  woukl 
listen  to  him. 
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Mr.  Brandon  was  greatly  amused  by  Fitch's  prattle,  and  the 
latter  told  him  under  what  priTations  he  had  studied  his  art :  how 
be  had  starred  for  three  years  in  Paris  and  Rome,  while  labouring 
at  hia  profession;  how  meanly  jealous  the  Royal  Academy  was 
which  would  never  exhibit  a  single  one  of  his  pictures;  how  he 
had  been  driven  from  the  Hetemal  City  by  the  attentions  of  an 
immense  fitt  Mrs.  Carrickfergus,  who  absolutely  proposed  marriage 
to  him ;  and  how  he  was  at  this  moment  (a  fJEtct  of  which  Mr. 
Brandon  was  already  quite  aware)  madly  and  desperately  in  love 
with  one  of  the  most  beautiful  maidens  in  this  world.  For  Fitch, 
luiving  a  mistress  to  his  heart's  desire,  was  boiling  ^ith  impatience 
to  Imve  a  confidant ;  what,  indeetl,  would  be  the  joy  of  love,  if  one 
vere  not  allowed  to  speak  of  one's  feelings  to  a  friend  who  could 
know  how  to  sympathise  with  themi  Fitch  was  sure  Brandon 
did,  because  Brandon  was  the  very  first  person  with  whom  the 
painter  had  talked  since  he  had  come  to  the  resolution  recorded  in 
the  last  chapter. 

*'I  hope  she  is  as  rich  as  that  unlucky  Mrs.  Carrickfergus, 
whom  you  treated  so  cruelly  1 "  said  the  confidant,  affecting  entire 
ignorance. 

*'  Rich,  sir  7  no,  I  thank  Heaven,  she  has  not  a  penny ! "  said 
Fitch. 

**  I  presume,  then,  you  are  yourself  independent,''  said  Brandon, 
smiling  ;  "  for  in  the  marriage  state,  one  or  the  other  of  the  parties 
concerned  should  bring  a  portion  of  the  filthy  lucre." 

**  Haven't  I  my  profession,  sir  ? "  said  Fitch  majestically,  having 
declared  five  minutes  before  that  he  starved  in  his  profession.  '*  Do 
you  suppose  a  painter  gets  nothing  7  Haven't  I  borders  from  the 
fint  people  in  Europe  ? — commissions,  sir,  to  hexecute  'istory-pieces, 
battle-pieces,  haltor-pieces  ?  ^ 

**  Masterpieces,  I  am  sure,"  said  Brandon,  bowing  politely ; 
^^for  a  gentleman  of  your  astonishing  genius  can  do  no  other." 

The  delighted  artist  received  tliis  compliment  with  many  blushes, 
ami  vowed  and  protested  that  his  performances  were  not  really 
worthy  of  such  high  praise ;  but  he  fiincied  Mr.  Brandon  a  great 
cooooisseur,  nevertheless,  and  unbuniened  his  mind  to  him  in  a 
manner  still  more  open.  Fitch's  nketch  was  by  this  time  finished  ; 
ainl,  putting  his  drawing  implements  together,  he  roHc,  and  the 
icentlemen  w.alked  away.  The  sketch  was  hugely  admiretl  by  Mr. 
Brandon,  and  when  they  came  homo,  Fitch,  culling  it  dexterously 
out  of  his  book,  presented  it  in  a  neat  si>eech  to  his  friend,  "  the 
gifted  hamateur." 

**  The  gifted  hamateur "  received  the  drawing  with  a  profusion 
iff  thanks,  and  so  much  did  he  value  it,   that  he  had  actually 
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torn  off  a  piece  to  light  a  cigar  with,  when  he  saw  that  words 
were  written  on  the  other  side  of  the  paper,  and  deciphered  the 
following : — 

"SONG  OF  THE  VIOLET. 

*'  A  hnmble  flower  long  time  I  pined 

Upon  the  solitary  plain, 
Atid  trembled  at  the  angry  wind, 

And  shrank  before  the  bitter  rain. 
And,  oh  !  'twas  in  a  blessed  hour, 

A  passing  wanderer  chanced  to  see 
And,  pitying  the  lonely  flower, 

To  stoop  and  gather  me. 

I  fear  no  more  the  tempest  mdo, 

On  dreary  heath  no  more  I  pine, 
But  left  my  cheerless  solitude 

To  deck  the  breast  of  Caroline. 
Alas !  oar  days  are  brief  at  best. 

Nor  long  I  fear  will  mine  endure. 
Though  sheltered  here  upon  a  breast 

So  gentle  and  so  pure. 

It  draws  the  fragrance  from  my  leaves. 

It  robs  me  of  my  sweetest  breath  ; 
And  every  time  it  falls  and  heaves. 

It  warns  me  of  my  coming  death. 
But  one  I  know  would  glad  forego 

All  joys  of  life  to  be  as  I ; 
An  hour  to  rest  on  that  sweet  breast. 

And  then,  contented,  die. 

"A>T)RBA." 

When  Mr.  Brandon  had  finished  the  perusal  of  these  TeneB,  he 
laid  them  down  with  an  air  of  considerable  vexation.     "  £gad ! " 
said  he,  *'this  fellow,  fool  as  he  is,  is  not  so  great  a  fool  as  he 
seems ;  and  if  he  goes  on  this  way,  may  finisli  by  turning  the  girls 
head.     They  can't  resist  a  man  if  he  but  presses  hard  enou^ — I 
know  they  can't !  "     And  here  Mr.  Brandon  mused  over  his  varioos 
experience,  which  c(mfirme<l  liis  observation,  that  be  a  man  ever  so 
silly,  a  gentlewoman  will  yield  to  him  out  of  sheer  weariness.     And 
he  thought  of  several  Ciises  in  which,  by  the  persevering  application 
of  copies  of  verses,  young  ladies  had  been  brought  from  dislike  to 
sufferance  of  a  man,  from  sufferance  to  partiality,  and  from  partiality 
to  St.  George*s,  Hanover  Stjuare.     "  A  ruffian  who  murders  his  A's 
to  carry  off  such  a  delicate  little  creature  as  that ! "  cried  he  in  a 
transport :  "  it  shall  never  be  if  I  can  prevent  it ! "     He  thought 
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Caroline  more  aiul  more  Ix'autifiil  every  instant,  and  was  himself  by 
thifl  time  almost  as  much  in  love  M'ith  her  as  Fitch  himself. 

Mr.  Brandon,  then,  saw  Fitch  depart  in  Swigby's  carriage  with 
BO  ordinary  feelings  of  pleasure.  Miss  Caroline  was  not  with  them. 
'*  Now  is  my  time ! "  tiiought  Brandon ;  and,  ringing  the  bell,  he 
inquired  with  some  anxiety,  from  Becky,  where  Miss  Caroline  was? 
It  must  be  ooofessed  that  mistress  and  maid  were  at  their  usual 
oocupation,  working  and  reading  novels  in  the  back  parlour.  Poor 
Carry  !  what  other  pleasure  had  she  ? 

She  had  not  gone  through  many  pages,  or  Becky  advanced 
many  stitches  in  the  darning  of  that  tablecloth  which  the  good 
lioasewife,  Mrs.  Gkuin,  had  confided  to  her  charge,  when  an  humble 
berk  was  heard  at  the  door  of  the  sitting-room,  that  caused  the 
Uoshing  Caroline  to  tremble  and  drop  her  book,  as  Miss  Lydia 
lAoguish  does  in  the  play. 

Mr.  George  Brandon  entered  with  a  very  demure  air.     He  held 

io  his  hand  a  black  satin  neck-scarf,  of  which  a  {tart  hod  come  to 

be  broken.     He  could  not  wear  it  in  its  present  condition,  that  was 

evident ;  but  Miss  Caroline  was  blushing  and  trembling  a  great  deal 

too  much  to  suspect  that  this  wicke<l  Brandon  hod  himself  torn  his 

Own  scarf  with  his  own  hands  one  moment  before  he  entered  the 

^oo^L    I  don't  know  whether  Becky  ha«l  any  saspioions  of  this  fact. 

Or  whether  it  was  only  the  ordinary  roguish  l(H>k  which  she  had 

%hen  anything  pleased  her,  that  now  lighted  up  her  eyes  and  caused 

her  mouth  to  expand  smilingly,  and  her  fut  red  cheeks  to  gather  up 

into  wrinkles. 

'*  I  have  had  a  sad  misfortune,''  said  he,  ''  and  should  be  very 
much  obliged  indeed  to  Miss  Can>line  to  repair  it.  (Caroline  was 
laid  with  a  kind  of  tender  hesitation  that  caused  the  young  woman, 
•o  named,  to  blush  more  than  ever.)  *'  It  is  tlie  only  sUx-k  I  have 
in  the  world,  and  I  can't  go  barenecked  into  the  streets ;  can  I, 
Mra.  Becky  ? " 

"  No,  sure,"  said  Becky. 

**  Not  unless  I  was  a  celebrated  jminter,  like  Mr.  Fitch,"  added 
Mr.  ftmndon,  with  a  smile,  which  wa>«  reflected  Rj»ee<lily  upon  the 
of  the  huly  whom  he  wished  to  interest.     "  Those  great  geni- 

he  added,  '^  may  do  anything.'* 
"For,"  says  Becky,  "hee's  got  enough  beard  on  hws  faze  to 
k«ep  bees  neck  warm  ! "  At  which  remark,  though  Miss  Camline 
Tcry  properly  said,  ''  For  shame,  Becky  ! "  Mr.  Bniiidon  was  so 
oonmlsed  with  laughter,  that  he  fairly  fell  down  upon  the  sofa  on 
which  Miss  Caroline  was  seated.  How  she  started  and  tn'mble<l, 
am  be  flang  his  arm  upon  the  back  of  the  couch  !  Mr.  BraiuUm  did 
not  attempt  to  apologise  for  what  was  an  act  of  considerable  im- 


58       A  SHABBY  GENTEEL  STORY 

pertinence,  but  continued  mercilessly  to  make  many  more  jokes 
concerning  poor  Fitch,  which  were  so  cleverly  suited  to  the  compre- 
hension of  the  maid  and  the  young  mistress,  as  to  elicit  a  great 
number  of  roars  of  laughter  from  the  one,  and  to  cause  the  other  to 
smile  in  spite  of  herselfl  Indeed,  Brandon  had  gained  a  Tast  Ttspa- 
tation  with  Becky  in  his  morning  colloquies  with  her,  and  she  wis 
ready  to  laugh  at  any  single  wonl  which  it  pleased  him  to  utter. 
How  many  of  his  good  things  had  this  honest  scullion  carried  down- 
stairs to  Caroline  ]  and  how  pitilessly  had  she  contrived  to  estropier 
them  in  their  passage  from  the  drawing-room  to  the  kitchen  t 

Well,  then,  while  Mr.  Brandon  "was  a-going  on,"  as  Becky 
said,  Caroline  had  taken  his  stock,  and  her  little  fingers  were 
occupied  in  repairing  the  damage  he  had  done  to  it.  Was  it 
clumsiness  on  her  part?  Certain  it  is  that  the  rent  took  sevoil 
minutes  to  repair :  of  them  the  niangeur  de  cceurs  did  not  fail  to 
profit,  conversing  in  an  easy,  kindly,  confidential  way,  whidi  set 
our  fluttering  heroine  speedily  at  rest,  and  enabled  her  to  reply  to 
his  continual  queries,  addressed  with  much  adroitness  and  an  air  (^ 
fraternal  interest,  by  a  number  of  those  pretty  little  timid  whisper- 
ing yeses  and  noes,  and  those  gentle  quick  looks  of  the  eyes,  where- 
with young  and  modest  maidens  are  wont  to  reply  to  the  questions 
of  seducing  young  bachelors.  Dear  yeses  and  noes,  how  beautiful 
you  are  when  gently  whispered  by  pretty  lips ! — glances  of  quick 
innocent  eyes,  how  charming  are  you  ! — ^and  how  charming  the  soft 
blush  that  steals  over  the  cheek,  towards  which  the  dark  lashes  are 
drawing  the  blue-veined  eyelids  down.  And  here  let  the  writer  oi 
this  solemnly  declare,  upon  his  veracity,  that  he  means  nothing  but 
what  is  right  and  moral.  But  look,  I  pray  you,  at  an  innocent 
bashful  girl  of  sixteen :  if  she  be  but  good,  she  must  be  pretty. 
She  is  a  woman  now,  but  a  girl  still.  How  delightful  all  her  ways 
are !  How  exquisite  her  instinctive  grace  !  All  the  arts  of  all  the 
Cleopatras  are  not  so  captivating  as  her  nature.  Who  can  resist 
her  confiding  simplicity,  or  fail  to  be  touched  and  conquered  by  her 
gentle  appeal  to  protection  ] 

All  this  Mr.  Brandon  saw  and  felt,  as  many  a  gentleman 
educated  in  this  school  will.  It  is  not  because  a  man  is  a  rascal 
himself^  that  he  cannot  appreciate  virtue  and  purity  very  keenly ; 
and  our  hero  did  feel  for  this  simple,  gentle,  tender,  artless  creature 
a  real  respect  and  sympathy — a  sympathy  so  fresh  and  delicious, 
that  he  was  but  too  glad  to  yield  to  it  and  indulge  in  it,  and  which 
he  mistook,  probably,  for  a  real  love  of  virtue,  and  a  return  to  the 
days  of  his  innocence. 

Indeed,  Mr.  Brandon,  it  was  no  such  thing.  It  was  only 
because  vice  and  debauch  were  stale  for  the  moment,  and  this 
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pietty  Tirtue  new.     It  was  only  because  your  cloyed  appetite  was 
kng  nniised  to  this  simple  meat  that  you  felt  so  keen  a  relish  for 
it;  and  I  thonglit  of  you  only  the  last  blessed  Saturday,  at  Mr. 
Loregrore's,  "  West  India  Tavern,"  Blackwall,  where  a  company  of 
fifteen  epicures,  who  had  scorned  the  turtle,  pooh-poohed  the  punch, 
•ad  sent  away  the  whitebait,  did  suddenly  and  simultaneously  make 
%  rush  upon — a  dish  of  beans  and  bacon.     And  if  the  assiduous 
reader  of  novels  will  think  upon  some  of  the  most  celebrated  works 
of  that  species,  which  have  lately  appeared  in   this   and   other 
countries,   he  will  find,  amidst  much  debauch  of  sentiment  and 
foervating  dissipation  of  intellect,  that  the  writers  have  from  time 
to  time  a  returning  appetite  for  innocence  and  freshness,  and  in- 
dole us  with  occasional  repasts  of  beans  and  bacon.     How  long 
Mr.  Brandon  remained  by  Miss  Caroline's  side  I  have  no  means  of 
judging;  it  is  probable,  however,  that  he  stayed  a  much  longer 
time  than  was  necessary  for  the  mending  of  his  black  satin  stock. 
I  beUeve,  indeed,  that  he  read  to  the  ladies  a  great  part  of  the 
"Mysteries   of  Udolpho,"   over   which   they   were   cugage<i ;  and 
intenpersed  his  reailing  with  many  remarks  of  his  own,  both  tender 
aiMi  tttiricaL     Whether  he  was  in  her  company  half-an-hour  or  four 
iMon,  this  is  certain,  that  the  time  slip()ed  away  very  swiftly  with 
poor  Caroline  ;  and  when  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door,  and  shrill 
NccB  were  heard  crying,  "  Becky  ! "  "  Carry  ! "  and  Rebecca  the 
said  starting  up,  cried,  '*  Lor'^  here's  missus  ! "  and  Brandon  jumped 
nther  suddenly  off  the  sofa,  and  fled  up  the  stairs — when  all  these 
events  took  place,  I  know  Caroline  felt  very  sad  indeed,  and  opened 
the  tloor  for  her  parents  with  a  very  heavy  heart. 

Swigby  helped  Miss  Linda  off  the  box  with  excessive  tender- 
iieH.  Papa  was  bustling  and  roaring  in  high  good-humour,  and 
tilled  for  ''hot  water  and  tumblers  immediately."  Mrs.  Gann 
vii  grmcioos ;  and  Miss  Bell  sulky,  as  she  hod  good  reason  to  be, 
for  she  insisted  upon  taking  the  front  seat  in  the  carriage  before 
her  sister,  and  had  lost  a  husband  by  that  very  piece  of  obstinacy. 
Mr.  Fitch,  as  he  entered,  bestowed  upon  Caroline  a  heavy  sigh 

md  a  deep  stare,  and  silently  ascende<i  to  his  own  apartment.     He 
lost  in  thought.     The  &rt  is,  he  was  trying  to  remember  some 
regarding  a  violet,  which  he  had  made  five  years  before,  and 

wlw'h  be  had  somehow  lost  from  among  his  papers.     So  he  went 

apstAirs,  muttering, 

**  A  humble  flowor  lon^  ttiiico  I  piuud 
Upon  a  tfoiitury  plain " 


CHAPTER  VI 

DESCRIBES  A  SHABBY  GENTEEL  MARRIAGE,  AKD  MORE 

LOVE-MAKING 

IT  will  not  be  necessary  to  describe  the  particulars  of  th€ 
festivities  which  took  place  on  the  occasion  of  Mr.  Swigbp 
marriage  to  Miss  Macarty.  The  happy  pair  went  off  in  a  post- 
chaise  and  four  to  the  bridegroom's  country-seat,  accompanied  bj 
the  bride's  blushing  sister ;  and  when  the  first  week  of  their  matri- 
monial bliss  was  ended,  that  worthy  woman,  Mrs.  Gann,  witl 
her  excellent  husband,  went  to  visit  the  young  couple.  Mist 
Caroline  was  left,  therefore,  sole  mistress  of  the  house,  and  receivec 
especial  cautions  from  her  mamma  as  to  prudence,  economy,  th( 
proper  management  of  the  lodgers*  bills,  and  the  necessity  of  staying 
at  home. 

Considering  that  one  of  the  gentlemen  remaining  in  the  hous( 
was  a  declared  lover  of  Miss  Caroline,  I  think  it  is  a  little  surprising 
that  her  mother  should  leave  her  unprotected ;  but  in  this  mattei 
the  poor  are  not  so  particular  as  the  rich ;  and  so  this  young  lad} 
was  consigned  to  the  guardianship  of  her  own  innocence,  and  the 
lodgers'  loyalty :  nor  was  there  any  reason  why  Mrs.  Gann  should 
doubt  the  latter.  As  for  Mr.  Fitch,  he  would  have  fer  preferred 
to  be  torn  to  pieces  by  ten  thousand  wild  horses,  rather  than  tc 
offer  to  the  young  woman  any  unkindness  or  insult ;  and  how  mi 
Mrs.  Gcinn  to  suppose  that  lier  other  lodger  was  a  whit  less  loyal! 
that  he  had  any  partiality  for  a  person  of  whom  he  always  spoke 
as  a  mean  insignificant  little  baby  ?  So,  without  any  misgivings, 
and  in  a  one-horse  fly  with  Mr.  Gann  by  her  side  with  a  bran  nev 
green  coat  and  gilt  butt(^)nR,  Juliana  Grann  went  forth  to  visit  bei 
beloved  child,  and  console  her  in  her  married  state. 

And  here,  were  I  allowed  to  occ'upy  the  reader  with  extraneoiu 
matters,  I  could  give  a  very  curious  and  touching  picture  of  th< 
Swigby  menage.  Mrs.  S.,  I  am  ver>'  sorry  to  say,  quarrelled  witli 
her  husband  on  the  third  day  after  their  marriage, — and  for  what 
jir'thee  ?  Why,  because  he  woidd  smoke,  and  no  gentleman  ought 
to  smoke.  Swigby,  therefore,  patiently  resigned  his  pipe,  am 
\vith  it  one  of  the  quietest,  happiest,  kindest  companions  of  hi 
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•olittMle.  He  was  a  different  nian  after  this;  his  pipe  was  as  a 
iimb  of  his  body.  Having  on  Tuesday  conquered  the  pipe,  Mrs, 
S^'igby  on  Thursday  did  battle  with  her  husband's  rum-and-water, 
a  drink  of  an  odious  smell,  as  she  very  properly  observed ;  and  the 
imell  was  doubly  odious,  now  tiiat  the  tobacco  smoke  no  longer 
perfumed  the  parlour  breeze,  and  counteracted  the  odours  of  the 
juice  of  West  India  sugar-canes.  On  Thursday,  then,  Mr.  Swigby 
Mhl  rum  held  out  pretty  bravely.  Mrs.  S.  attacked  the  punch 
with  some  sharp-shooting,  and  fierce  charges  of  vulgarity  ;  to  which 
S.  replied,  by  opening  the  battery  of  oaths  (chiefly  directeil  to  his 
own  eyeK,  however),  and  loud  protestations  that  he  would  never 
unreDder.  In  three  days  more,  however,  the  rum-and-water  was 
pme.  Mr.  Swigby,  defeated  and  prostrate,  had  given  up  that 
itroD^old ;  his  young  wife  and  sister  were  triumphant ;  and  his 
poor  mother,  who  occupied  her  son's  house,  and  had  till  now  taken 
her  place  at  the  head  of  his  table,  saw  that  her  empire  was  for 
tftr  lost,  and  was  preparing  suddenly  to  succumb  to  the  imperious 
claims  of  the  mistress  of  the  mansion. 

All  this,  I  say,  I  wish  I  had  the  liberty  to  describe  at  large, 
as  also  to  narrate  the  arrival  of  majestic  Mrs.  Gann  ;  and  a  Imttle- 
n>yjd  which  speedily  took  place  between  the  two  worthy  mothers- 
in-law.     Noble  is  the  haired  of  ladies  who  stand  in  this  relation 
to  each  other ;  each  sees  what  ii\jury  the  other  is  inflicting  upon 
ker  darling  child ;   each  mistrusts,   detests,  and  to  her  ofl'spring 
pririly  abuses  the  arts  and  crimes  of  the  other.     A  house  with  a 
'ife  is  often  warm  enough  ;  a  house  with  a  wife  and  her  mother 
M  nUber  warmer  than  any  Ri>ot  on  the  known  gIol)e ;  a  hou^e  with 
two  mothers-in-law  is  so  excessively  hot,  that  it  can  be  likened  to 
&»  pbce  on  earth  at  all,  but  one  must  go  lower  for  a  simile.    Think 
of  a  wife  who  despises  her  husband,  and  teaches  him  manners  : 
ofsa  elegant  sister,  who  joins  in  rallying  him  (this  was  almost  the 
only  point  of  union  between  Bella  and  Linda  now, — for  since  the 
Buuria^  Linda  hated  her  sister  consumedly).     Think,  I  say,  of 
two  mothers-in-law, — one  large,  pompous,  and  atrociously  genteel, 
— another  coarse  and  shrill,  determined  not  to  have  her  son  put 
niMNi, — and  you  may  see  what  a  happy  fellow  Joe  Swigby  was, 
and  into  what  a  piece  of  good  luck  he  had  fallen. 

What  would  have  become  of  him  without  his  father-in-law? 
Indeed  one  shudders  to  think  ;  but  the  consequenc^e  of  that  gen  tie- 
man's  arrival  and  intervention  was  s()ee<lily  this :—  Aliout  four 
o'dork,  when  the  dinner  was  removed,  and  the  quarrelling  use<l 
oommonly  to  set  in,  the  two  gents  took  their  hats,  and  sallifnl  out : 
and  as  one  has  found  when  the  body  is  inflamed  that  the  applinition 
f/f  a  stringent  medicine  may  cause  the  ill  to  disappear  for  a  while. 


62  A   SHABBY   GENTEEL   STORY 

only  to  return  elsewhere  with  greater  force ;  in  like  manner,  Mrs. 
Swigby's  sudden  victory  over  the  pipe  and  rum-and-water,  although 
it  had  caused  a  temporary  cessation  of  the  evil  of  which  she  com- 
plained, was  quite  unable  to  stop  it  altogether ;  it  disappeared  from 
one  spot  only  to  rage  with  more  violence  elsewhere.  In  Swigby's 
parlour,  rum  and  tobacco  odours  rose  no  more  (except,  indeed,  when 
Mrs.  GUnn  would  partake  of  the  former  as  a  restorative) ;  but  if 
you  could  have  seen  the  "Half-Moon  and  Snuffers"  down  the 
village ;  if  you  could  have  seen  the  good  dry  skittle-ground  which 
stretched  at  the  back  of  that  inn,  and  the  window  of  the  back 
parlour  which  superintended  that  skittle-ground ;  if  the  hour  at 
which  you  beheld  these  objects  was  evening,  what  time  the 
rustics  from  their  toils  released,  trolled  the  stout  ball  amidst  the 
rattling  pins  (the  oaken  pins  that  standing  in  the  sun  did  cast  long 
shadows  on  the  golden  sward) ;  if  you  had  remarked  all  this,  I  say, 
you  would  have  also  seen  in  the  back  parlour  a  tallow  candle  twink- 
ling in  the  shade,  and  standing  on  a  little  greasy  table.  Upon  the 
greasy  table  was  a  pewter  porter-pot,  and  to  the  left  a  teaspoon 
glittering  in  a  glass  of  gin ;  close  to  each  of  these  two  delicacies  was 
a  pipe  of  tobacco ;  and  behind  the  pipes  sat  Mr.  Gann  and  Mr. 
Swigby,  who  now  made  the  "  Half-Moon  and  Snuffers  ^  their  usual 
place  of  resort,  and  forgot  their  married  cares. 

In  spite  of  all  our  promises  of  brevity,  these  things  have  taken 
some  space  to  describe ;  and  the  reader  must  also  know  that  some 
short  interval  elapsed  ere  they  occurred.  A  month  at  least  passed 
away  before  Mr.  Swigby  had  decidedly  taken  up  his  position  at  the 
little  inn ;  all  this  time,  Gann  was  staying  with  his  son-in-law,  at 
the  latter^s  most  earnest  request ;  and  Mrs.  Gann  remained  under 
the  same  roof  at  her  own  desire.  Not  the  hints  of  her  daughter, 
nor  the  broad  questions  of  the  dowager  Mrs.  Swigby,  oould  induce 
honest  Mrs.  Gann  to  stir  from  her  quarters.  She  had  had  her 
lodgers'  money  in  advance,  as  was  the  worthy  woman's  custom ;  she 
knew  Margate  in  April  was  dreadfully  dull,  and  she  determined  to 
enjoy  the  country  until  the  jovial  town  season  arrived.  The  Canter- 
bury coachman,  whom  Gann  knew,  and  who  passed  through  the 
village,  used  to  take  her  cargo  of  novels  to  and  fro ;  and  the  oki 
lady  made  herself  as  happy  as  circumstances  would  allow.  Should 
anything  of  importance  occur  during  her  mamma's  absence,  Caroline 
was  to  make  use  of  the  same  conveyance,  and  inform  Mrs.  Gann 
in  a  letter. 

Miss  Caroline  looked  at  her  papa  and  mamma,  as  the  vehicle 
which  was  to  bear  them  to  the  newly  married  couple  moved  up  the 
street ;  but,  strange  to  say,  she  did  not  feel  that  heaviness  of  heart 
which  she  before  had  experienced  when  forbidden  to  share  the  festi- 
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her  fiunily,  but  was  on  this  occasion  more  happy  than  any 
eoif — so  happy,  that  the  young  woman  felt  quite  ashamed 
f;  and  Becky  was  fiun  to  remark  how  her  mistress's  cheek 
umI  her  eyes  sparkled  (and  turned  perpetually  to  the  door), 
whole  lit^e  frame  was  in  a  flutter. 

ronder  if  he  will  come,"  said  the  little  heart ;  and  the  eyes 
imI  looked  at  that  well-known  sofa  comer,  where  Ae  had 
sed  a  fortnight  before.  He  looked  exactly  like  Lord  Byron, 
lid,  with  his  pale  brow,  and  his  slim  bare  neck ;  only  not 

icked — no,  no.     She  was  sure  that  her — her  Mr.  B- , 

— ,  her  George^  was  as  good  as  he  was  beautiful.  Don't  let 
gry  with  her  for  calling  him  €^rge ;  the  girl  was  bred  in 
le  sentimental  school ;  she  did  not  know  enough  of  society 
[ueamish ;  she  never  thought  that  she  could  be  his  really, 
!  way  in  the  silence  of  her  fancy  to  the  full  extent  of  her 
for  him. 

had  not  looked  at  the  door  aboTB  twenty-five  times — that  is 
ler  parents  had  not  quitted  the  house  ten  minutes — when, 
ugh,  the  ktch  did  rattle,  the  door  opened,  and,  with  a  faint 

his  cheek,  divine  Geoi^ge  entered.  He  was  going  to  make 
cuse,  as  on  the  former  occasion;  but  he  looked  first  into 
's  face,  which  was  beaming  with  joy  and  smiles ;  and  the 
ing,  in  return,  regarded  him,  and — made  room  for  him  on 
.     O  sweet  instinct  of  love!     Brandon  had  no  need  of 

but  sate  down,  and  talked  away  as  easily,  happily,  and 
tially,  and  neither  took  any  note  of  time.  Andrea  Fitch 
dog !)  witnessed  the  Gann  departure  with  feelings  of  exulta- 
i  had  laid  some  deep  plans  of  his  own  with  regard  to  Miss 
So  strong  was  bis  confidence  in  his  friend  on  the  first 
at  Andrea  actually  descended  to  those  apartments,  on  his 
tfrs.  Gann*8  parlour,  in  order  to  consult  Mr.  Brandon,  and 
M)wn  to  him  bis  plan  of  operations. 

3uld  have  made  your  heart  break,  or,  at  the  very  least,  your 
le,  to  behold  the  (X)untenance  of  poor  Mr.  Fitch,  as  he  thnist 
led  head  in  at  the  door  of  the  parlour.  There  was  Brandon 
n  the  sofa,  at  his  ease ;  Becky  in  full  good-humour ;  and 
,  always  absurdly  inclined  to  blush,  blushing  at  Fitch's 
ice  more  than  ever  !     She  could  not  help  looking  from  him 

gently  into  the  face  of  Mr.  Brandon.  That  gentleman  saw 
^  an<l  did  not  fail  to  interpret  it.  It  was  a  confession  of 
I  appeal  for  protection.     A  thrill  of  delightful  vanity  shot 

Brandon's  fVanie,  and  made  hirt  heart  throb,  as  he  noticed 

of  poor  Caroline.  He  unBwered  it  with  one  of  his  own  that 
elly   wrong,   cruelly   triumphant^  and  sarcastic ;    and   he 
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shouted  out  to  Mr.  Fitch,  with  a  loud  disconcerting  tone,  which  only 
made  that  yonug  painter  feel  more  awkward  than  ever  he  had  been. 
Fitch  made  some  clumsy  speech  regarding  his  dinner, — ^whether  that 
meal  was  to  be  held,  in  the  absence  of  the  parents,  at  the  Qsoal 
hour,  and  then  took  his  leave. 

The  poor  fellow  had  been  pleasing  himself  with  the  noti(Ni  of 
taking  this  <laily  meal  tete-a-tete  with  Caroline.  What  progress 
would  he  make  in  her  heart  during  the  absence  of  her  parents! 
Did  it  not  seem  as  if  the  first  marriage  had  been  arranged  on  purpose 
to  facilitate  his  own  ?  He  determined  thus  his  plan  of  campaign. 
He  would  make,  in  the  first  place,  the  most  beautiful  drawing  of 
Caroline  that  ever  was  seen.  "The  conversations  111  'ave  with 
her  during  the  sittings,"  says  he,  "  will  carry  me  a  pretty  long  way : 
the  drawing  itself  will  be  so  beautiful,  that  she  can't  resist  that. 
I'll  write  her  verses  in  her  halbum,  and  make  designs  hallusive  of 
my  passion  for  her."  And  so  our  pictorial  Alnaschar  dreamed 
and  dreame<l.  He  had,  ere  long,  established  himself  in  a  house  in 
Newman  Street,  with  a  footman  to  open  the  door.  Caroline  was 
upstairs,  his  wife,  and  her  picture  the  crack  portrait  of  the  Exhibi- 
tion. With  her  by  his  siile,  Andrea  Fitch  felt  he  could  do  anything. 
Half-a-dozen  carriages  at  his  door, — a  hundred  guineas  for  a  Kit-Cat 
portrait.  Lady  Fitch,  Sir  Andrew  Fitc-h,  the  President's  chain, — 
all  sorts  of  bright  visions  floated  before  his  imagination ;  and  as 
Camline  wius  the  first  precious  condition  of  his  preferment,  he 
determined  forthwith  to  besj:in,  and  realise  that. 

But  0  disappointment !  on  coming  down  to  dinner  at  three 
o'clock  to  that  charming  tt'te-a-tete^  he  found  no  less  than  four  covers 
laid  on  the  table.  Miss  Caroline  blushing  (according  to  custom)  at 
the  head  of  it ;  Becky,  the  maid,  grinning  at  the  foot ;  and  Mr. 
Brandon  sitting  quietly  on  one  side,  as  much  at  home,  forsooth,  as 
if  he  had  held  that  position  for  a  year. 

The  fact  is,  that  the  moment  after  Fitch  retired,  Brandon, 
inspired  by  jealousy,  had  matle  the  same  request  which  had  been 
brought  forward  by  the  painter ;  nor  must  the  ladies  be  too  angry 
with  Caroline  if,  after  some  scniples  and  struggles,  she  yielded  to 
the  proposal  Remember  that  the  girl  was  the  daughter  of  a 
boarding-house,  accustomed  to  continual  dealings  with  her  manuna's 
lodgers,  and  up  to  the  present  moment  thinking  herself  as  safe 
among  them  as  the  young  person  who  walked  through  Ireland 
with  a  bright  gold  wand,  in  the  sons:  of  Mr.  Thomas  Moore.  On 
the  point,  however,  of  Brandon's  admission,  it  must  be  confessed, 
for  Caroline's  honour,  that  she  did  hesitate.  She  felt  that  she 
entertaine<l  very  different  feelings  towards  him  to  those  with  which 
any  other  lodger  or  man  had  inspired  her,  and  made  a  little  move- 
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it  of  renstanoe  at  fint     But  the  poor  girrs  modesty  overcame 

as  well  aa  her  wish.     Ought  she  to  avoid  him  ?     Ought  she 

ftoi  to  stifle  any  preference  which  she  might  feel  towards  him, 

and  act  towards  him  with  the  same  indifference  which  she  would 

■bow  to  any  other  person  in  a  like  situation  ?    Was  not  Mr.  Fitch 

to  dine  at  table  as  usual,  and  had  she  refused  him  ?     So  reasoned 

ibe  in  ber  heart     SiUy  little  cunning  heart !    it  knew  that  all 

these  reasons  were  lies,  and  that  she  shaiUd  avoid  the  man ;  but 

the  was  willing  to  accept  of  any  pretext  for  meeting,  and  so  made 

1  kind  of  compronuse  with  her  conscience.     Dine  he  should  ;  but 

Becky  should  dine  too,  and  be  a  protector  to  her.     Becky  laughed 

kMkily  at  the  idea  of  this,  and  took  her  place  with  huge  delight. 

It  is  needless  to  say  a  word  about  this  dinner,  as  we  have 
ilmuly  described  a  former  meal ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  presence 
of  Bnuidon  caused  the  painter  to  be  excessively  sulky  and  uncom- 
^jruUe ;  and  so  gave  his  rival,  who  was  gay,  triumphant,  and  at 
luH  ease,  a  decided  advantage  over  hiiu.  Nor  did  Brandon  neglect 
U>uie  this  to  the  utmost  When  FiU^h  retired  to  his  own  apart- 
i&eDtB — not  jealous  as  yet,  for  the  simple  fellow  believed  every 
vord  of  Brandon's  morning  conversation  witli  him — but  vaguely 
toooyed  and  disappointed,  Brandon  assaile<i  him  with  all  the  force 
of  ridicule ;  at  all  his  manners,  words,  looks,  lie  joked  mercilessly ; 
Uuj^iied  at  his  low  birth  (Miss  Gann,  be  it  remembered,  had  b^n 
Uugfat  to  pique  herself  upon  her  own  family),  and  invcnte<i  a  series 
(^stories  concerning  his  past  life  which  made  the  ladies — for  Becky, 
t^nng  in  the  parlour,  must  be  considennl  as  such — conceive  the 
greatest  contempt  and  pity  for  the  poor  ftainter. 

After  this,  Mr.  Brandon  would  exiNitiate  with  much  eloquence 
npoo  his  own  sufierior  attractions  and  <|ualitie8.  He  talked  of  his 
cuusin^  Lord  So>and-so,  with  the  easiest  air  imaginable ;  told 
Ciaroline  what  princesses  he  had  dance<i  with  at  foreign  courts ; 
fn^tened  her  with  accounts  of  dreaiiful  duels  he  had  fought ;  in 
a  word,  '* posed''  before  her  as  a  hero  of  the  most  sublinn*  kind. 
H<iw  the  poor  little  thing  drank  in  all  his  tales  ;  and  how  nhe  and 
Becky  (for  they  now  occupied  the  same  be<lroom)  talked  over  them 
at  ni^t! 

Miss  Caroline,  as  Mr.  Fitch  has  already  stated,  had  in  her 
posMBsion,  like  almost  every  young  lady  in  £iigland,  a  little  8(|uare 
book  called  an  album,  containing  prints  from  annuals ;  hideous 
designs  of  flowers ;  old  {)ictures  of  faded  fashions,  cut  out  and 
pasted  into  the  leaves ;  and  small  scraps  of  verses  sele<'te<l  from 
Byron,  Landon,  or  Mrs.  Hemans ;  and  written  out  in  the  girlish 
hmod  of  the  owner  of  the  iMiok.  Brandon  lookinl  over  this  work 
a  good  deal  of  curiosity — for  he  contended,  always,  that  a 

11  £ 


66 


A   SHABBY   GENTEEL   STORY 


girl's  disposition  might  be  learned  fix>m  the  character  of  this 
museum  of  hers — and  found  here  several  sketches  by  Mr.  Fitch,  for 
which,  before  that  gentleman  had  declared  his  passion  for  her, 
Caroline  had  begged.  These  sketches  the  sentimental  painter  had 
iUustrated  with  poetry,  which,  I  must  confess,  Caroline  thought 
charming,  until  now,  when  Mr.  Brandon  took  occasion  to  point 
out  how  wretchedly  poor  the  verses  were  (as  indeed  was  the  fsud), 
and  to  parody  them  all.  He  was  not  unskilful  at  this  kind  of 
exercise,  and  at  the  drawing  of  caricatures,  and  had  soon  made  i 
dozen  of  both  parodies  and  drawings,  which  reflected  cruelly  upon 
the  person  and  the  talents  of  the  painter. 

What  now  did  this  wicked  Mr.  Brandon  do  ?  He,  in  the  first 
place,  drew  a  caricature  of  Fitch  ;  and,  secondly,  having  gone  to  a 
gardener's  near  the  town,  and  purchased  there  a  bunch  of  violets, 
he  presented  them  to  Miss  Caroline,  and  wrote  Mr.  Fitch's  own 
verses  before  given  into  her  album.  He  signed  them  with  hia 
own  initials,  and  thus  declared  open  war  with  the  painter. 


CHAPTER  VII 

fTHJCH  BRINGS  A  GREAT  NUMBER  OF  PEOPLE  TO 
MARGATE  BY  THE  STEAMBOAT 

THE  events  which  this  history  records  began  in  the  month 
of  February.  Time  had  now  passed,  and  April  had  arrived, 
and  with  it  that  festive  season  so  loved  by  schoolboys,  and 
called  the  Easter  holidays.  Not  only  schoolboys,  but  men,  profit 
by  this  period  of  leisure, — such  men,  especially,  as  have  just  come 
into  enjoyment  of  their  own  cups  and  saucers,  and  are  in  daily 
expectation  of  their  whiskers — college  men,  I  mean, — who  are 
persons  more  anxious  than  any  others  to  designate  themselves  and 
each  other  by  the  manly  title. 

Among  other  men,  then,  my  Lord  Viscount  Cinqbars,  of  Christ 
Church,  Oxon,  received  a  simi  of  money  to  pay  his  quarter's  bill, 
and  having  written  to  his  papa  that  he  was  busily  engaged  in 
reading  for  the  "  little-go,"  and  must,  therefore,  decline  the  delight 
ie  had  promised  himself  of  passing  the  vacation  at  Cinqbars  Hall, 
—and  having,  the  day  after  his  letter  was  despatched,  driven  to 
town  tandem  with  young  Tom  Tufthunt,  of  the  same  university, — 
ind  having  exhausted  the  pleasures  of  the  metropolis — the  theatres, 
the  Cider  Cellars,  the  Finish,  the  station-houses,  and  other  places 
*^hich  need  by  no  means  be  here  particularised, — Lord  Cinqbars, 
1  say,  growing  tired  of  London  at  the  end  of  ten  days,  quitted  the 
metropolis  somewhat  suddenly :  nor  did  he  pay  his  hotel  bill  at 
Long's  before  his  departure ;  but  he  left  that  document  in  possession 
*>f  the  landlord,  as  a  token  of  his  (my  Lord  Cinqbars')  confidence 
in  his  host. 

Tom  Tufthunt  went  with  my  Lord,  of  course  (although  of  an 
aristocratic  turn  in  politics,  Tom  loved  and  respected  a  lord  as  much 
as  any  democrat  in  England).  And  whither  do  you  think  this 
Worthy  pair  of  young  gentlemen  were  bound  ?  To  no  less  a  place 
tiian  Margate ;  for  Cinqbars  was  filled  with  a  longing  to  go  and  see 
^  old  friend  Brandon,  and  determined,  to  use  his  own  elegant 
vords,  "to  knock  the  old  buck  up." 

There  was  no  adventure  of  consequence  on  board  the  steamer 
^hich  brought   Lord  Cinqbars   and  his   friend   from    London   tp 
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Margate,  and  yery  few  passengers  besides.  A  wandeiing  Jew  or  two 
were  set  down  at  Gravesend;  the  Rev.  Mr.  WadEerbart,  and  six 
unhappy  little  pupils  whom  the  reverend  gentleman  had  poimced 
upon  in  London,  and  was  carrying  back  to  his  academy  near  Heme 
Bay ;  some  of  those  inevitable  persons  of  dubious  rank  who  aeem  to 
have  free  tickets,  and  always  eat  and  drink  hugely  with  the  captain; 
and  a  lady  and  her  party,  formed  the  whole  list  of  passengers. 

The  lady — a  very  &t  lady — had  evidently  just  returned  fixHn 
abroad.  Her  great  green  travelling  chariot  was  on  the  deck,  and 
on  all  her  imperials  were  pasted  fresh  large  bills,  with  the  words 
Inge's  British  Hotel,  Boulogne-sue-Meb  ;  for  it  is  the  custom 
of  that  worthy  gentleman  to  seize  upon  and  plaster  all  the  luggige 
of  his  guests  with  tickets,  on  which  his  name  and  reddenoe  are 
inscribed, — by  which  simple  means  he  keeps  himself  perpetually 
in  their  recollection,  and  brings  himself  to  the  notice  of  idl  other 
persons  who  are  in  the  habit  of  peering  at  their  fellow-paaDCDgciB' 
trunks,  to  find  out  their  names.  I  need  not  say  what  a  large 
dass  this  is. 

Well ;  this  fat  lady  had  a  courier,  a  tall  whiskered  man,  who 
spoke  all  languages,  looked  like  a  field-marshal,  went  by  the  ruune 
of  Donnerwetter,  and  rode  on  the  box;  a  French  maid.  Made- 
moiselle Augustine ;  and  a  little  black  page,  called  Saladin,  who  rode 
in  the  rumble.  Saladin's  whole  business  was  to  attend  a  wheezy 
£Eit  white  poodle,  who  usually  travelled  inside  with  his  mistress 
and  her  fidr  compagnon  de  voyage,  whose  name  was  Miss  Runt 
This  fat  lady  was  evidently  a  person  of  distinction.  During  the 
first  part  of  the  voyage,  on  a  windy  sunshiny  April  day,  she  paced 
the  deck  stoutly,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  poor  littie  Miss  Runt ;  and 
after  they  had  passed  Gravesend,  when  the  vessel  b^an  to  pitch  a 
good  deal,  retired  to  her  citadel,  the  travelling  chariot,  to  and  from 
which  the  steward,  the  stewardess,  and  the  whiskered  courier  were 
continually  running  with  supplies — of  sandwiches  first,  and  after- 
wards of  very  hot  brandy-and- water :  for  the  truth  must  be  told,  it 
was  rather  a  rough  afternoon,  and  the  poodle  was  sick;  Saladin 
was  as  bad;  the  French  maid,  like  all  French  maids,  was  outrage- 
ously iU ;  the  lady  herself  was  very  imwell  indeed ;  and  poor  dear 
sympathising  Runt  was  qualmish. 

"  Ah,  Runt ! "  would  the  fat  lady  say  in  the  intervals,  **  what  a 
thing  this  malady  de  mare  is  ?     Oh,  mong  jew  ;  Oh — oh ! " 

*'  It  is,  indeed,  dear  madam,"  said  Runt,  and  went  "  Oh— oh  ! " 
in  chorus. 

"  Ask  the  steward  if  we  are  near  Margate,  Runt."  And  Rant 
did,  and  asked  this  question  every  five  minutes,  as  people  do  on 
these  occasions. 


M 


«< 


A  SHABBY  GENTEEL  STORT       69 

**  Jmjf  Moodeur  Bonnerwetter  :  ally  dimandy  iing  pew  d'o  sho 
poor  nwftw • 

''St  do  Feau  do  fie  afec,  n'est-ce-baa,  MatameT'  said  Mr. 
Doniiei  wetter. 

"Wee,  wee,  comme  voue  vouly." 

And  Donnerwetter  knew  very  well  what  "  comme  vous  vouly  " 
and  brought  the  liquor  exactly  in  the  wished-for  state. 
Ah,  Runt,  Runt !   there's  something  even  worse  than  sea- 

Heigh-ho ! " 
Bear   dear    Marianne^   don't   flatter   yourself,"   cries   Runt, 
iqneesing  a  fiit  paw  of  her  fnend  and  patroness  between  her  own 
booy  fingers.     *'  Don't  agitate  your  nerves,  dear.     I  know  you're 
Diiaermble ;  but  haven't  you  got  a  friend  in  your  faithful  Runty  t " 

^  You're  a  good  creater,  that  you  are,"  said  the  fat  lady,  who 
•eeoied  herself  to  be  a  good-humoured  old  soul ;  **  and  I  don't  know 
what  I  should  have  done  without  you.     Heigh-ho !  " 

**  Cheer  up^  dear  !  you'll  be  happier  when  you  get  to  Mai^te : 
yott  know  you  will,"  cried  Runt,  very  knowingly. 

''  What  do  you  mean,  Elizabeth  ?  " 

**You  know  very  well,  dear  Marianne.  I  mean  that  there's 
some  one  there  will  make  you  happy ;  though  he's  a  nasty  wretch, 
that  be  is,  to  have  treated  my  darling  beautiful  Marianne  so." 

*'  Runt,  Runt,  don't  abuse  that  best  of  men.  Don't  call  me 
beautiful — I'm  not.  Runt ;  I  have  been,  but  I  ain't  now  ;  and  oh  ! 
DO  woman  in  the  world  is  assy  bong  poor  lui." 

**  But  an  angel  is ;  and  you  are,  as  you  always  was,  an  angel, 
— as  good  as  an  angel,  as  kind  as  an  angel,  as  beautiful  as  one." 

''Ally  dong,"  said  her  companion,  giving  her  a  push;  "you 
flatter  me,  Runt,  you  know  you  do." 

^  May  I  be  struck  down  dead  if  I  <lon't  say  the  truth  ;  and  if 
he  refuses  you,  as  he  did  at  Rome, — that  is,  after  all  his  attentions 
and  TOWS,  he's  faithless  to  you, — I  say  he's  a  wretch,  that  he  is ; 
and  I  will  say  he's  a  wretch,  and  he  is  a  wretch— a  nasty  wicked 
wpctrh!" 

**  Eliabeth,  if  yon  say  that,  you'll  break  my  heart,  you  will ! 
Vous  casserez  mong  pover  cure."  But  Elizabeth  swore,  on  the 
eootrary,  that  she  would  die  for  her  Marianne,  which  consoled  the 
(at  lady  a  little. 

A  great  deal  more  of  this  kind  of  conversation  took  place  during 
the  voyage ;  but  as  it  occurred  inside  a  carriage,  so  that  to  hear  it 
was  very  difficult,  and  as  possibly  it  was  not  of  that  edifying  nature 
which  would  induce  the  reader  to  relish  many  cha))tcr8  of  it,  we 
ahall  give  no  further  account  of  the  ladies'  talk  :  Huifice  it  to  say,  that 
about  half-past  four  o'clock  the  journey  ended  by  the  vessel  bring- 
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ing  up  at  Margate  Pier.  The  passengers  poured  forth,  and  hied 
to  their  respective  homes  or  inns.  My  Lord  Ginqbais  and  his 
companion  (of  whom  we  hare  said  nothing,  as  they  on  their  sides 
had  scarcely  spoken  a  word  the  whole  way,  except  ''deace-aoe," 
" quater-tray,"  ''sizes,"  and  so  on, — ^being  occupied  ceaselessly  in 
drinking  bottled  stout  and  plajdng  backgammon)  ordered  their 
luggage  to  be  conveyed  to  ''  Wright's  Hotel,"  whither  the  &t  lady 
and  suite  followed  them.  The  house  was  vacant,  and  the  best 
rooms  in  it  were  placed,  of  course,  at  the  service  of  the  new  comers. 
The  &t  lady  sailed  out  of  her  bedroom  towards  her  saloon  just  as 
Lord  Cinqbars,  cigar  in  mouth,  was  swaggering  out  of  his  parlour. 
They  met  in  the  passage ;  when,  to  the  young  lord's  surprise,  the 
£Eit  lady  dropped  him  a  low  curtsey  and  said — 

''  Munseer  le  Vecomte  de  Cinqbars,  sharmy  de  vous  voir.  Yous 
Yous  rappelez  de  mwaw,  n'est-ce-pas  t  Je  vous  ai  vew  k  Rome — 
shay  Fambassadure,  vous  savy." 

Lord  Cinqbars  stared  her  in  the  face,  and  pushed  by  her  with- 
out a  word,  leaving  the  fat  lady  rather  disconcerted. 

"  Well,  Runt,  I'm  sure,"  said  she,  "  he  need  not  be  so  prond ; 
IVe  met  him  twenty  times  at  Rome,  when  he  was  a  young  chap 
with  his  tutor." 

"Who  the  devil  can  that  fat  foreigner  be?"  mused  Lord 
Cinqbars.  ''  Hang  her,  I've  seen  her  somewhere ;  but  I'm  cursed 
if  I  understand  a  word  of  her  jabber."  And  so,  dismissing  the 
subject,  he  walked  on  to  Brandon's. 

*'  Dang  it,  it's  a  strange  thing ! "  said  the  landlord  of  the  hotel  ; 
''but  both  my  Lord  and  the  fat  woman  in  Number  Nine  have 
asked  their  way  to  Mother  Crann's  lodging," — for  so  did  he  dare  to 
call  that  respectable  woman  ! 

It  was  true :  as  soon  as  Number  Nine  had  eaten  her  dinner, 
she  asked  the  question  mentioned  by  the  landlord;  and,  as  this 
meal  occupied  a  considerable  time,  the  shades  of  evening  had  by 
this  time  Mien  upon  the  quiet  city  ;  the  silver  moon  lighted  up  the 
bay,  and,  supported  by  a  numerous  and  well-appointed  train  of  gas- 
lamps,  illuminated  the  streets  of  a  town, — of  autunm  eves  so 
crowded  and  so  gay ;  of  gusty  April  nights  so  desolate.  At  this 
stiU  hour  (it  might  be  half-past  seven)  two  ladies  passed  the  gates 
of  "Wright's  Hotel,"  "in  shrouding  mantle  wrapped,  and  velvet 
cap."  Up  the  deserted  High  Street  toiled  they,  by  gaping  rows 
of  empty  bathing-houses,  by  melancholy  Jolly's  French  basaar,  by 
mouldy  pastrycooks,  blank  reading-rooms,  by  fishmongers  who  never 
sold  a  fiish,  mercers  who  vended  not  a  yard  of  ribbon — ^because,  as 
yet,  the  season  was  not  come, — and  Jews  and  Cockneys  still 
remained  in  town.     At  High  Street's  comer,   near  to  Hawley 
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Squwey  th^  paased  the  house  of  Mr.  Fincham,  chemist,  who  doth 
not  only  healthfiil  drugs  supply,  but  likewise  sells  cigars — the 
wont  dgara  that  ever  mortal  man  gave  threepence  for. 

Up  to  this  point,  I  say,  I  have  had  a  right  to  accompany  the 

hX  hdj  and  Miss  Runt;  but  whether,  on  arriving  at  Mr.  Fincham's, 

they  turned  to  the  left,  in  the  direction  of  the  '*  Royal  Hotel,"  or 

to  the  ri|^t^  by  the  beach,  the  bathing-machines,  and  queer  rickety 

old  row  of  houses,  called  Buenos  Ayres,  no  power  on  earth  shall 

mdnce  me  to  say ;  suffice  it,  they  went  to  Mrs.   Gann's.     Why 

ihould  we  set  all  the  world  gadding  to  a  particular  street,  to  know 

where  that  lady  lives  ?     They  arrived  before  that  lady's  house  at 

•boat  eight  o'clock.     Every  house  in  the  street  had  bills  on  it 

cxoq>t  hers  (bitter  mockery,  as  if  anybody  came  down  at  Easter !), 

tnd  at  Mrs.  Gann's  house  there  was  a  light  in  the  garret,  and 

toother  in  the  two-pair  front     I  believe  I  have  not  mentioned 

before,  that  all  the  front  windows  were  bow  or  bay  windows ;  but 

K)  much  the  reader  may  know. 

The  two  ladies,  who  had  walked  so  far,  examined  wistfully  the 
plite  on  the  door,  stood  on  the  steps  for  a  short  time,  retreated, 
ud  convened  with  one  another. 

"  Oh,  Runty  ! "  said  the  stouter  of  the  two,  "  he*s  here — I 
boir  he*s  here,  mong  cure  le  dee — my  heart  tells  me  so."  And 
the  put  a  large  hand  upon  a  place  on  her  left  side,  where  there 
once  had  been  a  waist. 

"Do  you  think  he  looks  front  or  back,  dear?"  asked  Runt 
**Fnfm  he's  not  at  home." 

"  That — that's  his  croisy,"  said  the  stout  person ;  "  I  know 
it  is;"  and  she  pointed  with  instinctive  justice  to  the  two-pair. 
**  Ecoaty ! "  she  added,  "  he's  coming ;  there's  some  one  at  that 
window.     Oh,  mong  jew,  mong  jew  !  c'est  Andr^  c'est  lui ! " 

The  moon  was  shining  full  on  the  face  of  the  bow-windows  of 
Mn.  Gann's  house ;  and  the  two  fiiir  spies,  who  were  watching  on 
the  other  side,  were,  in  consequence,  completely  in  shadow.  As 
the  lady  said,  a  dark  form  was  seen  in  the  two-[)air  front ;  it  paced 
the  nxnn  for  a  while,  for  no  blinds  were  drawn.  It  then  flung 
itself  OD  a  chair ;  its  head  on  its  hands  ;  it  then  began  to  boat  its 
brows  wildly,  and  paced  the  ntom  again.  Ah  !  how  the  &t  lady's 
heart  throbbed  as  she  looko<i  at  all  this ! 

She  gave  a  piercing  shriek — almost  fidnted !  and  little  Runt's 
knees  trembled  under  her,  as  with  all  her  might  she  supporteti,  or 
nUhcr  pushed  up,  the  falling  figure  of  her  stout  patroness, — who 
Bmw  at  that  instant  Fitch  come  to  the  candle  with  an  immense 
pistol  in  his  hand,  and  )dvo  a  most  horrible  grin  as  he  looked  at  it 
and  clasped  it  to  his  breast 
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''Unhand  me,  Runt;  he's  going  to  kill  himself!  It's  for  me! 
I  know  it  is — I  will  go  to  him !  Andrea,  my  Andrea ! "  And  the 
fat  lady  was  pushing  for  the  opposite  side  of  ^e  way,  when  suddenly 
the  second-floor  window  went  cbittering  np,  and  Fitch's  pale  head 
was  thrust  out 

He  had  heard  a  scream,  and  had  possibly  been  induced  to  open 
the  window  in  consequence ;  but  by  the  time  he  had  opened  it  he 
had  forgotten  everything,  and  put  his  head  vacantly  out  of  the 
window,  and  gazed,  the  moon  shining  cold  on  his  pale  features. 

'*  Pallid  horb ! "  said  Fitch,  '*  shall  I  ever  see  thy  light  again  f 
Will  another  night  see  me  on  this  hearth,  or  view  me,  stark  and 
cold,  a  lifeless  corpse  1 "  He  took  his  pistol  up,  and  slowly  aimed 
it  at  a  chimney-pot  opposite.  Fancy  the  &t  lady's  sensations,  as 
she  beheld  her  lover  standing  in  the  moonlight,  and  exercising  this 
deadly  weapon. 

"  Make  ready — present — fire  ! "  shouted  Fitch,  and  did  in- 
stantaneously, not  fire  off,  but  lower  his  weapon.  ''The  bolt  of 
death  is  sped  ! "  continued  he,  clapping  his  hand  on  his  side.  "  The 
poor  painter's  life  is  over  !     Caroline,  Caroline,  I  die  for  thee ! " 

''  Runt,  Runt,  I  told  you  so  ! ''  shrieked  the  fat  lady.     "  He  i& 
dying  for  me,  and  Caroline's  my  second  name." 

What  the  fat  lady  would  have  done  more,  I  can't  say ;  for 
Fitch,  disturbed  out  of  his  reverie  by  her  talking  below,  looked  out, 
frowning  vacantly,  and  saying,  "  Ulloh  !  we've  hinterlopers  'ere ! " 
suddenly  banged  down  the  window,  and  pulled  down  the  blinds. 

This  gave  a  check  to  the  fat  lady's  projected  rush,  and  discon- 
certed her  a  little.  But  she  was  consoled  by  Miss  Runt,  promised 
to  return  on  the  morrow,  and  went  home  happy  in  the  idea  tint 
her  Andrea  was  faithful  to  her. 

Alas,  poor  fat  lady  !  little  did  you  know  the  truth.  It  wu 
Caroline  Cann  Fitch  was  raving  about ;  and  it  was  a  part  of  his 
last  letter  to  her,  to  be  delivered  after  his  death,  that  he  was  spoat- 
ing  out  of  the  window. 

Was  the  crazy  painter  goin,!^  to  fight  a  duel,  or  was  he  going  to 
kill  himself  ?     This  will  be  explained  in  the  next  chapter. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

WHICH  TREATS  OF  WAR  AND  LOVE,  AND  MANY  THINGS 
THAT  ARE  NOT  TO  BE  UNDERSTOOD  IN  CHAP.  VII. 

FITCH*S  verses,  inserted  in  a  previous  chapter  of  this  story 
(and  of  which  lines,  by  the  way,  the  printer  managed  to 
make  still  greater  nonsense  than  the  ingenious  bard  ever 
<i^pied),  had  been  composed  many  years  before ;  and  it  was  with 
Bo  unall  trouble  and  thought  that  the  young  painter  called  the 
IKater  {lart  of  them  to  memory  again,  and  fiirbished  up  a  copy  for 
^^loline's  album.  Unlike  the  love  of  most  men,  Andrea's  passion 
^u  not  chancterised  by  jealousy  and  watchfulness,  otherwise  he 
^oqM  not  have  fidled  to  perceive  certain  tokens  of  intelligence 
Puiing  from  time  to  time  between  Caroline  and  Brandon,  and  the 
^fs  evident  coldness  to  himself.  The  fact  is,  the  painter  was  in 
W  with  being  in  love, — entirely  absorbed  in  the  consideration  of 
the  het  that  he,  Andrea  Fitch,  was  at  last  enamoure<l,  and  he  did 
kft  min<l  his  mistress  much  more  than  Don  Quixote  did  Dulcinea 
iel  Toboflo. 

Having  rubbed  up  his  verses,  then,  and  designed  a  pretty  em- 
lematical  outline  which  was  to  surround  them,  representing  an 
tmbeKjue  of  violets,  dewdrojis,  fairies,  and  other  objects,  he  came 
own  one  morning,  drawing  in  hand ;  and  having  infonncHi  Caroline, 
ho  was  sitting  very  melancholy  in  the  imrlour,  preoccupied,  with 
pale  fiiee  and  reel  eyes,  and  not  caring  twojicnce  for  the  finest 
rawing  in  the  world, — having  informed  her  that  he  was  going  to 
ake  in  her  halbum  a  humble  hoffering  of  his  hart,  poor  Fitch  was 
st  on  the  fioint  of  sticking  in  the  <irawing  with  gum,  as  painters 
mw  very  well  how  to  do,  when  his  eye  liglited  upon  a  page  of  the 
bum,  in  which  nestled  a  few  drie<l  violets  and—  his  own  verses, 
^e«l  with  the  name  of  (icorKc  Brandon. 

'*  Miss  Caroline — Miss  Gann,  mam  ! "  shrieked  Fitch,  in  a  tone 
voice  which  ma<le  the  younj?  lady  stjirt  out  of  a  profound  reverie, 
id  cry  nervously,—  "  What  in  Hwiven  is  tlie  matter  ? " 

**  These  verses,  madam — a  faded  violet — word  for  wonl,  gracious 
ivens !  every  word  ! "  roarwl  Fitch,  advancing  with  the  Innik. 

She  looked  at  him  rather  vacantly,  and  as  the  violets  caught 
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her  eye,  put  out  her  hand,  and  took  them.     ''Do  yoa  knoiw  the 
hawthor,  Miss  Gann,  of  *  The  Faded  Violets '  ?  " 

"Author]  Oh  yes;  they  are — they  are  George's!"  She 
burst  into  tears  as  she  said  that  word;  and,  pulling  the  little 
fiuied  flowers  to  pieces,  went  sobbing  out  of  the  room. 

Dear  dear  little  Caroline  !  she  has  only  been  in  love  two  monthfl, 
and  is  already  beginning  to  feel  the  woes  of  it ! 

It  cannot  be  from  want  of  experience — for  I  have  felt  the  noble 
passion  of  love  many  times  these  forty  years,  since  I  was  a  boy 
of  twelve  (by  which  the  reader  may  form  a  pretty  good  guess  ci 
my  age), — it  cannot  be,  I  say,  &om  want  of  experience  that  I 
am  unable  to  describe,  step  by  step,  the  progress  of  a  love  affiur ; 
nay,  I  am  perfectly  certain  that  I  could,  if  I  chose,  make  a  most 
astonishing  and  heartrending  liber  amorts;  but,  nevertheless,  I 
always  feel  a  vast  repugnance  to  the  following  out  of  a  subject 
of  this  kind,  which  I  attribute  to  a  natural  diffidence  and  sense 
of  shame  that  prevent  me  from  enlarging  on  a  theme  that  has 
in  it  something  sacred — certain  arcana  which  an  honest  maD, 
although  initiated  into  them,  should  not  divulge. 

If  such  coy  scruples  and  blushing  delicacy  prevent  one  from 
passing  the  threshold  even  of  an  honourable  love,  and  setting  down, 
at  so  many  guineas  or  shillings  per  page,  the  pious  emotions  and 
tendernesses  of  two  persons  chastely  and  legally  engaged  in  sighing, 
ogling,  hand-squeezing,  kissing,  and  so  forth  (for  with  such  outward 
signs  I  believe  that  the  passion  of  love  is  expressed),  if  a  man  feel, 
I  say,  squeamish  about  describing  an  innocent  love,  he  is  douUy 
disinclined  te  describe  a  guilty  one ;  and  I  have  always  felt  a 
kind  of  loathing  for  the  skill  of  such  geniuses  as  Rousseau  or 
Richardson,  who  could  paint  with  such  painful  accuracy  aU  the 
struggles  and  woes  of  H^oise  and  Clarissa, — all  the  wicked  arts 
and  triumphs  of  such  scoundrels  as  Lovelace. 

We  have  in  this  history  a  scoundrelly  Lovelace  in  the  persoo 
going  by  the  name  of  George  Brandon,  and  a  dear,  tender,  innocent, 
yielding  creature  on  whom  he  is  practising  lus  infernal  skill ;  and 
whether  the  public  feel  any  sympathy  for  her  or  not,  the  writer 
can  only  say,  for  his  part,  that  he  heartily  loves  and  respects  poor 
little  Caroline,  and  is  quite  unwilling  te  enter  into  any  of  the  dow, 
painful,  wicked  details  of  the  courtship  which  passed  between  her 
and  her  lover. 

Not  that  there  was  any  wickedness  on  her  side,  poor  girl !  w 
that  she  did  anything  but  follow  the  natural  and  beautiful  impulseB 
of  an  honest  little  female  heart,  that  leads  it  to  trust  and  love  and 
worship  a  being  of  the  other  sex  whom  the  eager  fiuicy  invests 
with   all  sorts  of  attributes  of  superiority.     There  was  no  wild 
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conceited  tale  that  Brandon  told  Caroline  which  she  did  not  believe, 
— no  Tirtue  which  she  could  conceive  or  hiul  rewl  of  in  iiovtla  with 
vhicb  she  did  not  endow  luiii.  Many  long  talks  hod  they,  and 
many  sweet  stolen  tn(«mew3,  during  the  ]>eriodB  in  whicii  Caroline's 
father  and  mother  were  away  making  lueny  at  the  bouse  of  their 
■un-in-Uw ;  and  while  abe  was  left  under  the  care  of  ber  virtus 
and  of  Becky  the  maid.  Indeed,  it  was  a  hiessing  that  the  latter 
wu  left  in  the  joint  guardianship.  Pur  Becky,  who  hail  such  on 
ihsurd  opinion  of  her  young  lady's  merits  lut  to  lancy  that  she 
me  a  fit  wife  for  an;  gentleman  of  the  lanil,  and  that  any  gentle- 
man mi^t  be  charmed  and  fall  in  love  with  )ier,  had  some  iustitict, 
<>r  possilily  some  experience,  as  to  the  passions  and  errors  of  youth, 
^ad  warned  Caroline  accordingly.  "  If  he's  reaUj  in  love,  miss,  and 
I  think  he  be,  he'll  marry  you  ;  if  he  won't  marry  you,  he's  a  rascal, 
md  you're  too  good  for  him,  and  must  have  nothing  to  do  with 
iiun."  To  which  Caroline  replieil,  that  she  was  sure  Mr.  Brandon 
laa  the  most  angeliC',  high -principled  of  human  beings,  and  that  she 
WM  sure  bis  intentions  were  of  tbe  most  honourable  description. 

We  have  before  described  what  Mr.  Brandon's  character  was. 
He  was  not  a  man  of  honourable  intentions  at  all.  But  he  was 
■1  gentleman  of  so  excessively  eager  a  temperament,  that  if  properly 
rcwsted  by  a  practised  coquette,  or  by  a  woman  of  strong  principles, 
he  would  sacrifice  anything  to  obtain  his  ends, — nay,  marry  to 
ohttin  them ;  and,  considering  bis  disposition,  it  is  otdy  a  wonder 
that  be  bad  not  been  married  a  great  number  of  times  already  ;  for 
be  bad  been  in  love  perpetually  since  bis  seventeenth  year.  By 
»hich  the  reailer  may  pretty  well  appreciate  the  virtue  or  the 
pnalence  of  the  ladies  with  whom  hitherto  our  inflammable  young 
^tleman  had  had  to  do. 

The  friiit,  then,  of  all  his  stolen  interviews,  of  all  his  proyere, 
tiiws,  and  protestations  to  Caroline,  had  been  only  this, — that  she 
Wed  him ;  but  loved  htm  aa  an  honest  girl  should,  and  was  ready 
to  go  to  tbe  altar  with  him  when  he  chose.  He  talked  about 
"i  &mily,  bis  peculiar  drcumstances,  his  proud  father's  curse. 
1e  Caroline  only  aigbed,  and  said  ber  dearest  George  must  wait 
il  he  could  obtain  his  parent's  consent  When  pressed  harder, 
i  would  burst  into  tears,  and  wonder  how  one  so  good  and 
kctiooate  as  he  coidd  propose  to  her  anything  unworthy  of  them 
|htb.  It  is  clear  to  sfe  that  the  young  lady  bad  read  a  vast 
uuber  of  novels,  and  knew  something  of  the  nature  of  love  i 
d  that  she  had  a  good  principle  and  honesty  of  her  own,  which 
It  her  lover's  echemea  at  nuight ;  indeed,  she  hod  both  these 
Mfantages, — her  education,  such  as  it  was,  having  given  her  the 
"^  Ci  sod  her  buneat  nature  baving  endowed  her  with  the  other^ 
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On  the  day  when  Fitch  came  down  to  Caroline  with  his  Tenes, 
Bnmdon  had  pressed  these  unworthy  propoeitionB  upcm  her.  She 
had  torn  herself  violently  away  from  him,  and  rashed  to  the  door; 
but  the  poor  little  thing  fell  before  she  conld  reach  it^  screaming 
in  a  fit  of  hysterics,  which  brought  Becky  to  her  aid,  and  caosed 
Brandon  to  leave  her,  abashed.  He  went  out;  she  watched  him 
go,  and  stole  up  into  his  room,  and  laid  on  his  taUe  the  first  l^ter 
she  had  ever  written  to  him.  It  was  written  in  pendl,  in  a  trem- 
bling schoolgirl  hand,  and  contained  simply  the  following  woxda : — 

"  Greoige,  you  have  almost  broken  my  heart  Leave  me  if  yoo 
will,  and  if  you  dare  not  act  like  an  honest  man.  If  ever  you 
speak  to  me  so  again  a9  you  did  this  morning,  I  declare  aolemiily 
before  Heaven,  I  will  take  poison.  G." 

Indeed,  the  poor  thing  had  read  romances  to  aome  prnpooe; 
without  them,  it  is  probable,  she  never  would  have  thought  of 
such  a  means  of  escape  from  a  lover's  persecutions ;  and  there  wis 
something  in  the  girFs  character  that  made  Brandcm  feel  sure  that 
she  would  keep  her  promise.  How  the  words  agitated  him !  He 
felt  a  violent  mixture  of  raging  disappointment  and  admiiatioii, 
and  loved  the  girl  ten  thousand  times  more  than  ever. 

Mr.  Brandon  had  scarcely  finished  the  reading  of  this  document, 
and  was  yet  agitated  by  the  various  passions  which  the  perusal  of 
it  created,  when  the  door  of  his  apartment  was  violently  flung  opea, 
and  some  one  came  in.  Brandon  started,  and  turned  round,  with  a 
kind  of  dread  that  Caroline  had  already  executed  her  threat,  and 
that  a  messenger  was  come  to  inform  him  of  her  death.  Mr. 
Andrea  Fitch  was  the  iutnider.  His  hat  was  on — his  eyes  wope 
glaring ;  and  if  the  beards  of  men  did  stand  on  end  anywhere  but 
in  poems  and  romances,  his,  no  doubt,  would  have  formed  round 
his  countenance  a  bristling  auburn  halo.  As  it  was,  Fitch  only 
looked  astonishingly  fierce,  as  he  stalked  up  to  the  table,  his  hands 
behind  his  back.  When  he  had  arrived  at  this  barrier  between 
himself  and  Mr.  Brandon,  he  stopped,  and,  speechless,  stared  that 
gentleman  in  the  face. 

"May  I  beg,  Mr.  Fitch,  to  know  what  has  procured  me  the 
honour  of  this  visit  ? "  exclaimed  Mr.  Brandon,  after  a  brief  pause 
of  wonder. 

"  Honour ! — ha,  ha,  ha  ! ''  growled  Mr.  Fitch,  in  a  most  sardonic, 
discordant  way — **  honour  I " 

''  Well,  sir,  honour  or  no  honour,  I  can  tell  you,  mj  good  man, 
it  certainly  is  no  pleasure ! "  said  Brandon  testily.  "  In  pbin 
English,  then,  what  the  devil  has  brought  you  here  I " 
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Fiteh  plmnpcii  the  album  down  on  the  table  close  to  Mr, 
Bnndoo's  nose,  anii  said,  "  Tluit  has  brought  me,  sir — that 
hdbum,  sir ;  or,  I  ask  yottr  panloD,  that  a — album — ha,  ha,  ha !  " 

"  Oh,  I  Bee ! "  Eaid  Mr.  Brandon,  who  could  not  refnun  from 
\  tmile.  "  It  was  a  cruel  trick  of  mine,  Fitch,  to  rab  jou  of  your 
tbibcb;  but  all's  fair  in  love." 

"  f^tch,  air  !  don't  Fitch  me,  sir  I  I  wish  to  be  hintiniate  honly 
*ith  men  uf  h-houour,  not  with  forgers,  air ;  not  with  'artleBS 
rniscreants !  Miscreanta,  at,  I  repeat ;  vipers,  sir ;  b-b-b-black- 
guairls,  air ! " 

"  Blackguards,  sir  ! "  roared  Mr.  Brandon,  bouncing  up  ;  "  black- 
j^tiards,  you  dirty  cockney  mountet>ank !  Quit  tlie  room,  sir,  or 
1 II  fling  you  out  of  the  window !  " 

"Will  you,  sirl  try,  sir;  I  wish  you  may  get  it,  air.  I'm  a 
hartist,  sir,  and  as  good  a  man  ae  you.     Miscreant,  forger,  traitor, 

And  Mr.  Brandon  v^ould  have  come  on,  but  for  the  circumstaDce 
that  deterred  him ;  and  this  waa,  that  Mr,  Fiteh  lirew  from  his 
bosom  a  long,  sharp,  shining,  waving  poniard  of  the  middle  ages, 
that  formed  a  part  of  his  artistical  properties,  and  with  which  he 
bad  armed  himself  for  this  encounter. 

"  Come  on,  sir !  "  shrieked  Fitch,  brandishing  this  fearful  wespon. 
"  Lay  a  finjier  on  me,  and  I  bury  this  blade  in  your  treacherous  'art. 
Ha  I  do  you  tremble  1 " 

Indeed,  the  aristocratie  Mr.  Brandon  turned  somewhat  pale, 
"  Well,  well,"  said  he,  "what  do  you  wanti     Do  you  suppose 
I  ani  to  be  bullied  by  your  absurd  melodramatic  airs  !    It  was,  after 
)li,  but  a  joke,  w,  and  I  am  sorry  that  it  baa  ofiended  you.     Can 
I  say  xarm  1— What  Rhall  I  do  T 

"  YoQ  ahall  hapologise ;  not  only  to  me,  sir,  but  you  ahall 
Ml  MisH  Caroline,  in  my  presence,  that  you  atole  those  verses  from 
iu«,  and  used  them  quite  unauthoriBc<l  by  me." 

Look  yon,  Mr.  Fitch,  I  will  make  you  another  set  of  versea 
ite  as  good,  if  you  like  ;  but  what  you  aak  ia  impoB«ible." 

I  will  'astcn  myself,  then,  to  Miss  Caroline,  and  acquaint  hor 
;h  your  dastardly  forgery,  sir.     I  will  hopen  her  heyes,  sir ! " 
"  lu  may  hopen  her  heyes,  as  you  call  them,  if  you  please  : 
'iJt  I  tell  you  fairly,  that  the  young  lady  will  credit  irje  rather 
'ban  yuii ;  and  if  you  swear  ever  so  much  that  the  verses  are  youre, 

I  inuat  say  that " 

"Say  what,  sir?" 

"  Say  that  you  lie,  sir ! "  said  Mr.  Brandon,  stamping  on  the 
Snniuil.  •'  11]  make  you  other  verses,  I  repeat ;  but  this  ia  all  I 
■^an  do,  and  now  go  about  your  busineaa  ! " 
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'*  Curse  your  verseB,  sir !  liar  and  forger  yourself !  Hare  yon  a 
coward  as  well,  sirt  A  coward !  yes,  I  belieye  you  are ;  or  will  yon 
meet  me  to-morrow  morning  like  a  man,  and  give  me  satis&ction  for 
this  hinfiunous  hinsult  I " 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Brandon,  with  the  utmost  stateHness  and  sooni, 
"  if  you  wish  to  murder  me  as  you  do  the  King's  English,  I  won't 
hanlk  you.  Although  a  man  of  my  rank  is  not  called  upon  to  meet 
a  blackguard  of  your  condition,  I  will,  nevertheless,  grant  you  your 
wilL  But  have  a  care ;  by  heavens,  I  won't  spare  you,  and  I  can 
hit  an  ace  of  hearts  at  twenty  paces  ! " 

*'Two  can  play  at  that,"  said  Mr.  Fitch  calmly;  "and  if  I 
can't  hit  a  hace  of  'arts  at  twenty  paces,  I  can  hit  a  man  at  twelve, 
and  to-morrow  111  try."  With  which,  giving  Mr.  Brandon  a  look 
of  the  highest  contempt,  the  young  painter  left  the  roouL 

What  were  Mr.  Brandon's  thoughts  as  his  antagonist  left  him  1 
Strange  to  say,  rather  agreeable.  He  had  much  too  great  a  con- 
tempt for  Fitch  to  suppose  that  so  low  a  fellow  would  ever  think 
seriously  of  fighting  him,  and  reasoned  with  himself  thus : — 

"  This  Fitch,  I  know,  will  go  off  to  Caroline,  tell  her  the  wh<rfe 
transaction,  frighten  her  with  the  tale  of  a  duel,  and  then  she  and 
I  shall  have  a  scene.  I  will  tell  her  the  truth  about  those  infernal 
verses,  menace  death,  blood,  and  danger,  and  then " 

Here  he  fell  back  into  a  charming  reverie ;  the  wily  fellow  knew 
what  power  such  a  circumstance  would  give  him  over  a  poor  weak 
girl,  who  would  do  anything  rather  than  that  her  beloved  should 
risk  his  life.  And  with  this  dastardly  speculation  as  to  the  price 
he  should  ask  for  refraining  from  meeting  Fitch,  he  was  entertaining 
himself;  when,  much  to  his  annoyance,  that  gentleman  again  came 
into  the  room. 

"  Mr.  Brandon,"  said  he,  '*  you  have  insulted  me  in  the  grossest 
and  cruellest  way." 

"  Well,  sir,  are  you  come  to  apologise  t "  said  Brandon  sneerin^y. 

"  No,  I'm  not  come  to  apologise,  Mr.  Aristocrat :  it's  past  that 
I'm  come  to  say  this,  sir,  that  I  take  you  for  a  coward ;  and  that^ 
unless  you  will  give  me  your  solemn  word  of  honour  not  to  mention 
a  word  of  this  quarrel  to  Miss  Cann,  which  might  prevent  our 
meeting,  I  will  never  leave  you  till  we  do  fight ! " 

"  This  is  outrageous,  sir !  Leave  the  room,  or  by  heavens  Fll 
not  meet  you  at  all ! " 

"Heasv,  sir;  easy,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  can  force  you  to 
that ! " 

"And  how,  pray,  sir?" 

"  Why,  in  the  first  place,  here's  a  stick,  and  Fll  'orsewhip  you  1 
and  here  are  a  pair  of  pistols,  and  we  can  fight  now  ! " 
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^WeD,  nr,  I  giTe  ycm  my  honour/'  said  Mr.  BrandoDy  in  a 
diaboliGal  nge;  and  added,  "111  meet  you  to-morrow,  not  now; 
and  you  need  not  be  afraid  that  I'll  miss  you ! " 

*'Hadew,  air,"  said  the  chivalrous  little  Fitch;  "bon  giomo, 
■ir,  aa  we  med  to  say  at  Rome."  And  so,  for  the  second  time,  he 
left  Mr.  Brandon,  who  did  not  like  very  well  the  extraordinary 
oounge  he  had  displayed. 

*'What  the  deuce  has  exasperated  the  fellow  so?"  thought 
Bruidon. 

Why,  in  the  first  place,  he  had  crossed  Fitch  in  love ;  and,  in 
the  second,  he  had  sneered  at  his  pronunciation  and  his  gentility, 
lod  Fitch's  little  soul  was  in  a  fury  which  nothing  but  blood  would 
lUay  :  he  was  determined,  for  the  sake  of  his  hart  and  his  lady,  to 
bring  this  proud  champion  down. 

So  Brandon  was  at  last  left  to  his  cogitations  :  when,  confusion ! 
about  fire  o'clock  came  another  knock  at  his  door. 

"  Gome  in  ! "  growled  the  owner  of  the  lodgings. 

A  sallow,  blear-eyed,  rickety,  undersized  creature,  tottering 
Ufion  a  pair  of  high-heeled  lacquered  boots,  and  supporting  himself 
upon  an  immense  gold-knobbed  cane,  entered  the  room  with  his  hat 
00  one  side  and  a  jaunty  air.  It  was  a  white  hat  with  a  broad 
brim,  and  under  it  fell  a  great  deal  of  greasy  lank  hair  that  shrouded 
the  cheek-bones  of  the  wearer.  The  little  man  had  no  beard  to  his 
rhin,  appeared  about  twenty  years  of  ago,  and  might  weigh,  stick 
and  all,  some  seren  stone.  If  you  wish  to  know  how  this  exquisite 
was  dressed,  I  have  the  [ileasure  to  inform  you  that  he  wore  a  great 
sky-blue  embroidered  satin  stock,  in  the  which  figured  a  carbuncle 
that  looked  like  a  lambent  gooseberry.  He  had  a  shawl- waistcoat 
of  many  colours ;  a  pair  of  loose  blue  trousers,  neatly  strapped  to 
show  his  little  feet :  a  bn>wn  cutaway  coat  with  brass  buttons,  that 
fitted  tight  round  a  spider  waist ;  and  over  all  a  white  or  drab 
surtoot,  with  a  sable  collar  and  cuffs,  from  which  latter  on  each 
hand  peeped  five  little  fingers  covered  with  lemon -coloured  kid 
gloves.  One  of  these  hands  he  held  constantly  to  his  little  chest : 
and,  with  a  hoarse  thin  voice,  he  pipe<i  out — 

**  Oeorge  my  buck !  how  goes  it  7 " 

We  have  been  thus  particular  in  our  description  of  the  costume 
of  this  individual  (whose  inwani  man  strongly  corresponded  with 
hiA  manly  and  agreeable  exterior)  because  he  was  the  jterpon  whom 
Mr.  Brandon  most  respected  in  the  workl. 

'*  CiNQBARs  ! "  exclaimed  our  hero :  "  why,  what  the  deuce  has 
brought  you  to  Margate  ? " 

'*  Fwendship,  my  old  cock ! "  said  the  Honourable  Augustus 
Frederick  Ringwood,  commonly  called  Viscount  Cinc^bars,  for  indeed 
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it  was  he.  "  Fwendship  and  the  City  of  Canterhinri/  steamer ! "  and 
herewith  his  Lordship  hehl  out  his  right-hand  forefinger  to  Brandon, 
who  enclosed  it  most  cordially  in  all  his.  ^*  Wathn't  it  good  of  me, 
now,  G^rge,  to  come  down  and  conthole  you  in  thith  curthcd 
thtupid  place — hay  now  ? ''  said  my  Lord,  after  these  8alutatioii& 

Brandon  swore  he  was  very  glad  to  see  him,  which  was  very 
true,  for  he  had  no  sooner  set  his  eyes  upon  his  Lordship,  than  he 
had  determined  to  borrow  as  much  money  from  him  as  evfx  he 
could  induce  the  young  nobleman  to  part  with. 

''  I'll  tell  you  how  it  wath,  my  boy :  you  thee  I  waUi  thtopping 
at  Long'th,  when  I  found,  by  Jove,  that  the  governor  wath  eome 
to  town !  Cuth  me  if  I  didn't  meet  the  infamal  old  &niily  <iwig, 
with  my  mother,  thithterth,  and  all,  ath  I  wath  dwiving  a  hade- 
cab  with  Polly  Tomkinth  in  the  Pawk !  Tho  when  I  got  home, 
« Hang  it ! '  thaith  I  to  Tufthunt,  *  Tom  my  boy,'  thaith  I,  •  I've 
just  theen  the  governor,  and  must  be  off ! '  '  What,  back  to  Ockth- 
ford  t '  thaith  Tom.  *  No,'  thaith  I,  *  that  vnyiCt  do.  Abroad— to 
Jewicho — anywhere.  Egad,  I  have  it!  Ill  go  down  to  Margate 
and  thee  old  GJeorge,  that  I  will.'  And  tho  off  I  came  the  very 
next  day;  and  here  I  am,  and  thereth  dinner  waiting  for  uth 
at  the  hotel,  and  thixth  bottleth  of  champagne  in  ithe,  and  thum 
thalmon  :  tho  you  mutht  come." 

To  this  proposition  Mr.  Brandon  readily  agreed,  being  |^ 
enough  of  the  prospect  of  a  good  dinner  and  some  jovial  society, 
for  be  was  low  and  disturbed  in  spirits,  and  so  promised  to  dine 
with  his  friend  at  the  "  Sun." 

The  two  gentlemen  conversed  for  some  time  longer.  Mr. 
Brandon  was  a  shrewd  fellow,  and  knew  perfectly  well  a  fiict  of 
which,  no  doubt,  the  reader  has  a  notion — namely,  that  Lord 
Cinqbars  was  a  ninny  ;  but,  nevertheless,  Brandon  esteemed  him 
highly  as  a  lord.  We  pardon  stupidity  in  lords  :  nature  or  instinct^ 
however  sarcastic  a  man  may  be  among  ordinary  persons,  renders 
him  towards  men  of  quality  benevolently  blind :  a  divinity  hedges 
not  only  the  king,  but  the  whole  peerage. 

"That's  the  girl,  I  suppose,"  said  my  Lord,  knowingly  winking 
at  Brandon  :  "  that  little  pale  girl,  who  let  me  in,  I  mean.  A  nice 
little  filly,  upon  ray  honour,  G<?orgy  my  buck  ! " 

"  Oh — that — yes — I  wrote,  I  think,  something  about  her,"  said 
Brandon,  blushing  slightly  ;  for,  indeed,  he  now  began  to  wish  that 
his  friend  should  make  no  comments  upon  a  young  lady  with  whom 
he  was  so  much  in  love. 

"  I  suppose  it's  all  up  now  ? "  continued  my  Lord,  looking  Btfll 
more  knowing.  "  All  over  with  her,  hay  ?  I  saw  it  was  by  her 
looks,  in  a  minute." 
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*'  Indeed  you  do  me  a  great  deal  too  much  honour.  Miss — ah, 
<»lCiflB  Gann  is  a  very  respectable  young  person,  and  I  would  not 
for  the  world  have  you  to  suppose  that  I  would  do  anything  that 
Miould  the  least  injure  her  character/' 

At  this  speech,  Lord  Cinqbars  was  at  first  much  puzzled ;  but, 

in  ooosideriDg  it,  was  fully  convinced  that  Brandon  was  a  dee|)er 

dog  than  ever.     Boiling  with  impatience  to  know  the  particulars 

of  this  delicate  intrigue,  this  cunning  diplomatist  determined  he 

vould  pump  the  whole  story  out  of  Brandon  by  degrees ;  and  so,  in 

thf  course  of  half-an-hour's  conversation  that  the  young  men  had 

t'n^rther,  Cinqbars  did  not  make  less  than  forty  allusions  to  the 

<uhjfrt  that  interested  him.     At  last  Bran<lon  cut  him  short  rather 

Haughtily,  by  begging  that  he  would  make  no  further  allusions  to 

tlie  subject,  as  it  was  one  that  was  excessively  disagreeable  to  him. 

In  fiirt,  there  was  no  mistake  about  it  now.     GJeorge  Brandon 

ns  in  love  with  Caroline.     He  felt  that  he  was  while  he  blushed 

«t  his  friend's  alluding  to  her,  while  he  grew  indignant  at  the  young 

MV  coarse  banter  about  her. 

Turning  the  conversation  to  another  point,  he  asked  Cinqbars 

*^t  his  voyage,  and  whether  he  had  brought  any  companion  with 

^ini  to  Margate ;    whereupon  my  Lord   related   all   his  feats  in 

^ion,  how  he  had  been  to  the  watch  house,  how  many  bottles  of 

champagne  he  had  drunk,   how  he   had    ** milled''  a   policeman, 

^.  ic. ;  and  he  conclude<l  by  saying  that  he  had  come  down  with 

^f)m  Tufthunt,  who  was  at  the  inn  at  that  very  moment  smoking 

^  cigar. 

This  did  not  increase  Brandon's  good-humour;  and  when 
^^bars  mentioned  his  friend's  name,  Brandon  saluted  it  mentally 
^tb  a  hearty  curse.  These  two  gentlemen  hated  each  other  of  old. 
I'ofUiunt  was  a  small  college  man  of  no  family,  with  a  foundation 
tfUowship ;  and  it  used  to  be  considered  that  a  sporting  fellow  of  a 
^mall  college  was  a  sad  raffish  diKreputable  character.  Tufthunt, 
Iben,  was  a  vulgar  fellow,  and  Brandon  a  gentleman,  so  they  hated 
farh  other.  They  were  both  toadies  of  the  same  nobleman,  so  they 
hated  each  other.  They  had  had  some  quarrel  at  college  about  a 
dispated  bet,  which  Brandon  knew  he  owed,  and  so  they  hated  each 
ncber :  and  in  their  words  about  it  Bnin<lon  had  threatened  to 
b«irtewhip  Tufthunt,  an<i  called  him  a  '*  sneaking,  swindling,  small 
college  snob ; "  and  so  little  Tufthunt,  who  had  not  resented  the 
worda,  hated  Brandon  far  more  than  Brandon  hated  him.  The 
latter  only  hail  a  contempt  for  his  rival,  and  voted  him  a  profound 
bore  anri  vulgarian. 

So,   although   Mr.   Tufthunt  did  not  choose  to  frequent  Mr. 
Brandon's  rooms,  he  was  very  anxious  that  his  friend,  the  young 
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lord,  should  not  fall  into  his  old  bear-leader's  hands  again,  and  came 
down  to  Mai^te  to  counteract  any  influence  which  the  arts  of 
Brandon  might  acquire. 

''  Curse  the  fellow ! "  thought  Tufthunt  in  his  heart  (then  wis 
a  fine  reciprocity  of  curses  between  the  two  men) ;  **  he  has  drawn 
Cinqbars  already  for  fifty  pounds  this  year,  and  will  have  some  half 
of  his  last  remittance,  if  I  don't  keep  a  look-out,  the  swindling 
thief!" 

And  so  frightened  was  Tufthunt  at  the  notion  of  Brandon's 
return  to  power  and  dishonest  use  of  it,  that  he  was  at  the  time 
on  the  point  of  writing  to  Lord  Ringwood  to  tell  him  of  his  son's 
doingB,  only  he  wanted  some  money  deucedly  himsftlf.  Of  Mr. 
Tufthunt's  physique  and  history  it  is  necessary  merely  to  say,  that 
he  was  the  son  of  a  country  attorney  who  was  agent  to  a  knd ;  he 
had  been  sent  to  a  foundation  school,  where  he  distinguished  himsdf 
for  ten  years,  by  fighting  and  being  flogged  more  than  any  boy  of 
the  five  hundred.  From  the  foundation  school  he  w^it  to  ooUege 
with  an  exhibition,  which  was  succeeded  by  a  fellowship,  whidi  was 
to  end  in  a  liying.  In  his  person  Mr.  Tufthunt  was  short  and 
bow-legged;  he  wore  a  sort  of  clerico-sporting  costume,  consisting 
of  a  black  strsdght-cut  coat  and  light  drab  breeches,  wiUi  a  vast 
number  of  buttons  at  the  ankles ;  a  sort  of  dress  much  affectioned 
by  sporting  gentlemen  of  the  university  in  the  author's  time. 

Well,  Brandon  said  he  had  some  letters  to  write,  and  promised 
to  follow  his  friend,  which  he  did ;  but,  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
so  in&tuated  was  the  young  man  become  with  his  passion,  with  the 
resistance  he  had  met  with,  and  so  nervous  firom  Uie  various 
occurrences  of  the  morning,  that  he  passed  the  half-hour  during 
which  he  was  free  from  Cinqbars'  society  in  kneeling,  imploring, 
weeping  at  Caroline's  little  garret  door,  which  had  remained 
pitilessly  closed  to  him.  He  was  wild  with  disappointment,  morti- 
fication— mad,  longing  to  see  her.  The  cleverest  coquette  in 
Europe  could  not  have  so  inflamed  him.  His  first  act  on  entering 
the  dinner-room  was  to  drink  ofi"  a  large  tumbler  of  champagne ; 
and  when  Cinqbars,  in  his  elegant  way,  began  to  rally  him  upon 
his  wildness,  Mr.  Brandon  only  growled  and  cursed  with  frightful 
vehemency,  and  applied  again  to  the  bottle.  His  face,  which  had 
been  quite  white,  grew  a  bright  red ;  his  tongue,  which  had  been 
tied,  began  to  chatter  vehemently  ;  before  the  fish  was  off"  the  taUe, 
Mr.  Brandon  showed  strong  symptoms  of  intoxication;  before  tiie 
dessert  appeared,  Mr.  Tufthunt,  winking  knowin^y  to  LcKil 
Cinqbars,  had  begun  to  draw  him  out ;  and  Brandon,  with  a 
number  of  shrieks  and  oaths,  was  narrating  the  history  erf*  his 
attachment. 
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Look  you,  Tufthunt,"  said  he  wildly;  "hang  yon,  I  hate 
tNit  I  muit  talk!  IVe  been,  for  two  months  now,  in  this 
1  hole ;  in  a  rickety  lodging,  with  a  vulgar  fiunily ;  as  vulgar, 
ire,  as  you  are  yourself ! " 

Lr.  Tufthunt  did  not  like  this  style  of  address  half  so  much 
»rd  Oinqbars,  who  was  laughing  immoderately,  and  to  whom 
lunt  whispered  rather  sheepishly,  "  Pooh,  pooh,  he's  drunk  ! " 
Drunk !  no,  sir,"  yelled  out  Brandon ;  "  I'm  mad,  though, 
the  prudery  of  a  little  devil  of  fifteen,  who  has  cost  me  more 
le  than  it  would  take  me  to  seduce  every  one  of  your  sisters — 
a !  every  one  of  the  Miss  Tufbhunts,  by  Jove !  Miss  Suky 
lunt.  Miss  Dolly  Tufthunt,  Miss  Anna-Maria  Tufthunt,  and 
'hole  bunch.  Come,  sir,  don't  sit  scowling  at  vie^  or  111  brain 
nth  the  decanter."  (Tufthunt  was  down  again  on  the  sofiu) 
$  borne  with  the  girl's  mother,  and  her  father,  and  her  sisters, 
ft  cook  in  the  house,  and  a  scoundrel  of  a  painter,  that  I'm 
to  fight  about  her ;  and  for  what  ? — why,  for  a  letter,  which 
'George,  111  kill  myself!     George,  111  kUl  myself ! '—ha,  ha ! 

le  devil  like  that  killing  herself ha,  ha !  and  I — I  who^ 

idore  her,  who  am  mad  for " 

'Mad,  I  believe  he  is,"  said  Tufthunt;  and  at  this  moment 
Brandon  was  giving  the  most  unequivocal  signs  of  madness ;  he 
ped  his  head  into  the  comer  of  the  so&,  and  was  kicking  his 
riolently  into  the  cushions. 

'  You  don't  understand  him.  Tufty  my  boy,"  said  Lord  Cinqbars, 

a  very  superior  air.     '*  You  ain't  up  to  these  things,  I  tell 

and  I  suspect,  by  Jove,  that  you  never  were  in  love  in  your 

/  know  what  it  is,  sir.     And  us  for  Brandon,  Heaven  bless 

I've  often  seen   him   in  that  way  when  we  were  abroad. 

n  he  has  an  intrigue,   he's  mad  about  it.     Let  me  see,  there 

the  Countess  Fritzch,  at  Baden-Baden ;  there  was  the  woman 

*au  ;  and  that  girl — at   Paris,   was  it? — no,  at  Vienna.     He 

on  just  so  about  them  all ;  but  111  tell  you  what,  when  trr 

le  thing,  we  do  it  easier,  my  boy,  hay  1 " 

Lod  so  saying,  my  Lord  cocked   up  his  little  sallow  beardless 

into  a  grin,  and  then  fell  to  eyeing  a  glass  of  execrable  claret 

%  a   candle.     An    intrigue,    as   he    called    it,   was   the   little 

ure's  delisht ;  and  until  the  time  Bhould  arrive  when  he  could 

one  himself,  he  loved  to  talk  of  those  of  Iuh  friends. 

U  for  Tufthunt,  we  may  fancy  how  that  ^ntlcman  s  previous 

:i<m  for  Brandon  was  increasetl  by  the  latter  s  brutal  adtlrcMes 

im.     Bnindon   continufMl   to  drink   and    to  talk,   though  not 

y'i«  in  the  Hentimentul  way  in  wliirh  he  liud  8|K)ken  aliout  his 

and   injuries.     Growing   presently   madly  jocose  as    he  had 
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before  been  madly  melancholy,  he  narrated  to  the  two  gentlemen 
the  particulars  of  his  quarrel  with  Fitch,  mimicking  the  little 
painter's  manner  in  an  excessively  comic  way,  and  giving  the  most 
ludicrous  account  of  his  person,  kept  his  companions  in  a  roar  of 
laughter.  Cinqbars  swore  that  he  would  see  the  fun  in  the  morning, 
and  agreed  that  if  the  painter  wanted  a  second,  either  he  or  Tufthunt 
would  act  for  him. 

Now  my  Lord  Cinqbars  had  an  excessively  clever  servant,  a 
merry  rogue,  whom  he  had  discovered  in  the  humble  capacity  of 
scout's  assistant  at  Christchurch,  and  raised  to  be  his  valet.     The 
chief  duties  of  the  valet  were  to  black  his  lord's  beautiful  boots, 
that  we  have  admired  so  much,  and  put  his  Lordship  to  bed  when 
overtaken  with  liquor.     He  heard  every  word  of  the  young  men's 
talk  (it  being  his  habit,  much  encouraged  by  his  master,  to  join 
occasionally  in  the  conversation) ;  and  in  the  course  of  the  night, 
when  at  supper  with  Monsieur  Donnerwetter  and  Mdlle.  Augustine, 
he  related  every  word  of  the  talk  abovestairs,  mimicking  Brandon 
quite  as  cleverly  as  the  latter  had  mimicked  Fitch.     When  then, 
after  making  his  company  laugh  by  describing  Brandon's  love-agonies, 
Mr.  Tom  informed  them  how  that  gentleman  had  a  rival,  witK 
whom  he  was  going  to  fight  a  duel  the  next  morning — an  artist.- 
fellow  with  an   inmieuse   beard,  whose  name  was  Fitch,   to  his 
surprise  Mdlle.   Augustine  burst  into  a  scream  of  laughter,  amc] 
exclaimed,  **  Feesh^  Feesh  !  c^est  notre  komme — it  is  our  man,  sare  ! 
SaJadin,  remember  you  Mr.  Fish  ? " 

Saladin  said  gravely,  *'  Missa  Fis,  Missa  Fis !  know  'um  qul-t^ 
well,  Missa  Fis !  Painter-man,  big  beard,  gib  Saladin  bit  iigyrubbky, 
Missis  lub  Missa  Fis  ! " 

It  was  too  true :  the  fat  lady  was  the  famous  Mrs.  Casricte- 
FERQU8,  and  she  had  come  all  the  way  from  Rome  in  pursuit  of  lier 
adored  painter. 


CHAPTER   IX 

WHICH  THREATENS  DEATH,   BUT  CONTAINS  A  GREAT 

DEAL  OF  MARRYING 

AS  the  morrow  was  to  be  an  eventful  day  in  the  lives  of  all  the 
heroes  and  heroines  of  this  history,  it  will  be  as  well  to  state 
^   how  they  passed  the  night  previous.     Brandon,  like  the 
£ngliah  before  the  battle  of  Hastings,  spent  the  evening  in  feasting 
and  carousing;   and  Lord  Cinqbars,  at  twelve  o'clock,  his  usual 
time  after  his  usual  quantity  of  drink,  was  carried  up  to  bed  by  the 
^errant  kept  by  his  Lordship  for  that  purpose.     Mr.  Tufthunt  took 
this  as  a  hint  to  wish  Brandon  good-night,  at  the  same  time  pro- 
^iiising  that  he  and  Cinqbars  would  not  fail  him  in  the  morning 
^hout  the  duel. 

Shall  we  confess  that  Mr.  Brandon,  whose  excitement  now 
^Kgan  to  wear  oflf,  and  who  had  a  dreadful  headache,  did  not  at  all 
Relish  the  idea  of  the  morrow's  combat  ? 

'*  If^"  said  he,  *'  I  shoot  this  crack-brained  painter,  all  the  world 
"wiU  cry  out  *  Murder ! '  If  he  shoot  me,  all  the  world  will  laugh 
at  me !  And  yet,  confound  him  !  he  seems  so  bent  upon  blood, 
that  there  is  no  escaping  a  meeting." 

*'  At  any  rate,"  Brandon  thought,  *'  there  will  be  no  harm  in  a 
letter  to  Caroline."  So,  on  arriving  at  home,  he  sat  down  and 
wrote  a  very  pathetic  one ;  saying  that  he  fought  in  her  cause,  and 
if  be  died,  his  last  breath  should  be  for  her.  So  having  written,  he 
jumped  into  bed,  and  did  not  sleep  one  single  wink  all  night. 

As  Brandon  passed  his  night  like  the  English,  Fitch  went 
through  his  like  the  Normans,  in  fasting,  and  mortification,  and 
meditation.  The  poor  fellow  likewise  indited  a  letter  to  Caroline : 
a  very  long  and  strong  one,  interspersed  with  pieces  of  poetry,  and 
containing  the  words  we  have  just  heard  him  utter  out  of  the 
window.  Then  he  thought  about  making  his  will :  but  he  recol- 
ki-ted,  and,  indeed,  it  was  a  bitter  thought  to  the  young  man,  that 
there  was  not  one  single  soul  in  the  wide  world  who  oared  for  him 
— except,  indeecl,  thought  he,  after  a  pause,  that  poor  Mrs.  Carrick- 
fergus  at  Rome,  who  did  like  me,  and  was  the  only  |)erBon  who 
ever  bought  my  drawings.     So  he  made  over  all  his  sketches  to 
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her,  regulated  his  little  property,  found  that  he  had  money  enoos^ 
to  pay  his  washerwoman ;  and  so,  having  disposed  of  his  worldly 
concerns,  Mr.  Fitch  also  jumped  into  hed,  and  speedily  fell  into  a 
deep  sleep.  Brandon  could  hear  him  snoring  all  ni^t,  and  did  not 
feel  a  bit  the  more  comfortable  because  his  antagonist  took  matters 
so  unconcernedly. 

Indeed,  our  poor  painter  had  no  guilty  thoughts  in  bis  breast, 
nor  any  particular  revenge  against  Brandon,  now  that  the  first 
pangs  of  mortified  vanity  were  over.  But,  with  all  his  vagaries, 
he  was  a  man  of  spirit ;  and  after  what  had  passed  in  the  morning, 
the  treason  that  had  been  done  him,  and  the  insults  heaped  upon 
him,  he  felt  that  the  duel  was  irrevocable.  He  had  a  misty  notion, 
imbibed  somewhere,  that  it  was  the  part  of  a  gentleman's  duty  to 
fight  duels,  and  had  long  been  seeking  for  an  opportunity.  "  Sup- 
pose I  do  die,''  said  he,  '*  what's  the  odds  1  Caroline  doesn't  care  for 
me.  Dr.  Wackerbart's  boys  won't  have  their  drawing-leason  next 
Wednesday ;  and  no  more  will  be  said  of  poor  Andrea." 

And  now  for  the  garret.  Caroline  was  wrapped  up  in  her  own 
woes,  poor  little  soul !  and  in  the  arms  of  the  fiuthful  Becky  cried 
herself  to  sleep.  But  the  slow  hours  passed  on ;  and  the  tide, 
which  had  been  out,  now  came  in ;  and  the  lamps  waxed  fiunter 
and  fainter  ;  and  the  watchman  cried  six  o'clock  ;  and  the  sun  arose 
and  gilded  the  minarets  of  Margate ;  and  Becky  got  up  and  scoured 
the  steps,  and  the  kitchen,  and  made  ready  the  lodgers'  break&sts ; 
and  at  half-past  eight  there  came  a  thundering  rap  at  the  door, 
and  two  gentlemen,  one  with  a  mahogany  case  under  his  arm,  asked 
for  Mr.  Brandon,  and  were  shown  up  to  his  room  by  the  astonished 
Becky,  who  was  bidden  by  Mr.  Brandon  to  get  break&st  for  Uiree. 

The  thundering  rap  awakened  Mr.  Fitch,  who  rose  and  dressed 
himself  in  his  best  clothes,  gave  a  twist  of  the  curling-tongs  to  his 
beard,  and  conducted  himself  throughout  with  perfect  coolness.  Nine 
o'clock  struck,  and  he  wrapped  his  cloak  round  him,  and  put  under 
his  cloak  that  pair  of  foils  which  we  have  said  he  possessed,  and 
did  not  know  in  the  least  how  to  use.  However,  he  had  heard  his 
camarades  (Tatelier,  at  Paris  and  Rome,  say  that  they  were  the 
best  weapons  for  duelling ;  and  so  forth  he  issued. 

Becky  was  in  the  passage  as  he  passed  down ;  she  was  always 
scrubbing  there.  "  B«cky,"  said  Fitch,  in  a  hollow  voice,  "  here  is 
a  letter ;  if  I  should  not  return  in  half-an-hour,  give  it  to  Miss 
Cann,  and  promise  on  your  honour  that  she  shall  not  have  it  sooner." 
Becky  promised.  She  thought  the  painter  was  at  some  of  his  mad 
tricks.     He  went  out  of  the  door  saluting  her  gravely. 

But  he  went  only  a  few  steps  and  came  back  again.  *'  Becky," 
said  he,  ''you — you've  always  been  a  good  girl  to  me,  and  here's 
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aooiethuig  for  yoa;  per'ape  we  shan't — we  shan't  see  each  other 
far  aome  time."  The  tears  were  in  his  eyes  as  he  spoke,  and  he 
hmded  her  over  seven  shillings  and  fourpence  halfpenny,  being  every 
fiuthing  he  possessed  in  the  world. 

"  Well,  I'm  sure ! "  said  Becky ;  and  that  was  all  she  said,  for 
she  pocketed  the  money,  and  fell  to  scrubbing  again. 

Presently  the  three  gentlemen  upstairs  came  clattering  down. 
'*  Lawk  bless  you,  don't  be  in  such  a  'urry ! "  exclaimed  Becky ; 
"it's  full  herly  yet,  and  the  water's  not  biling." 

**  Well  come  back  to  breakfast,  my  dear,"  said  one,  a  little 
gentleman  in  high-heeled  boots ;  *'  and,  I  thay,  mind  and  have  thum 
thoda-water."  And  he  walked  out,  twirling  his  cane.  His  friend 
with  the  case  followed  him.     Mr.  Brandon  came  last. 

He  too  turned  back  after  he  had  gone  a  few  paces.  *'  Becky," 
■aid  he,  in  a  grave  voice,  "  if  I  am  not  back  in  half-an-hour,  give 
Uiat  to  Miss  Gann." 

Becky  was  fairly  flustered  by  this ;  and  after  turning  the  letters 
roond  and  round,  and  peeping  into  the  sides,  and  looking  at  the 
•eals  very  hard,  she  like  a  fool  determined  that  she  would  not  wait 
half-an-hour,  but  carry  them  up  to  Miss  Caroline ;  and  so  up  she 
mounted,  finding  pretty  Caroline  in  the  act  of  lacing  her  stays. 

And  the  consequences  of  Becky's  conduct  was  that  little  Carry 
left  off  lacing  her  stays  (a  sweet  little  figure  the  poor  thing  looked 
in  them ;  but  that  is  neither  here  nor  there),  took  the  letters,  looked 
at  one  which  she  threw  down  directly ;  at  the  other,  which  she 
eagerly  opened,  and  having  read  a  line  or  two,  gave  a  loud  scream, 
and  feU  down  dead  in  a  fainting  fit. 

•  •••••• 

Waft  us,  0  Muse !  to  Mr.  Wright's  hotel,  and  quick  narrate 
what  chances  there  befell.  Very  early  in  the  morning  Mdlle. 
Angustine  made  her  appearance  in  the  apartment  of  Miss  Runt, 
and  with  great  glee  informed  that  lady  of  the  event  which  was  about 
to  take  place.  '*  Figurez-vous,  mademoiselle,  que  notre  homme  va 
se  battre — oh,  but  it  will  be  droll  to  see  him  sword  in  band  ! " 

*' Don't  plague  me  with  your  ojous  servants'  quarrels,  Augus- 
tine ;  that  horrid  courier  is  always  quarrelling  and  tipsy." 

*'  Blon  Dieu,  qu'elle  est  b^te ! "  exclaimed  Augustine :  **  but  I 
tell  you  it  is  not  the  courier;  it  is  be,  I'objct,  le  peintre  dont 
madame  s'est  amourach^,  Monsieur  Fecsh." 

"  Mr.  Fitch ! "  cried  Runt,  jumping  up  in  bed.  **  Mr.  Fitch 
going  to  fight !  Augustine,  my  stockings— quick,  my  rohe-de- 
ehambrt — tell  me  when,  how,  where?" 

And  so  Aui^intine  told  her  that  tlie  combat  was  to  take  place 
St  nine  that  morning,  behind  the  Windmill,  and  that  the  gentleman 
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with  whom  Mr.  Fitch  was  to  go  out  had  been  dining  at  the  hotd 
the  night  previous,  in  company  with  the  little  milory  idio  was  to  be 
his  second. 

Quick  as  lightning  flew  Runt  to  the  chamber  of  her  patixneai 
That  lady  was  in  a  profound  sleep ;  and  I  leave  you  to  imagine 
what  were  her  sensations  on  awaking  and  hearing  this  dreidfiil 
tale. 

Such  is  the  force  of  love,  that  althou^  for  many  yean  Mrs. 
Carrickfergus  had  never  left  her  bed  before  noon,  although  in  all 
her  wild  wanderings  after  the  painter  she,  nevertheless,  would  hare 
her  tea  and  cutlet  in  bed,  and  her  doze  likewise,  before  she  set  forth 
on  a  journey — she  now  started  up  in  an  instant,  forgetting  her  nap, 
mutton-chops,  everything,  and  began  dressing  with  a  promptitude 
which  can  only  be  equalled  by  Harlequin  when  disguising  himself 
in  a  pantomime.  She  would  have  had  an  attack  of  nerves,  only  she 
knew  there  was  no  time  for  it ;  and  I  do  believe  that  twenty  minutes 
were  scarcely  over  her  head,  as  the  saying  is,  when  her  bonnet  and 
cloak  were  on,  and  with  her  whole  suite,  and  an  inn-waiter  or  two 
whom  she  pressed  into  her  service,  she  was  on  fidl  trot  to  the  field 
of  action.  For  twenty  years  before,  and  from  that  day  to  this, 
Marianne  Carrickfergus  never  had  or  has  walked  so  quickly. 

•  •••••• 

"  Hullo,  here'th  a  go  ! "  exclaimed  Lord  Viscount  Cinqbars,  as 
they  arrived  on  the  ground  behind  the  Windmill ;  "  cuth  me,  there'th 
only  one  man  ! " 

This  was  indeed  the  case ;  Mr.  Fitch,  in  his  great  doak,  was 
pacing  slowly  up  and  down  the  grass,  his  shadow  stretching  fiur  in 
tlie  sunshine.  Mr.  Fitch  was  alone  too;  for  the  &ct  is,  he  bad 
never  thought  about  a  second.  This  he  admitted  frankly,  bowing 
with  much  majesty  to  the  company  as  they  came  up.  "  But  that, 
gents,"  said  he,  "  will  make  no  difference,  I  hope,  nor  prevent  fiur 
play  from  being  done."  And,  flinging  off  his  cloak,  he  produced 
the  foils,  from  which  the  buttons  had  been  taken  off.  He  went  up 
to  Brandon,  and  was  for  offering  him  one  of  the  weapons,  just  as 
they  do  at  the  theatre.  Brandon  stepped  back,  rather  abashed; 
Cinqbars  looked  posed ;  Tuflhunt  delighted.  "  Ecod,"  said  he, 
"  I  hope  the  bearded  fellow  will  give  it  him." 

*'  Excuse  me,  sir,"  Siiid  Mr.  Brandon ;  "  as  the  challenged  party, 
I  demand  pistols." 

Mr.  Fitch,  with  great  presence  of  mind  and  gracefulness,  stock 
the  swords  into  the  grass. 

**  Oh,  pithtolth  of  courth,"  lisped  my  Lord ;  and  presently  called 
aside  Tiifthunt,  to  whom  he  whispered  something  in  great  glee ;  to 
which  Tufthunt  objected  at  first,  saying,  "  No,  d him,  let  him 
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ight"  **  And  your  fellowship  and  living,  Tufty  my  boy  ? "  inter- 
naed  my  Lord;  and  then  ihey  walked  on.  After  a  couple  of 
niniitea,  during  which  Mr.  Fitch  was  employed  in  examining  Mr. 
kuidon  from  the  toe  upwards  to  the  crown  of  his  head,  or  hat, 
uit  as  Mr.  Widdicombe  does  Mr.  Cartlich,  before  those  two  gentle- 
nen  proceed  to  join  in  combat  on  the  boards  of  Astley's  Amphi- 
theatre (indeed  poor  Fitch  had  no  other  standard  of  chivalry) — 
when  Fitch  had  concluded  this  examination,  of  which  Brandon  did 
not  know  what  the  deuce  to  make,  Lord  Cinqbars  came  back  to  the 
punter,  and  gave  him  a  nod. 

"  Sir,''  said  he,  **  as  you  have  come  unprovided  with  a  second, 
I,  with  your  leave,  will  act  as  one.  My  name  is  Cinqbars — Lord 
Cbqbars;  and  though  I  had  come  to  the  ground  to  act  as  the 
friend  of  my  friend  here,  Mr.  Tufthunt  will  take  that  duty  upon 
luiD ;  and  as  it  appears  to  me  there  can  be  no  other  end  to  this 
luiliappy  affair,  we  will  proceed  at  once." 

It  is  a  marvel  how  Lord  Cinqbars  ever  made  such  a  gentlemanly 
speech.  When  Fitch  heard  that  he  was  to  have  a  lord  for  a  seconci, 
(^  laid  his  hand  on  his  chest,  and  vowed  it  was  the  greatest  h-honour 
^  his  life ;  and  was  turning  round  to  walk  towards  his  ground, 
V'hfii  my  Lord,  gracefully  thrusting  his  tongue  into  his  cheek,  and 
^ringing  his  thumb  up  to  his  nose,  twiddled  about  his  fingers  for  a 
doment,  and  said  to  Brandon,  "  Cammon  !  ** 

Mr.  Brandon  smiled,  and  heaved  a  great,  deep,  refreshing  sigh. 
!lie  truth  was,  a  load  was  taken  off  his  mind,  of  which  he  was 
ery  glad  to  be  rid  ;  for  there  was  something  in  the  coolness  of 
hat  crazy  painter  that  our  fashionable  gentleman  did  not  at  all 
pprove  o£ 

"  I  think,  Mr.  Tufthunt,"  said  Lord  Cinqbars,  very  loud,  "  that 
Doaidering  the  gravity  of  the  case — threatening  horse-whipping, 
rm  know,  lie  on  both  sides,  and  lady  in  the  case — I  think  we  must 
ave  the  barrier-duel." 

"  \niat*s  that  I "  a^kefl  Fitch. 

"The  simplest  thing  in  the  world  ;  and,"  in  a  whisper,  "let  me 
dd,  the  best  for  you.  Look  here.  We  shall  put  you  at  twenty 
mcem  and  a  hat  between  you.  You  walk  forward  and  fire  when 
ou  like.  When  you  fire,  you  stop ;  and  you  both  have  the 
berty  of  walking  up  to  the  hat.  Nothing  can  be  more  fair  than 
bat.' 

"  Very  well,"  said  Fitch  ;  and,  with  a  great  deal  of  preparation, 
be  pistols  were  loaded. 

"  I  tell  you  what,"  whispered  Cinqbars  to  Fitrh,  "  if  I  hadn't 
b<«en  this  way  you  were  a  dead  man.  If  he  fires  he  hits  you 
pa4].     You  must  not  let  him  fire,  but  have  him  down  first." 
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111  try/'  said  Fitch,  who  was  a  little  pale,  and  thanked  his 
noble  Mend  for  his  counsel.  The  hat  was  placed  and  the  men  took 
their  places. 

"  Are  you  all  ready  ? " 

"  Beady/'  said  Brandon. 

"Advance  when  I  drop  my  handkerchief."  And  presently 
down  it  fell,  Lord  Cinqbars  crying,  "  Now  ! " 

The  combatants  both  advanced,  each  covering  his  man.  When 
he  had  gone  about  six  paces.  Fitch  stopped,  fired,  and — ^missed. 
He  grasped  his  pistol  tightly,  for  he  was  very  near  dropping  it ; 
and  then  stood  biting  his  lips,  and  looking  at  Brandon,  who  grinned 
savagely,  and  walked  up  to  the  hat. 

'*  Will  you  retract  what  you  said  of  me  yesterday,  you  villain  1" 
said  Brandon. 

"  I  can't." 

"WiUyoubegforHfel" 

"  No." 

'*  Then  take  a  minute,  and  make  your  peace  with  €rod,  for  you 
are  a  dead  man." 

Fitch  dropped  his  pistol  to  the  ground,  shut  his  eyes  for  a 
moment,  and  flinging  up  his  chest  and  clenching  his  fists,  said, 
"  ^oto  Fm  readyJ' 

Brandon  fired — and  strange  to  say,  Andrea  Fitch,  as  he  gasped 
and  staggered  backwards,  saw,  or  thought  he  saw,  Mr.  Brandon's 
pistol  flying  up  in  the  air,  where  it  went  off,  and  heaird  that 
gentleman    yell   out   an  immense  oath  in  a  very  audible   voice. 
When  he  came  to  himself,  a  thick  stick  was  lying  at  Brandon's 
feet ;  Mr.  Brandon  was  capering  about  the  ground,  and  cursing  and 
shaking  a  maimed  elbow,  and  a  whole  posse  of  people  were  rushing 
upon  them.     The  first  was  the  great  German  courier,  who  rushed 
upon  Brandon,  and  shook  that  gentleman,  and  shouting,  '*  Schelm ! 
spitzbube !  blagard  !  goward !  "  in  his  ear.     *'  If  I  had  not  drown 
my  stick  and  brogen  his  damt  arm,  he  wod  have  murdered  dat  boor 
young  man." 

The  Carman's  speech  contained  two  unfounded  assertions:  in 
the  first  place  Brandon  would  not  have  mimlered  Fitch;  and, 
secondly,  his  arm  was  not  broken — he  had  merely  received  a  blow 
on  that  part  which  anatomists  call  the  funny  bone :  a  severe  blow, 
which  sent  the  pistol  spinning  into  the  air,  and  caused  the  gentle- 
man to  scream  with  pain.  Two  waiters  seized  upon  the  murdoer, 
too ;  a  baker,  who  had  been  brought  fix)m  his  rounds,  a  bellman, 
several  boys, — were  yelling  round  him,  and  shouting  out,  "Pole- 
e-eace !" 

Next  to  these  came,  panting  and  blowing,  some  women.     CoaU 
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Rich  believe  his  eyes  1 — that  £Eit  woman  in  red  satin  ! — Yes — no— 
f« — he  was,  he  was  in  the  arms  of  Mrs.  Carrickfergus ! 

•  ••••• 

The  particulars  of  this  ineeting  are  too  delicate'  to  relate. 
Suffice  it  that  somehow  matters  were  explained,  Mr.  Brandon  was 
let  loose,  and  a  fly  was  presently  seen  to  drive  up,  into  which  Mr. 
Pitch  consented  to  enter  with  his  new-found  friend. 

Brandon  had  some  good  movements  in  him.  As  Fitch  was 
^tting  into  the  carriage,  he  walked  up  to  him  and  held  out  his  left 
And  :  '*  I  can't  offer  you  my  right  hand,  Mr.  Fitch,  for  that  cursed 
ourier's  stick  has  maimed  it ;  but  I  hope  you  will  allow  me  to 
pologise  for  my  shamefid  conduct  to  you,  and  to  say  that  I  never 
1  my  life  met  a  more  gallant  fellow  than  yourself." 

**  That  he  is,  by  Jove  ! "  said  my  Lord  Cinqbars. 

Fitch  blushed  as  red  as  a  peony  and  trembled  very  much. 
'  And  yet,"  said  he,  "  you  would  have  murdered  me  just  now,  Mr. 
Brandon.     I  can't  take  your  'and,  sir." 

"Why,  you  great  flat,"  said  my  Lord  wisely,  "he  couldn't 
lave  hurt  you,  nor  you  him.  There  wath  no  ballth  in  the 
»ithtolth." 

*'  What,"  said  Fitch,  starting  back,  "  do  you  gents  call  that  a 
cwfcf  f  Oh,  my  Lord,  ray  Lonl ! "  And  here  poor  Fitch  actually 
HiTBt  into  tears  on  the  red  satin  bosom  of  Mrs.  Carrickfergus :  she 
od  Miss  Runt  were  crying  as  hard  as  they  could.  And  so,  amidst 
Qoch  shouting  and  huzzaing,  the  fly  drove  away. 

'*  What  a  blubbering  abthurd  donkey  !  "  said  Cinqbars,  with  his 
tsiial  judgment ;  "ain't  he,  Tuahunt?" 

Tufthunt,  of  course,  said  yes ;  but  Brandon  was  in  a  virtuous 
Qood.  "  By  heavens !  I  think  his  tears  do  the  man  honour. 
Vhen  I  came  out  with  him  this  morning,  I  intended  to  act  fairly 
»y  him.  And  as  for  Mr.  Tuflhunt,  who  calls  a  man  a  coward 
lecause  he  cries — Mr.  Tufthunt  knows  well  what  a  pistol  is,  and 
hat  some  men  don't  care  to  face  it,  brave  as  they  are." 

Mr.  Tufthunt  understood  the  hint,  and  bit  his  lips  and  walked 
n.  And  as  for  that  worthy  moralist,  Mr.  Brandon,  I  am  happy 
o  say  that  there  was  some  good  fortune  in  store  for  him,  which, 
hough  similar  in  kind  to  that  bestowed  lately  u|K)n  Mr.  Fitch,  was 
uperior  in  degree. 

It  was  no  other  than  this,  that  for^tting  all  maidenly  decency 
nd  decorum,  before  Lord  Viscount  Cinqbars  and  his  friend,  that 
illy  little  creature,  Caroline  Gann,  nishwi  out  from  the  parlour 
nU)  the  passage — she  had  been  at  the  window  ever  since  she  was 
id  of  her  fainting  fit !  and  ah  !  what  agonies  of  fear  had  that  little 
Anting  heart  endured  during  the  half-hour  of  her  lover's  absence  I — 
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Caroline  Ckuin,  I  say,  rushed  into  the  passage,  and  leaped  upon  the 
neck  of  Brandon,  and  kissed  him,  and  called  him  her  dear,  dew, 
dear  darling  Creorge,  and  sobbed,  and  laughed,  until  Greoige,  takipg 
her  round  the  waist  gently,  carried  her  into  the  litUe  dingy  pariour, 
and  closed  the  door  behind  him. 

"  Egad,"  cried  Cinqbars,  "  this  is  quite  a  thene  I  Hullo^  Bed^, 
Polly,  what's  your  name  ?— bring  uth  up  the  break&tht ;  and  I 
hope  you've  remembered  the  thoda-water.  Come  along  up  thtairth, 
Tufty  my  boy." 

When  Brandon  came  upstairs  and  joined  them,  which  he  did  in 
a  minute  or  two,  consigning  Caroline  to  Becky's  care,  his  eyes  were 
fidl  of  tears ;  and  when  Cinqbars  b^an  to  rally  him  in  his  usual 
delicate  way,  Brandon  said  gravely,  ''No  laughing,  sir,  if  yoa 
please ;  for  I  swear  that  that  lady  beifore  long  shall  be  my  wife." 

"  Your  wife  ! — And  what  will  your  father  say,  and  what  will 
your  duns  say,  and  what  will  Miss  Goldmore  say,  with  her  hundred 
thousand  pounds  ? "  said  Cinqbars. 

''  Miss  Groldmore  be  hanged,"  said  Brandon,  ''and  the  duns  too; 
and  my  father  may  reconcile  it  to  himself  as  he  can."  And  here 
Brandon  fell  into  a  reverie. 

"  It's  no  use  thinking,"  he  cried,  after  a  pause.  "  You  see  what 
a  girl  it  is,  Cinqbars.  I  love  her — by  heavens,  I'm  mad  with  Iotc 
for  her !  She  shall  be  mine,  let  what  will  come  of  it.  And  besides," 
he  added,  in  a  lower  tone  of  voice,  "  why  need,  why  need  my  &ther 
know  anything  about  it  1 " 

"  0  flames  and  furies,  what  a  lover  it  is  ! "  exclaimed  his  fiiend. 
"  But,  by  Jove,  I  like  your  spirit ;  and  hang  all  governors  say  I. 
Stop — a  bright  thought.  If  you  must  marry,  why  here's  Tom 
Tufthunt,  the  very  man  to  do  your  business."  Little  Lord  Cinqhan 
was  delighted  with  the  excitement  of  the  affair,  and  thought  to 
himself,  "  By  Jove,  this  is  an  intrigue ! " 

"  What,  is  Tufthunt  in  orders  ? "  said  Brandon. 

"  Yes,"  replied  that  reverend  gentleman :  '*  don't  you  see  my 
coat  ?  I  took  orders  six  weeks  ago,  on  my  fellowship.  Cinqhus' 
governor  has  promised  rae  a  living." 

"  And  you  shall  marry  George  here,  so  you  shalL" 

"  What,  without  a  licence  ? " 

"  Hang  the  licence  ! — we  won't  peach,  will  we,  Geoiget" 

"  Her  family  must  know  nothing  of  it,"  said  Qeoige,  "  or  iAqt 
would." 

"  Why  should  they  ?  Why  shouldn't  Tom  marry  you  in  this 
very  room,  without  any  church  or  stuff  at  all  1 " 

Tom  said :  "  You'll  hold  me  out,  my  Lord,  if  anything 
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of  it ;  and,  if  Brandon  likes,  why,  I  vnlL    He's  done  for  if  he  does," 
■uttered  Tufthunt,  "and  I  have  had  my  revenge  on  him,  the 
baDying  sapercilious  blackleg." 

•  •••••• 

And  80  on  that  very  day,  in  Brandon's  room,  without  a  licence, 
tad  by  that  worthy  clergyman  the  Rev.  Thomas  Tufthunt,  with  my 
Loid  Cinqbars  for  the  sole  witness,  poor  Caroline  Gkinn,  who  knew 
BO  better,  who  never  heard  of  licences,  and  did  not  know  what 
btans  meant,  was  married  in  a  manner  to  the  person  calling  himself 
Gforge  Brandon ;  George  Brandon  not  being  his  real  name. 

No  writings  at  all  were  made,  and  the  ceremony  merely  read 
throagh.  Becky,  Caroline's  sole  guardian,  when  the  poor  girl  kissed 
ker,  and,  blushing,  showed  her  gold  ring,  thought  all  was  in  order : 
ind  the  happy  couple  set  off  for  Dover  that  day,  with  fifty  pounds 
vhich  Cinqbars  lent  the  bridegroom. 

Becky  received  a  little  letter  from  Caroline,  which  she  promised 
to  carry  to  her  mamma  at  Swigby's :  and  it  was  agreed  that  she  was 
to  give  warning,  and  come  and  live  with  her  young  lady.  Next 
moming  Lord  Cinqbars  and  Tufthunt  took  the  boat  for  London ; 
the  latter  uneasy  in  mind,  the  former  vowing  that  "  he'd  never  spent 
such  an  exciting  day  in  his  life,  and  loved  an  intrigue  of  all  things." 
Next  moming,  too,  the  great  travelling  chariot  of  Mrs.  Carrick- 
fergus  rolled  away  with  a  bearded  gentleman  inside.  Poor  Fitch 
had  been  back  to  his  lodgings  to  try  one  more  chance  with  Caroline, 
and  be  arrived  in  time — to  see  her  get  into  a  post-chaise  alone 
with  Brandon. 

Six  weeks  afterwards  GalignanCB  Messenger  contained  the 
foUowing  announcement : — 

**  Married,  at  the  British  Embassy,  by  Bishop  Luscombe, 
Andrew  Fitch,  Esq.,  to  Marianne  Caroline  Matilda,  widow  of  the 
Lite  Antony  CarrickJfergus,  of  Lombard  Street  and  Gloucester  Place, 
Eaquire.  The  happy  pair,  after  a  magnificent  d^etln/,  set  off  for 
the  south  in  their  splendid  carriage-and-four.  Miss  Runt  officiated 
as  bridesmaid ;  and  we  remarked  among  the  company  Earl  and 
Countess  Crabs,  General  Sir  Rice  Curry,  K.C.B.,  Colonel  Wapehot, 
Sir  Charles  Swang,  the  Hon.  Algernon  Percy  Deuceace  and  his 
lady,  Count  Punter,  and  others  of  the  elite  of  the  fashionables  now 
in  Paris.  Tlie  bridegroom  was  attended  by  his  friend  Michael 
Angelo  Titmarsh,  Esquire ;  and  the  Lady  was  given  away  by  the 
Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Crabs.  On  the  departure  of  the  bride  and 
bridegroom  the  festivities  were  resumed,  and  many  a  sparkling 
bumper  of  Meurice's  champagne  was  quaffed  to  the  health  of  the 
hospitable  and  interesting  couple." 
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And  with  one  more  marriage  this  chapter  ahaU  condnde. 
About  this  time  the  British  Auxiliary  L^on  came  h<mie  from 
Spain ;  and  Lieut -General  Swabber,  a  kni^^t  of  San  Fernando,  of 
the  Older  of  Isabella  the  Catholic,  of  the  Tower  and  Sword,  wfao^ 
as  plain  Lieutenant  Swabber,  had  loved  Miss  Isabella  Macaiij, 
as  a  general  now  actually  married  her.  I  leave  you  to  snppoK 
how  glorious  Mrs.  Gann  was,  and  how  Gann  got  tipsy  at  the 
"Bag  of  Nails;"  but  as  her  daughters  each  insiflted  upon  their 
£30  a  year  income,  and  Mrs.  Gann  had  so  only  J&60  left,  she 
was  obliged  still  to  continue  the  lodging-house  at  Maigate,  in 
which  have  occurred  the  most  interesting  passages  of  this  Shabby 
GsNTEEL  Story. 

Becky  never  went  to  her  young  mistress,  who  was  not  heard 
of  after  she  wrote  the  letter  to  her  parents,  saying  that  she  wis 
married  to  Mr.  Brandon ;  but,  for  particular  reasons^  her  deir 
husband  wished  to  keep  his  marriage  secret,  and  for  tiie  present 
her  beloved  parents  must  be  content  to  Imow  she  was  happj. 
Gkuin  missed  his  little  Garry  at  first  a  good  deal,  but  spent  moie 
and  more  of  his  time  at  the  alehouse,  as  his  house  with  only  Mrs. 
Gann  in  it  was  too  hot  for  him.     Mrs.  Gann  talked  un< 


of  her  daughter  the  squire's  lady,  and  her  daughter  the  general's 
wife ;  but  never  once  mentioned  Caroline  after  the  first  borst  of 
wonder  and  wrath  at  her  departure. 

God  bless  thee,  poor  Caroline  !     Thou  art  happy  now,  fw  some 
short  space  at  least ;  and  here,  therefore,  let  us  leave  thee. 
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CHAPTER    I 

DOCTOR  FELL 

NOT  attend  her  own  son  when  he  is  ill ! ''  said  my  mother. 
'*  She  dooB  not  deserve  to  have  a  son ! ''  And  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis  lt)oked  towards  her  own  only  darling  whilst  uttering 
^ia  inilignant  exclamation.  As  she  looked,  I  know  what  passed 
^^X)a;[,^  her  mind.  She  nursed  me,  she  dressed  me  in  little  caps 
^><1  lon^H'luthes,  she  attire<l  me  in  my  first  jacket  and  trousers.  She 
^tchetl  at  my  bedside  through  my  infantile  and  juvenile  ailments. 
^c  tended  me  through  all  my  life,  she  held  me  to  her  heart 
^Hh  infinite  prayers  and  blessings.  She  is  no  longer  with  us 
^  bicfls  and  pniy  ;  but  from  heaven,  where  she  is,  I  know  her 
^ve  pursues  me;  and  often  and  often  I  think  she  is  here,  only 
^  visible. 

"  Mrs.  Firmin  would  \ye  of  no  good,**  growled  Dr.  Gkxxienough. 
Slie  would  have  hysterics,  ami  the  nurse  would  have  two  patients 
•>  KM)k  afler." 

"  lK>n't  tell  tue"  cries  my  wife,  with  a  flush  on  her  cheeks. 
'  iKt  you  suppose  if  that  child  "  (meaning,  of  course,  her  paragon) 
'  were  ill,  I  wouhl  not  go  to  him  ?  " 

"My  dear,  if  that  child  were  hungry,  you  would  chop  off  your 
i«^i  t4>  make  him  broth,"  says  the  doctor,  sipping  his  tea. 

**  l**pt4Hff  a  lit  ftonne  ftmvUy^  says  Mr.  Pendennis.  **  Mother, 
te  have  it  at  the  club.  You  would  be  done  with  milk,  eggs,  and 
quantity  of  vegetables.  You  would  be  put  to  siouner  for  many 
lOurs  in  an  earthen  pan,  and " 

*'  I>on't  be  horrible,  Arthur  !  "  cries  a  young  laily,  who  was  my 
oothers  companion  of  those  happy  days. 
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*'  And  people  when  they  knew  you  would  like  you  rery  much." 

My  uncle  looked  as  if  he  did  not  understand  the  allegory. 

"  What  is  this  you  are  talking  about — poiage  d  la — ^what^l'ye- 
call-'im  1 "  says  he.  "  I  thought  we  were  speaking  of  Mn.  finnin, 
of  Old  Parr  Street.  Mrs.  Firmin  is  a  doosid  delicate  womaii,'' 
interposed  the  Major.  "  All  the  females  of  that  fimuly  are.  Her 
mother  died  early.  Her  sister,  Mrs.  Twysden,  is  rery  ddicat& 
She  would  be  of  no  more  use  in  a  sick-room  than  a — ^than  a  bull  in 
a  china-shop,  begad  !  and  she  might  catch  the  fever,  tea" 

'*  And  so  might  you,  Major ! "  cries  the  doctor.  "  Aren't  yon 
talking  to  me,  who  have  just  come  from  the  boyt  Keep  your 
distance,  or  I  shall  bite  you." 

The  old  gentleman  gave  a  little  backward  movement  with  hi^ 
chair. 

'^Grad,  it's  no  joking  matter,"  says  he;  "I've  known  feDowB 
catch  fevers  at — at  ever  so  much  past  my  age.     At  any  rate,  tbe 
boy  is  no  boy  of  mine,  begad !     I  dine  at  Firmin's  house,  who  has 
married  into  a  good  fiunily,  though  he  is  only  a  doctor,  and " 

'*  And  pray  what  was  my  husband  ?  "  cried  Mrs.  Pendennia. 

"  Only  a  doctor,  indeed  ! "  calls  out  Croodenougfa.  *^  My  deir 
creature,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  give  him  the  scaiiet  fever  this 
minute ! " 

"  My  £Either  was  a  surgeon  and  apothecary,  I  have  heard,"  ajB 
the  widow's  son. 

"  And  what  theni  And  I  should  like  to  know  if  a  man  of  one 
of  the  most  ancient  families  in  the  kingdom — in  the  empire,  begwi  • 
— hasn't  a  right  to  pursoo  a  learned,  a  useful,  an  honourable 
profession.     My  brother  John  was " 

'*  A  medical  practitioner ! "  I  say,  with  a  sigh. 

And  my  uncle  arranges  his  hair,  puts  his  handkerchief  to  his 
teeth,  and  says — 

"  Stuff !  nonsense — no  patience  with  these  personalities,  hegd ! 
Firmin  is  a  doctor,  certainly — so  are  you — so  are  others.     Bat 
Firmin  is  a  university  man,  and  a  gentleman.    Firmin  has  travelled, 
Firmin  is  intimate  with  some  of  the  best  people  in  En^^and,  and 
has  married  into  one  of  the  first  families.     Gad,  sir,  do  you  suppose 
that  a  woman  bred  up  in  the  lap  of  luxury — in  the  very  lap,  sir — 
at  Ringwood  and  Whipham,  and  at  Ringwood  House  in  Walpole 
Street,  where  she  was  absolute  mistress,  b^ad — do  yoa  suppose 
such  a  woman  is  fit  to  be  nursetender  in  a  sick-room  t     She  never 
ivas  fit  for  that,  or  for  anything  except — "  (here  the  Migor  saw 
smiles  on  the  countenances  of  some  of  his  audience)— ^  except,  I 
say,  to  preside  at  Ringwood  House  and — and  adorn  society,  and 
that  sort  of  thing.     And  if  such  a  woman  chooses  to  run  away  with 
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lier  uncle's  doctor,  and  marry  lielow  her  rank — why,  /  don't  think 
it's  a  laughing  matter,  hang  nie  if  I  do." 

"  And  eo  site  stops  at  the  Isle  of  Wight,  whilat  the  poor  boy 
remains  at  the  school,"  sighs  my  untther. 

"  Firmin  can't  come  away.  He  is  in  attendance  on  the  Grand 
D<"ok.  The  Prince  is  never  easy  without  Fimiin.  He  has  given 
him  his  Order  of  the  Swan.  They  ore  moving  heaven  and  earth 
in  high  i|uarters ;  and  I  bet  ynu  even,  Goodenoiigh,  that  that  boy 
whom  you  have  been  attending  will  be  a  baronet — if  you  don't  kill 
him  offwitli  ynnr  confiiumled  potions  and  pills,  begad  !" 

Dr.  fioodcnough  only  gave  a.  humph  and  contracted  his  great 
■tofftbrowB. 
fp     My  uucle  tontinue'I — 

"  r  know  what  you  mean.  Firmin  ia  a  gentlemanly  man^a 
bandwiine  man.  I  remember  his  fiitlier,  Brand  Firmin,  at  Valen- 
<^ennes  with  the  Ilook  of  York — oue  of  the  handsomest  men  in 
Europe.  Firebrand  Firmin  they  nseti  to  call  him — a  red-headed 
fellow — a  tremendouB  duellJBt ;  shot  an  Irishman — became  serious 
in  after  life,  and  that  sort  of  thing — quairellcil  with  his  son,  who 
was  dooeid  wild  in  early  days.  Gentlemanly  man,  certainly,  Firmin. 
Black  hair :  his  fiitlier  had  red.  So  much  the  better  for  the  Doctor  ; 
but — but — we  unileratand  each  otiier,  I  think,  Goodenongh  1  and 
yoa  anil  I  have  seen  some  queer  fishes  in  our  time." 

And  the  old  gentleman  winked  and  took  his  snuff  graciously, 
awl,  as  it  were,  puffed  the  Firmin  subject  away. 

"  Was  it  to  siiow  me  a  queer  fish  that  you  took  me  to  Dr. 
Finuin's  house  in  Parr  Street  I"  askeil  Mr.  Fenrlennis  of  his  uncle. 
"The  house  was  not  very  gay,  nor  the  mistress  very  wi«e,  but  they 
were  &11  as  kind  as  might  be ;  and  I  am  very  fond  of  the  boy." 

"So  did  Lord  Ringwood,  his  mother's  uncle,  like  liim,"  cried 
Kijor  Pendennis.  "That  boy  brought  about  a  reconciliation 
between  his  mother  and  his  uncle,  utter  her  runaway  match.  I 
e  you  know  she  ran  away  with  Firmin,  my  dear  1 " 

■  My  mother  eaid  "  she  had  hejird  something  of  the  story."     And 

■  Major  once  more  asserted  that  Dr.  Firmin  was  a  wild  fellow 
lUity  years  ago.     At  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing  he  was 

■  "  I  to  the  Plethoric  Hospital,  Physician  to  the  Gmnd  Duke 
pSrOoingen,  and  Knight  of  his  Order  of  the  Black  Swan,  member 
Vnuiy  leumed  societies,  the  husband  of  a  rich  wife,  and  a  person 
■  Boantnll  consideration. 

T  A*  for  his  son,  whose  niiine  figures  at  the  head  of  these  pages, 
n  may  suppose  he  did  not  die  of  the  illness  about  which  we  hail 
t  been    talking.     A   good    nurse   waited   on   liim,    though    his 
in  the  country.     Though  his  papa  was  absent,  a  very 
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competent  physician  was  found  to  take  charge  of  the  young  patient, 
and  preserve  his  life  for  the  benefit  of  his  family,  and  the  purposes 
of  this  history. 

We  pursued  our  talk  about  Philip  Firmin  and  his  &ther,  and 
his  grand-uncle  the  Earl,  whom  Major  Pendennis  knew  intimately 
well,  until  Dr.  Groodenough's  carriage  was  announced,  and  our  kind 
physician  took  leave  of  us,  and  drove  back  to  London.  Some  who 
spoke  on  that  summer  evening  are  no  longer  here  to  speak  or  listen. 
Some  who  were  young  then  have  topped  the  hill  and  are  descending 
towards  the  valley  of  the  shadows.  "Ah,"  says  old  Migor  Pen- 
dennis, shaking  his  brown  curls,  as  the  Doctor  went  away ;  "  did 
you  see,  my  good  soul,  when  I  spoke  about  his  confrere^  how  glum 
Gk)odenough  looked  ?  They  don't  love  each  other,  my  dear.  Two 
of  a  trade  don't  agree,  and  besides  I  have  no  doubt  the  other 
doctor-fellows  are  jealous  of  Firmin,  because  he  lives  in  the  best 
society.  A  man  of  good  family,  my  dear.  There  has  already  been 
a  great  rapprochement ;  and  if  Lord  Ringwood  is  quite  reconciled 
to  him,  there's  no  knowing  what  luck  that  boy  of  Firmin's  may 
come  to." 

Although   Dr.    €k)odenough   might  think  but   lightly   of  his 
confrere^  a  great  portion  of  the  public  held  him  in  much  hi^er 
estimation :  and  especially  in  the  little  community  of  Grey  Friars, 
of  which  the  kind  reader  has  heard  in  previous  works  of  the  present 
biographer,   Dr.   Brand  Firmin  was  a  very  great  favourite,  and 
received  with  much  respect  and  honour.     Whenever  the  boys  at 
that  school  were  afflicted  with  the  common  ailments  of  youth,  Mr. 
Spratt,   the  school   apothecary,   provided  for  them  ;   and   by  the 
simple  though  disgusting  remedies  which  were  in  use  in  those  times, 
generally  succeeded  in  restoring  his  young  patients  to  health.     But 
if  young  Lord  Egham  (the  Marquis  of  Ascot's  son,  as  my  respected 
reader  very  likely  knows)  happened  to  be  unwell,  as  was  frequently 
the  case,  from  his  Lordship's  great  command  of  pocket-money  and 
imprudent  fondness  for  the  contents  of  the  pastrycook's  shop ;  or 
if  any  very  grave  case  of  illness  occurred  in  the  school,  then,  quick, 
the  famous  Dr.  Firmin,  of  Old  Parr  Street,  Burlington  Gardens, 
was  sent  for ;  and  an  illness  must  have  been  very  severe,  if  he  oould 
not  cure  it.     Dr.  Firmin  had  been  a  schoolfellow,  and  remained  a- 
special  friend,  of  the  head-master.      When  young  Lord  Egfaam^ 
before  mentioned  (he  was  our  only  lord,  and  therefore  we  were  ai 
little  proud  and  careful '  of  our  darling  youth),  got  the  eryrapelBS— 
which   swelled  his  head  to  the   size  of  a  pumpkin,  the  doct(v~ 
triumphantly  carried   him   through   his  illness,  and  was  oompl^ 
mented  by  the  head  boy  in  his  Latin  oration  on  the  annual 
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iLij  fur  Ilia  euperliuinan  skill  and  god-like  delight  saiuUm  hominilnt* 
•iaruio.  The  lieaii-mustor  tiimeil  townrds  Dr.  Firmin,  and  Imwed : 
the  goveraore  and  bigwigs  buziied  t«  one  anothw,  iind  looked  at 
hint :  tLe  boys  looked  at  him :  the  physiL-ian  held  his  handsome 
lieail  ilun'D  tonards  bis  sliirt-frill.  His  modest  eyes  would  not  look 
up  from  the  epotless  lining  of  the  broad-brim  toed  hat  on  his  kuees. 
A  murmur  of  applause  huinuied  througli  the  ancient  hall,  a  scuffling 
(if  young  fwt,  a  niBtiing  of  new  cassiH-ks  among  the  masters,  and  u 
rrfrefihing  blowing  of  noaea  ensneil,  as  the  orator  polished  otf  liis 
ImtiihI,  and  then  passed  to  some  other  tbemc. 

Aiuidat  tlie  general  enthusiasni,  there  was  one  member  of  the 
:iUiiitory  scornful  and  dissentient.  This  gentleman  whispered  to 
iiut  comrade  at  the  fommencement  of  the  phrase  concerning  the 
D'xrtftr  the,  I  believe  of  EoBtem  derivation,  monosyllable  "  Boah  ! " 
sol  be  odtleil  sadly,  looking  towards  the  object  of  all  this  praise, 
"He  can't  construe  tlio  Latin — though  it  is  ail  a  parcel  of  humbiig." 
"  Hush,  Phil ! "  said  his  friend  ;  and  Phil's  face  flLiehed  red,  as 
Dr.  Firmin,  liftmg  up  hia  eyes,  looked  at  him  for  one  moment ;  for 
lix  recipient  of  all  this  laudation  was  no  other  than  Phil's  father. 

The  illness  of  which  wo  spoke  had  long  since  passed  away. 
Philip  was  a  schoolboy  no  longer,  but  in  hie  second  year  at  the 
muvereity,  and  one  of  half-a-dozen  young  men,  ex-pupils  of  the 
kWI,  who  had  come  up  for  the  annual  dinner.  The  honours  of 
ilia  year'a  dinner  were  for  Dr.  Firmin,  even  more  than  for  Lord 
Aicot  in  his  star  and  ribbon,  who  walked  with  his  arm  in  the 
X'octor'B  into  chapel.  His  Lordship  foltered  when,  in  his  after- 
dinner  speech,  he  alluded  to  the  ineatiaiable  services  and  skill  of 
his  tried  oil  fiiend,  whom  he  had  known  aa  a  fellow-pupil  in  those 
*%lls — (loud  rJieera) — whose  friendship  hud  been  the  delight  of  his 
friendship  which  he  pmyed  might  lie  the  inheritance  of  their 
(Immense  applause ;  after  which  Dr.  Firmin  apoke.) 
The  Doctor's  speech  was  perhaps  a  little  commonplace  :  the 
quotations  which  he  iiaed  were  not  exactly  novel ;  but  Phil 
Dot  have  been  so  angry  or  ill-bohavcd.  He  went  on  sipping 
faring  at  his  father,  and  muttering  obaenations  that  weie 
but  complimentary  to  his  iiarent.  "  Now  look,"  says  he, 
^ng  to  be  overcome  by  his  feelings.  He  will  put  his 
terchief  up  to  bis  mouth,  and  show  his  iliamoud  ring.  I  told 
o !  It's  too  much.  1  can't  swallow  this  .  .  .  this  sherry, 
ay,  you  fellows,  let  ua  come  out  of  this,  and  have  a  smoke  some- 
•  tipte."  And  Phil  rose  up  and  quitted  the  dining-room,  just  as  his 
i.'ilicr  was  declaring  what  a  joy,  and  a  pride,  and  a  delight  it  was 
\'>  liliD  to  think  that  the  friendship  with  which  hia  noiile  fnend 
'Uiiuonml  him  waa  likely  to  be  transmitted  to  their  eliildren,  and 
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that  when  he  had  iiassed  away  from  this  earthly  aoene  (cries  of 
"  No,  no ! "  "  May  you  live  a  thousand  years ! ")  it  would  be  his  joy 
to  think  that  his  son  would  always  find  a  firiend  and  protector  in 
the  noble,  the  princely  house  of  Ascot. 

We  found  the  airriages  waiting  outside  Grey  Frian  Gate,  and 
Philip  Firmin,  pushing  mc  into  his  £Either*s,  told  the  footnum  to 
drive  home,  and  that  the  Doctor  would  return  in  Lord  Ascot's 
carriage.  Home  then  to  Old  Parr  Street  we  went,  where  mioy 
a  time  as  a  boy  I  had  been  welcome.  And  we  retired  to  Phil's 
private  den  in  tlie  back  buildings  of  the  great  house:  and  orer 
our  cigars  we  talked  of  the  Founder's-day  Feast,  and  the  speeches 
delivered ;  and  of  the  old  Cistercians  of  our  tim^  and  how  Thomp- 
son was  married,  and  Johnson  was  in  the  army,  and  Jackson  (sot 
red-haired  Jackson,  pig-eye«l  Jackson)  was  first  in  his  year,  ud 
so  forth  ;  and  in  this  twaddle  were  most  happily  engaged,  when 
PhiFs  father  fiung  open  the  tall  door  of  the  study. 

"  Here's  the  governor ! "  growled  Phil ;  and  in  an  undertone, 
"  What  does  he  want  ? " 

"  The  governor,"  as  I  looked  up,  was  not  a  pleasant  object  to 
behold.  Dr.  Firmin  had  very  white  false  teeth,  which  perhaps 
were  a  little  too  large  for  his  mouth,  and  these  grinned  in  the  gas- 
light very  fiercely.  On  his  cheeks  were  black  whiskers,  and  o?er 
his  glariiijjj  eyes  fierce  black  eyebrows,  and  his  bald  head  glittered 
like  a  billianl-ball.  You  would  hardly  have  known  that  he  was 
the  origin  al  of  that  melancholy  philosophic  portrait  which  all  the 
patients  admired  in  the  Doctor's  waiting-room. 

"I  find,  Philip,  that  you  took  my  carriage,"  said  the  &ther; 
"and  Lonl  Ascot  and  I  had  to  walk  ever  so  far  for  a  cab ! " 

"  HjKln't  he  got  his  own  carriage  1  I  thought,  of  course,  he 
would  have  his  carriage  on  a  state-day,  and  that  you  would  come 
home  with  the  lord,"  said  Philip. 

*'  I  had  promised  to  bring  him  home,  sir ! "  said  the  fiither. 

"  Well,  sir,  Fm  very  sorry,"  continued  the  son  curtly. 

"  Sorry  !  "  screams  the  other. 

« 

"  I  can't  say  any  more,  sir,  and  I  am  very  sorry,"  answers 
Phil ;  and  he  knoi»ked  the  ash  of  his  cigar  into  the  stove. 

The  stranger  within  the  house  hardly  knew  how  to  look  on 
its  master  or  his  son.  There  was  evidently  some  dire  quarrel 
betwetm  them.  The  old  man  glared  at  the  young  one,  who  calmly 
looked  his  father  in  the  f;u*o.  Wicked  rage  and  hate  seemed  to 
flash  from  the  I>(K*tor's  eyes,  and  anon  came  a  look  of  wild  pitiful 
supplication  towards  the  guest,  which  was  most  painful  to  bear.  In 
the  midst  of  what  dark  family  mystery  was  I  ?  What  meant  this 
cruel  8|>tvtacle  of  the  father's  terrified  anger,  and  the  son's  scorn  t 
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"I  -I  appeal  to  you,  Pendennis,"  says  the  Do<'tor,  with  a 
cbakiDg  utterance  and  a  ghastly  face. 

^  Shall  we  begin  ab  ovo,  sir  ? "  says  PhiL  Again  the  ghastly 
Vm^  of  terror  comes  oyer  the  father's  fkce. 

**! — I  promise  to  Ining  one  of  the  first  noblemen  in  England/' 
|Mpi  the  Doctor,  "  from  a  public  dinner,  in  my  carriage ;  and  my 
MB  takai  it,  and  leaves  me  and  Lord  Ascot  to  walk ! — Is  it  fair, 
iVndeimiat  Is  it  the  conduct  of  a  gentleman  to  a  gentleman ;  of 
a  no  to  a  fitther  r' 

"No,  sir,"  I  said  gravely,  "nothing  can  excuse  it."  Indeed  I 
Wm  shocked  at  the  young  man's  obduracy  and  undutifulness. 

"  I  told  you  it  was  a  mistake ! ''  cries  Phil,  reddening.  '*  I 
heard  Lord  Ascot  order  his  own  carriage ;  I  made  no  doubt  he 
Wookl  bring  my  &ther  home.  To  ride  in  a  chariot  with  a  footman 
hebind  me,  is  no  pleasure  to  me,  and  I  would  far  rather  have  a 
Baosom  and  a  cigar.  It  was  a  blunder,  and  I  am  sorry  for  it — 
there !     And  if  I  live  to  a  hundred  I  can't  say  more." 

**If  you  are  sorry,  Philip,"  groans  the  father,  "it  is  enough." 
•*  You  remember,  Pendennis,  when — when  my  son  and  I  were  not 
00  this — on  this  footing,"  and  he  looked  up  for  a  moment  at  a 
pictore  which  was  hanging  over  Phil's  head — a  portrait  of  Phil's 
mother ;  the  lady  of  whom  my  own  mother  si)oke,  on  that  evening 
when  we  had  talked  of  the  boy's  illness.  Both  the  ladies  had 
pswed  from  the  world  now,  and  their  images  were  but  painted 
shadows  on  the  wall. 

The  &ther  had  accepted  an  apology,  though  the  son  had  made 
none.  I  looked  at  the  elder  Firmin's  face,  and  the  character 
written  on  it.  I  rememberwl  such  particulars  of  his  early  history 
Si  had  been  told  to  me ;  and  I  perfectly  recalled  that  feeling  of 
doubt  and  misliking  which  came  over  my  mind  when  I  first  saw 
tlie  Doctor'H  handsome  face  some  few  years  previously,  when  my 
uncle  first  took  me  to  the  Doctor's  in  Old  Parr  Street ;  little  Phil 
being  then  a  flaxen-headed,  pretty  child,  who  had  just  assume<l  his 
first  trousers,  and  I  a  fifth-fonn  boy  at  school. 

My  father  and  Dr.  Fimiin  were  members  of  the  medical  pro- 
leasiun.  They  had  been  brc<l  up  as  boys  at  the  same  school, 
whither  fiunilies  used  to  send  their  sons  from  generation  to  genera- 
tion, and  long  before  people  haii  ever  learned  that  the  place  was 
unwh<desome.  Grey  Friars  was  smoky,  (^ertainly  ;  I  think  in  the 
time  of  the  Plague  great  numbers  of  people  were  buried  there.  But 
had  the  school  been  situate<l  in  tlie  most  picturesque  swamp  in 
Eoghuid,  the  general  health  of  the  boys  could  not  have  been 
better.  We  boys  used  to  hear  of  epidemics  occurring  in  other 
•chooU,  and  were  almost  sorry  that  they  did  not  come  to  ours,  so 
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that  we  might  shut   up,  and  get  longer  TRcatiQiia.      Even  thit 
illness  which  subsequently  befell  Phil  Firmin  himadf  attacked  no 
one  else — the  boys  all  luckily  going  home  for  the  hdidays  on  the 
very  day  of  poor  Phil's  seizure ;  but  of  this  illness  more  inoo. 
When  it  was  determined  that  little  Phil  Firmin  was  to  go  to 
Grey  Friars,  Phil's  Either  bethought  him  that  Migor  Pendennii, 
whom  he  met  in  the  world  and  society,  had  a  nephew  at  the 
place,  who  might  protect  the  little  fellow,  and  the  Migor  took 
his  nephew  to  see  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Firmin  one  Sunday  after  cfanicfa, 
and  we  had  lunch  at  Old  Parr  Street,  and  there  little  Phil  wu 
presented  to  me,  whom  I  promised  to  take  under  my  protectioiL 
He  was  a  simple  little  man ;  an  artless  child,  who  had  not  the 
least  idea  of  the  dignity  of  a   fifth>form   boy.      He  was  quite 
unabashed  in  talking  to  me  and  other  persons,  and  has  renudDed 
so  ever  since.     He  asked  my  uncle  how  he  came  to  have  radi 
o<ld  hair.     He  partook  freely  of  the  delicacies  on  the  taUe.   I 
remember   he   hit  me  with  his  little  fist  once  or  twice^  which 
liberty  at   first  struck   me  with   a  panic    of  astonishment^  and 
then  with  a  senna  of  the  ridiculous  so  exquisitely  keen,  that  I 
burst  out  into  a  fit  of  laughter.     It  was,  you  see,  as  if  a  stnuiger 
were  to  hit  the  Pope  in  the  ribs,  and  call  him  "  Old  boy " ;  m 
if  Jack  were  to  tweak  one  of  the  giants  by  the  nose ;  or  Ensign 
Jones  to  ask  the  Duke  of  Wellington  to  take  wine.     I  had  a 
strong  sense  of  humour,  even  in  those  early  days,  and  eigoyed  this 
joke  accordingly. 

"  Philip  !  "  cries  mamma,  "  you  will  hurt  Mr.  Pendennis.'* 

"  I  will  knock  him  down  ! "  shouts  Phil.  Fancy  knocking  me 
down, — ME,  a  fifth-form  boy  ! 

"  The  child  is  a  perfect  Hercules,"  remarks  the  mother. 

"He  strangled  two  snakes  in  his  cradle,"  says  the  Doctor, 
looking  at  me.  (It  was  then,  as  I  remember,  I  felt  />r.  Fell 
towanls  him.) 

"  La,  Dr.  Firmin  ! "  cries  mamma,  "  I  can't  bear  snakes.  I 
rememl)er  there  was  one  at  lionie,  when  we  were  walking  one  day, 
a  great  large  snake,  and  I  hated  it,  and  I  cried  out,  and  I  nearly 
fainted ;  and  my  uncle  Ringwood  said  I  ought  to  like  snakes,  for 
one  might  be  an  airreeable  rattle ;  and  I  have  read  of  them  being 
charming  in  India,  and  I  daresay  you  have,  Mr.  Pendennis,  ibr 
I  am  told  you  are  very  clever;  and  I  am  not  in  the  least;  I 
wish  I  were;  but  my  husKand  is,  very — and  so  Phil  will  be. 
Will  you  be  a  very  clover  boy,  dear?  He  was  named  after  my 
dear  papa,  who  was  killed  at  Busaco  when  I  was  quite,  quite  a 
little  thing,  and  we  wore  mourning,  and  we  went  to  live  with  my 
uncle  RingwiNxl  aftiTwards ;  but  Maria  and  I  had  both  our  own 
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fortunes ;  and  I  am  sure  I  little  thought  I  Bhould  many  a  phy- 
sician— la,  one  of  Uncle  Ringwood's  grooniB,  I  shoidd  as  aoon 
ha^e  thought  of  marrying  him  ! — hut,  you  know,  my  husband 
ia  one  of  the  cleverest  men  in  t/te  iporlj.  Don't  tell  me, — 
you  are,  deareBt,  and  you  know  it ;  anti  wlien  a  man  is  clever, 
I  don't  value  his  rank  in  life ;  no,  not  if  he  was  that  fender ;  and 
I  alwHja  said  to  Unirle  Ringwood,  '  Talent  I  will  marry,  for  talent 
I  adote ; '  and  I  did  marry  you,  Dr.  Firmin,  you  know  I  did, 
and  thia  child  is  your  Imu;!^.  And  you  will  be  kind  to  him  at 
Boho"jl,"  saya  the  poor  Imly,  turning  to  me,  lier  eyes  filling  with 
Uan,  "  for  talent  is  always  kind,  except  Uncle  Ringwood,  and  he 

wMTery " 

"A  little  more  wine,  Mr.  Pendennisl"  aaid  tlie  Doctor— TJr. 
Fell  still,  though  he  wbb  most  kind  to  me.  "  I  shall  put  my  little 
msn  under  your  care,  and  I  know  you  will  keep  him  from  barm. 
I  hojie  you  will  do  us  the  fevour  to  come  to  Piirr  Street  whenever 
toil  are  free.  In  my  father's  time  we  used  to  ™me  home  of  a 
Saturday  from  school,  and  enjoyed  going  to  the  play.''  And  the 
Doctor  shook  me  cordially  by  the  hand,  and,  I  must  say,  continued 
liin  kindneea  to  me  as  long  as  ever  1  knew  bim.  When  we  went 
tiray,  my  uncle  Pendennis  told  me  many  stories  about  the  great 
Enrl  and  fiunily  of  Ringwood,  and  how  Dr.  Firmin  hod  made  & 
niitrh — a  match  of  the  affections — with  tliis  Indy,  daughter  of 
Pliilip  Ringwood,  who  waa  killed  at  Bueaoo  ;  and  bow  she  had  been 
»  great  beauty,  and  waa  a  perfect  grande  dame  always  ;  and,  if  not 
tile  cleverest,  certainly  one  of  the  kindest  and  most  amiable  women 
'a  the  world. 

In  tbose  duya  I  was  accustomed  to  receive  the  opinions  of  my 

'nfonnant  witb  such  respect  tltat  I  at  once  accepted  this  statement 

As  Butbeutic.     Mrs.  Firmin's  x>ortrait,  indeed,  was  beautiful :  it  waa 

{tainted  by  young  Mr.  Hurlowe,  that  year  he  wna  at  Rome,  and 

'^'hen  in  eighteen  days  be  completed  a  copy  of  the  "  Transfiguration," 

to  the  admiration  of  all  the  Academy ;  but  I,  for  my  iMirt,  only 

»^member  a.  lady,  weak  and  thin  and  faded,  wlio  never  came  out  of 

***!  dre>wing-room  until  a  late  hour  in  the  nllemoon,  and  whose 

tttipenuinuuted  smites  and  grimaces  used  to  provoke  my  juvenile 

B^nse  of  humour.     She  used  to  kiss  Phil'a  brow  ;  and,  as  she  held 

the  boy's  hand  in  one  of  her  lean  ones,  would  say,  "  Who  would 

BupiHM;  such  a  great  boy  as  that  could  be  my  son  1 "     "Be  kind  to 

bim  when  I  am  gone,"  she  sighed  to  me,  one  Sunday  evening,  when 

I  lis  tailing  leave  of  her,  aa  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  she 

"■vi  the  thin  bond  in  mine  for  the  Inst  time.    The  DiM?tor,  reading 

'  tli«  lin',  turned  round  and  scowled  at  her  fruui  under  his  toll 

'iiiiiiig  furclieod.     "  Ycm  ure  nervous,  Louisa,  and  liad  better  go  to 
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your  room,  I  told  you  you  had,"  he  said  abruptly.  "Young  gentle- 
men, it  is  time  for  you  to  be  off  to  Grey  Friars.  Is  the  cab  at  the 
door,  Brice  ? "  And  he  took  out  his  watch — his  great  shining  watch, 
by  which  he  had  felt  the  pulses  of  so  many  famous  personages, 
whom  his  prodigious  skill  had  rescued  from  disease.  And  at  part- 
ing, Phil  flung  his  arms  round  his  poor  mother,  and  kissed  her  under 
the  glossy  curls;  the  borrowed  curls!  and  he  looked  his  £ither 
resolutely  in  the  flEMse  (whose  own  glance  used  to  fall  before  that  of 
the  boy),  and  bode  him  a  gruff  good-night,  ere  we  set  forth  for  Gny 
Friars. 


CHAPTER  II 

AT  SCHOOL  AND  AT  HOME 

I   DIN  ED  yesterday  with  three  gentlemen,  whose  time  of  life 
may  be  guessed  by  their  conversation,  a  great  |>art  of  whicli  con- 
bihU**!  of  Eton  reminiscences  and  lively  imitations  of  Dr.  Keate. 
Each  one,  as  he  described  how  he  had  been  flogged,  mimicked  to 
the  best  of  his  power  the  manner  and  the  mode  of  operating  of  the 
famous  I>(x*tor.    His  little  parenthetical  remarks  during  the  ceremony 
were  rei^lleil  with  great  facetiousness  :  the  very  hwhish  of  the  rods 
was  (lanKlied  with  tli rilling  fidelity,  and  after  a  good  hour^s  conver- 
sation, tlie  subje<*t  was  brought  to  a  climax  by  a  description  of  that 
awful  nij^ht  when  the  Doctor  called  up  squad  after  sqmul  of  boys 
from  their  l>eils  in  their  respective  boarding-houses,  whipped  through 
the  whole  night,  and  ca«tigate<l  I  don't  know  how  many  hundred 
reliolM.      All    these   mature  men  lauglied,   prattled,   rejoiced,   and 
liet-ame  young  again,  as  they  recounted  their  stories ;  and  each  of 
them   heartily  and   eagerly  bade   the  stranger  to  understand  how 
Keate   was   a  thorough   gentleman.      Having   talked   about  their 
flojoonu's,   I  say,  for  an  hour  at  least,  they  a|)ologise*l  to  me  for 
dwelling  ujion  a  8ubje<'t  which  after  all  was  strictly  local :   but, 
indee<l,  their  talk  greatly  amusetl  and  diverte<l  me,  and  I  hope,  and 
am  quite  ready,  ti)  hear  all  their  jolly  stories  over  again. 

Be  not  angry,  jiaticnt  rea<ler  of  former  volumes  by  the  author 
of  the  present  history,  if  I  am  garrulous  about  (Jrey  Friars,  an<l  go 
bark  to  that  ancient  place  of  education  to  find  the  henM'S  of  our 
tale.  We  are  young  but  once.  When  we  rememl»er  that  time  of 
youth,  we  are  still  young.  He  over  whose  head  eight  or  nine 
lustres  have  |Kuwe<l,  if  he  wishes  to  write  of  boys,  must  recall  the 
tinn*  when  he  himself  was  a  lioy.  Their  habits  change  ;  their 
waists  are  lon^jer  or  shorter  ;  their  shirt-rt)llars  stick  up  more  or 
Ipsm  :  but  the  Ikiv  is  the  lK)y  in  King  George's  time  as  in  that  of  his 
lli»yal  niece — once  our  maiden  Queen,  now  the  anxious  mother  of 
nmny  l¥)ys.  And  young  fellows  arc  honest,  and  merry,  and  idle, 
and  mis<*hicvou8,  and  timid,  and  brave,  and  studious,  ami  selfish, 
and  generous,  and  mean,  and  false,  and  truth-telling,  and  affectionate, 
and  good,  and  bad,  now  as  in  former  days.     He  with  whom  we 
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have  maioly  to  ilo  ia  a  gentleman  of  mAture  age  noT  mUcing  tbe 
street  with  boys  of  hU  own.  He  is  not  gotog  to  perieh  in  the  last 
chapter  of  these  memoirB — to  die  of  conauinption  vith  his  lore 
weeping  by  his  bedeide,  or  to  blow  his  bnuns  out  in  despnir,  becaUN 
she  has  been  married  to  his  rival,  or  killed  out  of  a  gig,  or  otherwiK 
done  for  in  the  last  chapter  but  one.  No,  no ;  we  will  hare  do 
dismal  endings.  Philip  Finnin  is  well  and  hearty  at  this  minute, 
owes  no  man  a  shilling,  and  can  e^joy  his  glass  of  port  in  perfert 
comfort  So,  my  dear  miss,  if  you  wont  a  pulmonary  romance,  tbe 
present  won't  suit  you.  So,  young  gentleman,  if  you  are  for 
melancholy,  despair,  and  sardonic  satire,  please  to  call  at  some  otbrr 
shop.  That  Philip  shall  have  his  trials  is  a  matter  of  coaree— 
may  they  be  interesting,  though  they  do  not  end  dismally '.  That 
he  shall  bll  and  trip  in  his  course  sometimes  is  pretty  certain.  Ah, 
who  does  not  upon  this  life-joumey  of  oura?  Is  not  our  want  tbe 
occasion  of  our  brother's  charity,  and  thus  does  not  good  come  out 
of  that  evil  ?  When  the  traveller  (of  whom  the  Master  spoke)  fell 
among  the  thieves,  his  mishap  was  contrived  to  try  many  a  heart 
beside  his  own — the  Knave's  who  robbed  him,  the  Levite's  and 
Priest's  who  passed  him  by  as  he  lay  bleeding,  the  humUe 
Samaritan's  whose  hand  poured  oil  into  his  wound,  and  hehi  out  its 
pittance  to  relieve  him. 

So  little  Philip  Firmin  was  brought  to  school  by  bis  mammi 
in  her  carriige,  who  entreated  the  housekeeper  to  have  a  special 
charge  of  thnt  angelic  child ;  and  as  soon  as  the  poor  lady's  hock 
was  turned,  Mm.  Bunce  emptied  the  contents  of  the  little  hofs 
trunk  into  one  of  sixty  or  seventy  little  cupboards,  wherein  reposed 
other  boys'  clothes  and  h.iberilashery :  and  then  Mrs.  Fimia 
requested  to  see  the  Kev.  Mr.  X.,  in  whose  house  Philip  was  to 
buani,  and  besought  him,  and  cxphiined  many  things  to  him,  such 
aa  the  exceeding  delicacy  of  the  child's  iiinstitution,  &v.  Ac.  :  and 
Mr.  X.,  who  was  very  gooil-natureil,  imttt.^  the  boy  kindly  on  the 
head,  and  sent  for  the  other  Philip,  Philip  Ringwood,  Phil's  cousin, 
who  hail  arrive"!  at  Grey  Friare  an  hour  or  two  before ;  and  Mr. 
X.  told  RingwiKxi  to  take  care  of  the  little  fellow;  and  Mm. 
Firmin,  choking  tieliind  her  piH'ket-hanil kerchief,  gurgled  out  a 
blessini*  on  the  grinning  youth,  and  at  one  time  had  an  idea  of 
giving  Mast«r  Kingwooil  a  sovereign,  but  pausett,  thinking  he  was 
too  bi^  a  boy,  and  that  she  might  not  bike  such  a  liberty,  and 
presently  she  was  gone :  and  little  Phil  Finnin  was  introdnceil 
to  the  long-room  and  hi*  6choolfeili)ws  of  Mr.  X.'s  house;  and 
having  plenty  of  money,  and  naturally  finding  his  way  to  tbe 
(lastry cook's,  the  next  duy,  after  school,  he  was  met  by  his  oowan 
Ringwood  and  robbeil  of  half  the  torts  which  he  had  purcbaaed. 
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A  fbrtDigfat  afterwards,  the  hospitable  Doctor  and  his  wife  asked 
their  young  kinsman  to  Old  Parr  Street,  Burlington  Oardens,  and 
the  two  boys  went;  but  Phil  never  mentioned  anything  to  his 
poreots  regarding  the  robbery  of  tarts,  being  deterred,  perhaps, 
from  speaking  by  awful  threats  of  punishment  which  his  cousin 
promised  to  administer  when  they  got  back  to  school,  in  case  of 
the  little  boy*s  confession.  Subsequently,  Master  Ringwood  was 
iftked  once  in  every  term  to  Old  Parr  Street ;  but  neither  Mrs. 
Firmin,  nor  the  Doctor,  nor  Master  Firinin,  liked  the  Baronet's 
•on,  and  Mrs.  Firmin  pronounced  him  a  violent  rude  boy. 

I,  for  my  part,  left  school  suddenly  and  early,  and  my  little 
ftrot/f/^'  liehind  me.  His  poor  mother,  who  had  promised  herself 
to  come  for  him  every  Saturday,  did  not  keep  her  promise.  Smith- 
field  is  a  long  way  from  Piccadilly ;  and  an  angry  cow  once 
srratched  the  panels  of  her  carriage,  causing  her  footman  to  spring 
fn>m  his  board  into  a  pig-pen,  and  herself  to  feel  such  a  shock, 
that  no  wonder  she  was  afraid  of  visiting  the  City  afterwards. 
The  rin'umstances  of  this  accident  she  often  narrateil  to  us.  Her 
anecdotes  were  not  numerous,  but  she  told  them  repeatedly.  In 
imagination,  sometimes,  I  can  hear  her  ceaseless  simple  cackle ; 
fee  her  faint  eyes,  as  she  prattles  on  unconsciously,  and  watch  the 
liark  looks  of  her  handsome  silent  husband,  scowling  from  under 
his  eyebrows  and  smiling  behind  his  teeth.  I  daresay  he  ground 
those  teeth  with  suppressed  rage  sometimes.  I  daresay  to  bear 
with  her  endless  volubility  must  have  taskeii  his  endurance.  He 
may  have  treated  her  ill,  but  she  tried  him.  She,  on  her  part, 
may  have  been  a  not  very  wise  woman,  but  she  was  kind  to  me. 
Did  not  her  housekeeper  make  me  the  best  of  tarts,  and  keep 
jTiwilies  from  the  comiwrny  dinners  for  the  young  gentlemen  when 
they  came  home?  Did  not  her  husban<i  give  me  of  his  fees?  I 
promise  you,  after  I  had  seen  Dr.  Fell  a  few  times,  that  first 
un pleasing  impression  produced  by  his  darkling  countenance  and 
sinister  good  looks  wore  away.  He  was  a  gentleman.  He  had 
lived  in  the  great  world,  of  which  he  told  anecdotes  delightful  to 
boys  to  hear :  and  he  passed  the  bottle  to  me  as  if  I  was  a  man. 

I  hope  and  think  I  remembered  the  injunction  of  poor  Mrs. 
F'innin  to  be  kind  to  her  boy.  As  long  as  we  stayed  together  at 
(trey  Friars,  I  was  PhiFs  champion  whenever  he  needed  my  protec- 
tion, though  of  course  I  could  not  always  be  present  to  guard  the 
little  scapegrace  from  all  the  blows  whirli  were  ainie<I  at  his  young 
face  by  pu^lists  of  his  own  size.  Tlicn*  were  seven  or  eiglit  years* 
difierence  between  us  (he  says  ten,  whicli  is  absuni,  and  which  I 
d«'ny)  ;  but  I  was  always  remarkable  for  my  affability,  and,  in 
spite  of  our  dis]»arity  of  age,  would  often  graciously  accept  the 
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general  invitation  I  had  from  his  &thcr  for  any  Satimiay  and 
Sunday  when  I  would  like  to  accompany  Philip  home. 

Such  an  invitation  is  welcome  to  any  schoolboy.  To  get  away 
from  Smithfield,  and  show  our  best  clothes  in  Baod  Street,  was 
always  a  privilege.  To  strut  in  the  Park  on  Sunday,  and  nod  to  the 
other  fellows  who  were  strutting;  there  too,  was  better  than  remain- 
ing at  school,  **  doing  *  Diates  aron,' "  as  the  phrase  used  to  be, 
having  that  endless  roast-beef  for  dinner,  and  hearing  two  sermons  in 
chapel.  There  may  have  been  more  lively  streets  in  London  than 
Old  Parr  Street ;  but  it  was  pleasanter  to  be  there  than  to  look  at 
Goswell  Street  over  Grey  Friars  wall  ;  and  so  the  present  biographer 
and  reader's  very  humble  servant  found  Dr.  Firmin's  house  an 
agreeable  resort.  Mamma  was  often  ailing,  or,  if  well,  went  oat 
into  the  world  with  her  husband ;  in  either  case,  we  boys  had  a 
good  dinner  provided  for  us,  with  the  special  dishes  which  Phil 
loved ;  and  after  dinner  we  adJourne<I  to  the  play,  not  being  by  any 
means  too  proud  to  sit  in  the  pit  with  Mr.  Brice^  the  Doctors  con- 
fidential man.  On  Sunday  we  went  to  church  at  Lady  WhittleseaX 
and  back  to  school  in  the  evenini; ;  when  the  Doctor  almost  always 
<^aife  us  a  fee.  If  he  did  not  dine  at  home  (and  I  own  his  absence 
did  not  much  damp  our  pU^asure),  Brice  would  lay  a  small  enclosure 
on  the  young  gentlemen's  cojits,  which  we  transferred  to  our  pockets. 
I  l)elieve  schoollwys  disdain  fet\s  in  the  present  disinterested  times. 

Everything  in  Dr.  Firniin's  house  was  as  handsome  as  might  he, 
and  yet  somehow  the  place  was  not  cheerful.  One's  steps  fell  noise- 
lessly on  the  farle<l  Turkey  car}H»t ;  the  room  was  large,  and  all  save 
the  (lining-table  in  a  dingy  twilight.  The  jiiiture  of  Mrs.  Firmin 
looked  at  us  fn)m  the  wall,  and  followed  us  about  ^ith  wild  violet  eyes. 
Philip  Firmin  had  the  same  violet  o<l(l  bright  ey**,  and  the  same 
coloureil  hair  of  an  auburn  tinj^e  ;  in  the  picture  it  fell  in  long  wild 
masses  over  the  lady's  back  as  she  leaned  with  bare  arms  on  a  harp. 
Over  the  sidelx)anl  was  the  Doi'tor,  in  a  black  velvet  coat  and  a  fiir 
collar,  his  hand  on  a  skull,  like  Hamlet.  Skulls  of  oxen,  homed, 
with  wreaths,  fonmnl  the  cheerful  ornaments  of  the  cornice.  On  the 
side-tiiblo  «;littemi  a  pair  of  cups,  given  by  grateful  patients,  looking 
like  receptacles  rather  fi>r  funereal  ashes  than  for  festive  flowers  or 
wine.  Brice,  the  hutlcr,  wore  the  gravity  and  costume  of  an  under- 
taker. The  footman  stealthily  moved  hither  and  thither,  bearing! 
the  dinner  to  us  ;  we  always  sjK>ke  under  our  breath  whilst  we  were 
eating  it.  "  The  room  don't  look  more  cheerful  of  a  morning  when 
the  [Kitients  are  sittinir  here,  I  can  tell  you,"  Phil  would  say  ;  indeefi, 
we  could  well  fancy  that  it  was  dismal.  The  drawing-room  had  a 
rhuharb-coloure<l  tl<H'k  pa])er  (on  account  of  the  govemOT*8  attachment 
to  the  shop,  Master  Phil  siiid),  a  great  piano,  a  harp  smothered  in 
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a  leather  bag  in  the  i-orner,  which  the  hiiij^'uir]  owner  now  nevw 

toucheil :  aud  cTCTjhody'B  fa'«  Eeemeil  Beared  and  pale  in  the  great 

lookmg-glaesee,  which  reflecleil  you  oyer  ami  over  again  into  tho 

^^HtAtice,  BO  that  you   iH.'enic(l  to  twinkle  off  right  through    the 

^Btbtny  into  Piccfulilly. 

^Bt  Old  Porr  Strret  has  been  a  hahitatinn  for  generations  of  surgeons 
"■iBd  phyKiciniiH.  I  BUppusc  the  noblemen  for  whose  use  the  rtreet 
waA  intended  in  tho  time  of  the  early  Georges  tied,  finding  the 
ncighbourlinnd  tixi  dtBitial,  and  the  gentlemen  in  black  coats  caiue 
and  ti»k  poBBeBBion  of  the  gilile<l  gloomy  chambers  which  the  sacred 
nuxte  viu?ate<l.  These  miitationa  of  foshion  have  always  been 
iiiutt/TS  of  prufouiid  sptindation  to  me.  Why  shall  not  one  moralise 
osvT  London,  o«  over  RiiTne,  or  Baalhec,  or  Troy  town  1  I  like  to 
wnik  among  the  Hebrews  of  Wardour  Street,  and  fancy  the  plure, 
V  It  once  wns,  cmwiled  with  chairs  euiiI  gilt  chariots,  and  Uirches 
Hushing  ill  the  hands  of  the  nmning  foottnen.  1  hitve  a  piui 
pleasure  in  thinking  that  Golden  Siitiare  was  once  the  resort  of  the 
ariswcraci-,  and  Monmouth  Street  the  delight  of  the  geiit«l  world. 
V^'hat  shiiU  prevent  us  Londoners  from  musing  over  the  decline  and 
i.ill  of  city  sovereignties,  and  drawing  our  cockney  morals  ?  As  the 
IjIc  Mr.  Gibbon  meditated  his  history  leaning  against  a  column  in 
tlic  ('upitnl,  why  should  not  I  muse  over  mine,  reclining  under  an 
uimHc  of  the  Piintheun  1  Not  the  Pantheon  at  Rome,  in  the 
Citbbage  Market  by  the  PiaMa  Navona,  wliere  the  immnrlnl 
pib  were  worahippeil,^ — the  immortal  gods  who  arc  row  dead  ; 
t  the  Pantheon  in  Oxford  Street,  ladies,  where  you  purchase 
d>ie  pomatums,  music,  glassware,  and  baby-linen ;  snil  which 
'  I  lis  history  too.  Have  not  Selywn,  and  Walpole,  and  March, 
I  Carlisle  figiire.1  there  1  Has  not  Prince  Florizel  flounced 
cmgh  the  hall  in  his  rustling  domino,  and  danced  there  in 
iHered  splendour  1  and  when  tho  ushers  refused  admission  to 
Priy  Sophy  Barldeley,  did  not  the  young  men,  her  adorers,  draw 
'  ifteir  miners  and  vow  to  slay  the  doorkeepers  :  and,  crossing  the 
"hitcnng  blailea  over  the  enchantress's  head,  make  a  warlike 
liiiuophoJ  arch  for  her  to  pass  imrler,  all  flushed,  and  smilinf.',  and 
'•-■rfiiined,  and  {uiinterl  ?  The  lives  of  streets  ore  as  the  lives  of  men, 
^tiii  sliall  rot  the  street-preacher,  if  so  minded,  take  for  the  test  of 
''i«  «CTmon  the  stones  in  the  gutter  1  That  you  were  once  the  resort 
"f  the  fiwhifm,  0  Monmoulli  Street !  hy  the  invocation  of  blessed  St. 
^'\\n  shall  I  not  improve  that  sweet  thought  into  a  godly  discouree, 
itiid  make  the  ruin  edifying  I  0  met  frrra  !  There  were  splendid 
'iiotiiUKli fares,  daKKling  conijiaiiy,  bright  illuminations,  in  our  strwts 
wWii  mir  hearts  were  young  :  we  entertiiined  in  them  a  noble  routh- 
^^ful  wnipony  of  chivahwm  hopes  and  lofty  umhitiona ;  of  blushing 
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thoughts   in    snowy   robes   spotless   and    viiginaL      See,   in  the 
embrasure  of  the  window,  wliere  you  sat  looking  to  the  Stan,  and 
nestling  by  the  soft  side  of  your  first  love,  hang  Bfr.  Moees's  bargains 
of  turned  old  clothes,  very  cheap ;  of  worn  old  boots,  bedngj^  in 
how  much  and  how  many  people's  mud;  a  great  bargain.      See! 
along  the  street,  strewed  with  flowers  once  mayhap— a  fight  of 
beggars  for  the  refuse  of  an  apple-stall,  or  a  tipsy  basket-womao 
reeling  shrieking  to  the  station.     0  me !     O  my  beloved  coogregs- 
tion  !     I  have  preached  this  stale  sermon  to  you  for  ever  so  manr 
years.      O  my  jolly  companions,  I  have  drunk  many  a  bout  with 
you,  and  always  found  vanitas  vanitatum  written  on  the  bottom  of 
the  pot ! 

I  choose  to  moralise  now  when  I  pass  the  place.     The  garden 
has  nm  to  seed,  the  walks  are  mildewed,  the  statues  have  broken 
noses,  the  gravel  is  dank  with  green  moss,  the  roses  are  withered, 
and  the  nightingales  have  ceased  to  make  love.     It  ts  a  funeml 
street.  Oh  I  Parr  Street,  certainly ;  the  carriages  which  drive  there 
ought  to  have  feathers  on  the  roof,  and  the  butlers  who  open  the 
doors  should  wear  weepers — so  the  scene  strikes  you  now  as  you 
{KISS  alonic  the  spacious  empty  pavement.     You  are  bilious,  my 
<^)od  man.     Go  and  pay  a  guinea  to  one  of  the  doctors  in  those 
houses :  there  are  still  cKxHors  there.     He  will  prescribe  taraxacum 
for  you»  or  pil :  hydnirg :     Bless  you  !  in  my  time,  to  us  gentlemen 
of  the  fifth  form,  the  place  was  bearable.     The  yellow  fi)g8  didn't 
damp  our  spirits — and  we  never  thought  them  too  thick  to  keep  us 
away  from  the  play  :  frt>m  the  chivalrous  Charles  KemUe,  I  tdl 
you,  my  Miraln^l,   my  ^lercutio,  my  princely  Faloonbridge:  from 
his  ailonible  dau^liter  (O  my  distracted  heart !) :  from  the  classic 
Youmr :  from  the  dorious  Long  Tom  Coffin :  from  the  unearthly 
Vandenlei*ken — "  Return,  O  my  love,  and  well  never  never  part" 
(wiu're  art  thou,  sweet  singor  of  that  most  thrilling  ditty  €i  my 
youth  ?) :  fn>ui  the  sweet  sweet  "  Victorine  "  and  the  "  Bottle  Imp.'' 
Oh,  to  stv  that  '*  Bottle  Imp  *'  again,  and  hear  that  song  about  the 
**  Pili^riiu  of  I»ve  I  '*     Om»e— but,  hush  !  this  is  a  secret — we  had 
private  U»xes,  the  IXvtor's  trrand  friemU  often  sending  him  these ; 
ami,  finding  the  opera  rather  slow,  we  went  to  a  concert  in  M-d-n 
LkUio,   near   Covent   Oanlou,  and  heanl   the  most  celestial  ^ees^ 
over  a  sup})er  of  fizzini;  scuu^i^^  and  mashed  potatoes,  such  as  tiie 
world  has  never  seen  sina\     We  did  no  harm ;  but  I  daresay  it 
wiis  very  wrong.     Brii*e,  the  butler,  ought  not  to  have  taken  ns. 
Wo  U'lllitHl  him.  and  maile  him  take  us  where  we  liked.     We  ImmI 
nun-shrub  in  the  housekeej»er  s  nx>m,  where  we  used  to  be  direrted 
by  the  stxnety  of  other  hutler?i  of  the  neighbouring  nobilitT  ami 
gentry,  who  would  step  in.     Perhaps  it  was  wrong  to  kave  db  so  to 
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the  company  of  servants.     Dr.  Firmin  used   to  go  to  his  grand 
parties,  Mrs.  Firmin  to  bed.     "  Did  we  enjoy  the  i)erformance  last 
Bight f"  our  host  would  ask  at  breakfast.     "Oh,  yes,  we  cnjoye<l 
the  performance ! "     But  my   poor  Mrs.  Firmin  fancied  that  wo 
enjoyed   "Scmimmide"  or  the  "Donna  del  Lago;"  whereas  we 
had  been  to  the  pit  at  the  Adelphi  (out  of  our  own  money),  and 
Ken  that  jolly  John  Reeve,  and  laughed — laughed  till  we  were  fit 
to  drop— and  stayed  till  the  curtiiin   was  down.     And  then,  wo 
vould  come  home,  and,  as  aforesjiid,  pass  a  <Ielightful  hour  over 
supper,  and  hear  the  anecdotes  of  Mr.  Brice's  friends,  the  other 
butlers.     Ah,  that  was  a  time  indee<l !     There  never  was  any  liquor 
^  gnitd  as  rum-ohnib,  never ;  and  the  sausages  had  a  flavour  of 
Elysium.     How  hushed  we  were  when  Dr.  Firmin,  coming  lunne 
fmm  his  parties,  let  himself  in  at*the  street h Icxir !     Shoeless,  we 
•'H'pt  up  to  our  bedrooms.     And  we  came  down  to  breakfast  with 
itimicent  young  faces — and  let  Mrs.  Firmin,  at  lunch,  prattle  about 
llie  ofiera ;  and  there  stood  Bnce  and  the  footman  behind  us,  look- 
in;;  quite  grave,  the  abominable  hypocrites  ! 

Then,  sir,  there  was  a  certain  way,  out  of  the  study  window, 
or  through  the  kitchen,  and  over  the  leads,  to  a  building,  gloomy 
indee«l,  but  where  I  own  to  have  sjK'Ut  delightful  hours  of  the 
most  flagitious  and  criminal  enjoyment  of  some  <Ielicious  little 
Havannahs,  ten  to  the  shilling.  In  that  building  there  were 
stablest  once,  doubtless  occupied  by  great  Fleminh  horses  and 
rumbling  gold  coaches  of  Walpole's  time  ;  but  a  cclcbnited  surgeon, 
when  he  Umk  possession  of  the  house,  matle  a  lecture-room  of  the 
ffremises — "And  this  door,"  says  Phil,  pointing  to  one  leading  into 
the  mews,  "  was  very  convenient  for  having  t/ie  Oixlies  in  and  out " 
a  cheerful  reminiscence.  Of  this  kind  of  furniture  there  was 
DOW  very  little  in  the  apartment,  except  a  dilapidated  skeletcm  in  a 
rumer,  a  few  dusty  casts  of  heads,  and  bottles  of  preparations  on 
the  t4>p  of  an  old  bureau,  and  some  mildewed  harness  hanging  on 
the  walla.  This  afiartment  became  Mr.  Phil's  smoking-n)oni  when, 
IS  he  grew  taller,  he  felt  himself  too  digniiie<l  to  sit  in  the  kitchen 
regions :  the  honest  butler  and  hou«ekee|)er  themselves  i>ointing  out 
to  their  young  master  that  his  plai*e  was  els<'where  than  among 
rhe  servants.  So  there,  privately  and  with  gniit  <iele<'tatioii,  we 
Kmoke<l  many  an  aliominable  cigar  in  that  dn^ary  kick  room,  the 
caunt  walls  an<l  twiliirht  ceilings  of  which  were  by  no  means 
meUnrholy  to  us,  who  found  forbidden  ])h'ai<ures  the  sweetest,  after 
the  alirtuni  fashion  of  l>oys.  Dr.  Firmin  was  an  enemy  to  smoking, 
an*!  ever  accustome<l  to  s|)eak  of  the  practi<c  with  elcHjuent  indig- 
Dati<m.  "It  was  a  low  practice  -  the  habit  of  cabiiK'n.  i>ot-houHe 
frpqiient^^rs,  and  Irish  apple- women,"  the  Doctor  would  say,  as  Phil 
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and  his  frieud  looked  at  each  other  with  a  stealthy  joy.  Phil'g 
father  was  ever  scented  and  neat,  the  pattern  of  handsome  proprietT. 
Perhaps  he  had  a  clearer  perception  r^;arding  manners  than  respect 
ing  morals ;  perhaps  his  conversation  was  full  of  platitudes,  his 
talk  (concerning  people  of  fashion  chiefly)  mean  and  uninstnictiTe, 
his  behaviour  to  young  Lord  Egham  rather  fulsome  and  lacking  of 
dignity.  Perhaps,  I  say,  the  idea  may  have  entered  into  yoang 
Mr.  Pendennis's  mind  that  his  hospitable  entertainer  and  fiiend, 
Dr.  Firmin,  of  Old  Parr  Street,  was  what  at  the  present  day  might 
be  denominated  an  old  humbug;  but  modest  young  men  do  not 
i*ome  quickly  to  such  unpleasant  conclusions  regarding  their  Benxon. 
Dr.  Firmin's  manners  were  so  good,  his  forehead  was  so  high,  his 
frill  so  fresh,  his  hands  so  white  and  slim,  that  for  some  considerable 
time  we  ingenuously  admired  him ;  and  it  was  not  without  a  ptng 
that  we  came  to  view  him  as  he  actually  was — no,  not  as  he 
actually  was — no  man  whose  early  nurture  was  kindly  can  judge 
quite  impartially  the  man  who  has  been  kind  to  him  in  boyhood. 

I  quitted  school  suddenly,  leaving  my  little  Phil  behind  me,  a 
brave  little  handsome  boy,  endearing  himself  to  old  and  youns:  bv 
his  good  looks,  his  gaiety,  his  courage,  and  his  gentlemanly  bearing'. 
Once  in  a  way  a  letter  would  come  from  him,  full  of  that  artless 
affection  and  tenderness  which  fills  boys'  hearts,  and  is  so  touch- 
ing in  their  letters.  It  was  answered  with  proper  dignity  and 
condescension  on  the  senior  boy's  part.  Our  modest  little  country 
home  kept  up  a  frien<lly  intercourse  with  Dr.  Firmin's  grand 
London  mansion,  of  which,  in  his  visits  to  us,  my  uncle,  Migor 
Pendennis,  did  not  fail  to  bring  news.  A  correspondence  took 
place  between  the  ladies  of  each  house.  We  supplied  Mrs.  Firmin 
with  little  country  presents,  tokens  of  my  mother's  goodwill  and 
gratitude  towanls  the  friends  who  had  been  kind  to  her  son.  1 
went  my  way  to  the  university,  havinj?  occasional  glimpses  of  Phil 
at  st'hool.  I  took  chambers  in  the  Temple,  which  he  found  great 
deliixht  in  visiting :  and  he  likeii  our  homely  dinner  from  Dick's, 
and  a  beii  on  the  sodv,  better  than  the  splendid  entertainments  in 
Old  Parr  StriH^t  and  his  grejit  gloomy  chamber  there.  He  had 
grown  by  this  time  to  he  ever  so  much  taller  than  his  senior,  though 
he  always  persists  in  lix>king  up  to  me  unto  the  present  day. 

A  very  few  wtvks  after  my  poor  mother  paE»ed  that  judgment 
on  Mrs.  Firmin,  she  saw  reason  to  regret  and  revoke  it,  Phil's 
mother,  who  was  afraid,  or  perhaps  was  forbidden,  to  attend  her 
son  in  his  illness  at  school,  was  taken  ill  herself. 

Phil  retumeti  t^-*  Grey  Friars  in  a  deep  suit  of  black;  the 
servantxS  on  the  carriage  wore  black  too ;  and  a  certain  tyrant  of 
the  place,  beginning  to  laugh  and  jeer  because  Firmin's  eyes  filled 
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with  tears  at  some  ribald  remark,  was  gruffly  rebuked  by  Sampson 
major,  the  cock  of  the  whole  school ;  and  with  the  question,  "  Don't 
you  see  the  poor  beggar's  in  mourning,  you  great  brute  1"  was 
kicked  about  his  business. 

When  Philip  Finnin  and  I  met  again,  there  was  crape  on  both 
our  hats.  I  don't  think  either  could  see  the  other's  face  very  well 
I  went  to  see  him  in  Parr  Street,  in  the  vacant  melancholy  house, 
where  the  poor  mother's  picture  was  yet  hanging  in  her  empty 
drawing-room. 

"  She  was  always  fond  of  you,  Pendennis,"  said  Phil.  "  Qod 
bless  you  for  being  so  good  to  her.  You  know  what  it  is  to  lose — 
to  lose  what  loves  you  best  in  the  world.  I  didn't  know  how — 
bow  I  loved  her,  till  I  had  lost  her."  And  many  a  sob  broke  his 
words  as  he  spoke. 

Her  picture  was  removed  from  the  drawing-room  presently  into 
Phil's  own  little  study — the  room  in  which  he  sat  and  defied  his 
fiither.  What  had  passed  between  them?  The  young  man  was 
very  much  changed.  The  frank  looks  of  old  days  were  gone,  and 
PhU's  face  was  haggard  and  bold.  The  Doctor  would  not  let  me 
have  a  word  more  with  his  son  after  he  had  found  us  together,  but 
with  dubious  appealing  looks,  followed  me  to  the  door,  and  shut 
it  upon  me.     I  felt  that  it  closed  uj)ou  two  unhappy  men. 


CHAPTER   III 

A    CONSVLTATION 

SHOULD  I  peer  into  Firmin's  privacy,  and  find  the  key  to  that 
secret]     What  skeleton  was  there  in  the  closet f    In  the 
Comhill  Magaziiic,*  you  may  remember,  there  were  aome 
verses  about  a  portion  of  a  skeleton.     Did  you  remark  how  the 
poet  and  present  proprietor  of  the  human  skull  at  once  settled  the 
sex  of  it,  and  determined  off-hand  that  it  must  have  belonged  to  a 
woman  %     Such  skulls  are  locked  up  in  many  gentlemen's  hearts  and 
memories.     Bluebeard,  you  know,  had  a  whole  museum  of  them— 
as  that  imprudent  little  last  wife  of  his  found  out  to  her  cost.     And, 
on  the  other  hand,  a  lady,  we  suppose,  would  select  hers  of  the  sort 
which  had  ciirried  bcjinis  when  in  the  flesh.     Given  a  neat  locked 
skeleton  cupboard,  belonging  to  a  man  of  a  certain  age,  to  ascertain 
the  sex  of  the  original  owner  of  the  bones,  you  have  not  much  need 
of  a  picklock  or  a  bhicksmith.     There  is  no  use  in  forcing  the  hinge, 
or  scratching  the  pretty  i>anel.      We  know  what  is  inside — we  arch 
rogues  and  men  of  the  world.     Murders,  I  suppose,  are  not  many- 
enemies  and  victims  of  our  hate  and  anger,  destroyed  and  trampled 
out  of  life  by  us,  and  locked  out  of  sight :  but  corpses  of  our  dead 
loves,  my  dear  sir — my  dear  madam — have  we  not  got  them  stowed 
away  in  cupboard  afler  cupboanl,  in  bottle  after  bottle  ?     Oh,  fie ! 
And  young  people !     Wliat  doctrine  is  this  to  preach  to  thtm^  who 
spell  your  book  by  papa's  and  mamma's  knee?     Yes,  and  how 
wTong  it  is  to  let  them  go  to  church,  and  see  and  hear  papa  and 
mamma  publicly  on  their  knees,  calling  out,  and  confessing  to  the 
whole  congregation,  that  tliey  are  siimers !     So,  though  I  had  not 
the  key,  I  could  see  through  the  panel  and  the  glimmering  of  the 
skeleton  inside. 

Although  the  elder  Firmiu  followed  me  to  the  door,  and  his 
eyes  only  left  me  as  I  turned  the  comer  of  the  street^  I  felt  sure 
that  Phil  ere  long  would  open  his  mind  to  me,  or  give  me  some  due 
to  that  mystery.  I  should  hear  from  him  why  his  bright  cheeb 
had  become  hollow,  why  his  fresh  voice,  which  I  remember  » 
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nest  and  cheerful,  was  now  harsh  and  sarcastic,  with  tones  that 
;eD  grated  on  the  hearer,  and  laughter  that  gave  pain.  It  was 
out  Philip  himself  that  my  anxieties  were.  The  young  fellow 
d  inherited  from  his  poor  mother  a  considerable  fortune — some 
M  or  nine  hundred  a  year,  we  always  understood.  He  was 
ing  in  a  costly,  not  to  say  eztrayagant  manner.  I  thought  Mr. 
lilip's  juvenile  remorses  were  locked  up  in  the  skeleton  closet,  and 
is  grieved  to  think  he  had  fellen  in  mischiefs  way.  Hence, 
doubt,  might  arise  the  anger  between  him  and  his  father.  The 
y  was  extravagant  and  headstrong ;  and  the  parent  remonstrant 
j  irritated. 

I  met  my  old  fnend  Dr.  Croodenough  at  the  club  one  evening  ; 

i  as  we  dined  together  I  discoursed  with  him  about  his  former 

ient,  and  recalled  to  him  that  day,  years  back,  when  the  boy 

R  ill  at  school,  and  when  my  poor  mother  and  Phil's  own  were 

alive. 

Croodenough  looked  very  grave. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  the  l)oy  was  very  ill ;  he  was  nearly  gone 
that  time — at  that  time — when  his  mother  was  in  the  Isle  of 
l^t,  and  his  father  dangling  after  a  prince.     We  thought  one 

it  was  all  over  with  him  ;  but " 

^  But  a  good  doctor  interposed  between  him  and  pallida  mors." 
''A  good  doctor?  a  good  nurse!     The  l)<>y  was  delirious,  and 
,  a  fancy  to  walk  out  of  window,  and  would  have  done  so,  but 
one  of  my  nurses.     You  know  her." 
"Wliat!  the  Little  Sister  t " 

Yes,  the  Little  Sister." 

And  it  was  she  who  nurse<1  Phil  through  his  fever,  and  saved 
life  ?     I  drink  her  health.     She  is  a  good  little  soul." 
**  Good  ! "  said  the  Doctor,  with  his  gruffest  voice  and  frown. — 
;   was  always  most   fierce  when  he  was  most  tender-hearted.) 
fintl,  indeed!     Will  you  have  some  more  of  this  duck? — Do. 
1  have  had  enough  already,  and  it's  very  unwholesome.     Crood, 
\     But  for  women,  fire  and  brimstone  ought  to  come  down  and 
Rume  this  world.     Your  dear  mother  was  one  of  the  goo<l  ones. 
as  attending  you  when  you  were  ill,  at  those  horrible  chaml)ers 
1  hail  in  the  Temple,  at  the  same  time  when  young  Firmin  was 
ftt  Grey  FriarB.     And  I  suppose  I  must  l>e  answerable  for  kee|>- 
tmo  8ca|)egnu'e8  in  the  world." 
**  Why  didn't  Dr.  Firmin  nmie  to  sec  himt" 
"  Hm  !   his  nerves  were  too  delic^ate.     Besides,  he  did  come, 
k  of  the  ♦  ♦  ♦  - 

Tlie  jiersonmre  dt^Hiiniated  by  asterisks  was  Phil's  father,  who 
als4>  a  nieml»er  of  our  dub,  and  who  entered  the  dining-room, 
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tall,  stately,  and  pale,  with  his  stereotyped  smile,  and  wa?e  of  his 
pretty  hand.  By  the  way,  that  smile  of  Firmin's  was  a  very  queer 
contortion  of  the  handsome  featm^s.  As  you  came  up  to  him,  he 
would  draw  his  lips  over  his  teeth,  causing  his  jaws  to  wrinkle  (or 
dimple,  if  you  will)  on  either  side.  Meanwhile  his  eyes  looked 
out  from  his  face,  quite  melancholy  and  independent  of  the  little 
transaction  in  which  the  mouth  was  engaged.  Lips  said,  '*  I  am  a 
gentleman  of  fine  manners  and  &scinating  address,  and  I  am  sup- 
posed to  be  happy  to  see  you.  How  do  you  do  f  "  Dreary,  sad,  as 
into  a  great  blank  desert,  looked  the  dark  eyes.  I  do  know  one  or 
two,  but  only  one  or  two  &ces  of  men,  when  oppressed  with  care, 
which  can  yet  smile  all  over. 

GkKxlenough  nods  grimly  to  the  smile  of  the  other  doctor,  who 
blandly  looks  at  our  table,  holding  his  chin  in  one  of  his  prettr 
hands. 

"  How  do  ? "  growls  Croodenough.     "  Young  hopeiiil  well  ? " 

''Young  hopeful  sits  smoking  cigars  till  morning  with  somf 
friends  of  his,"  says  Firmin,  with  the  sad  smile  directed  towards  me 
this  time.  "  Boys  will  be  boys."  And  he  pensively  walks  away 
from  us  with  a  friendly  nod  towards  me ;  examines  the  dinner-carl 
in  an  attitude  of  melancholy  grace :  points  with  the  jewelled  hand 
to  the  dishes  which  he  will  have  served,  and  is  off,  and  simpering  to 
another  acquaintance  at  a  distant  table. 

'T  thought  he  would  take  that  table,"  says  Hrmin's  cynical 
confrere. 

"  In  the  draught  of  the  door  ?  Don't  you  see  how  the  candle 
flickers  ?     It  is  the  worst  place  in  the  room  ! " 

'*  Yes  :  but  don't  you  see  who  is  sitting  at  the  next  table  t " 

Now  at  the  next  table  was  a  n-blem-n  of  vast  wealth,  who  was 
growling  at  the  quality  of  the  mutton  cutlets,  and  the  half-pint  of 
sherry  which  he  had  oniered  for  his  dinner.  But  as  his  Lordship 
has  nothing  to  4io  with  the  ensuing  history,  of  course  we  shall  not 
violate  confidence  by  mentioning  his  name.  We  could  see  Firmin 
smiling  on  his  neighbour  with  his  blandest  melancholy,  and  the 
waiters  presently  bearing  up  the  dishes  which  the  Doctor  had  ordered 
for  his  own  refection.  He  was  no  lover  of  mutton-chops  and  coarse 
sherry,  as  I  knew  who  had  piartaken  of  many  a  feast  at  his  boanl. 
I  could  see  the  diamond  twinkle  on  his  pretty  hand  as  it  daintilj 
iwured  out  creaming  wine  from  the  ice-pail  by  his  side — ^the  libeial 
hand  that  ha*!  given  me  many  a  st^>vereign  when  I  was  a  boy. 

"  I  can't  help  liking  him,"  I  siiid  to  my  companion,  whose  acoru- 
ful  eyes  were  now  and  again  directed  towanls  his  colleague. 

*'  This  \x\Tt  is  very  sweet  Almost  all  port  is  sweet  now,** 
remarks  the  Doctor. 


ON   HIS   WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD     121 

He  was  very  kind  to  me  in  my  schooldays ;  and  Philip  was 
fine  little  fellow.'' 

"  Handsome  a  boy  as  ever  I  saw.  Does  he  keep  his  beauty  ? 
ither  was  a  handsome  man — very.  Quite  a  lady-killer — I  mean 
It  of  his  practice ! "  adds  the  grim  Doctor.  "  What  is  the  boy 
ling!" 

**  He  is  at  the  university.  He  has  his  mother's  fortune.  He 
wild  and  unsettled,  and  I  fear  be  is  going  to  the  bad  a  little." 

"  Is  he  T     Shouldn't  wonder !  "  grumbles  Croodenough. 

We  had  talke<l  very  fmnkly  and  pleasantly  until  the  appear- 
cf  of  the  other  doctor,  but  with  Firmin's  arrival  Goodenough 
^med  to  button  up  his  conversation.  He  quickly  stumped  away 
m  the  dining-room  to  the  drawing-room,  and  sat  over  a  novel 
're  until  time  came  when  he  was  to  retire  to  his  patients  or  his 
file. 

That  there  was  no  likin;;  between  the  doctors,  that  there  was  a 
Terence  between  Philip  and  his  father,  was  clear  enough  to  me ; 
;  the  causes  of  these  dilTerences  I  had  yet  to  learn.  The  story 
ae  to  me  piecemeal ;  fn)m  confessions  here,  adniissions  there, 
luctions  of  my  own.  I  could  not,  of  course,  be  present  at  many 
the  scenes  which  I  Hhall  have  to  relate  as  though  I  had  witnessed 
m  ;  and  the  posture,  language,  and  inwanl  thoughts  of  Philip 
1  his  friemis,  as  here  relateil,  no  doubt  are  fancies  of  the  narrator 
tnany  cases  :  but  the  stor>'  is  as  authentic  as  many  histories,  and 
!  reailer  need  only  give  such  an  amount  of  credence  to  it  as  he 
y  judge  that  its  verisimilitude  warrants. 

Well,  then,  we  must  not  only  revert  to  that  illness  which  befell 
en  Philip  Firmin  was  a  boy  at  Grey  Friars,  but  go  back  yet 
ther  in  time  to  a  jM'riod  which  I  cannot  precisely  ascertain. 

The  pupils  of  old  Gandish  s  painting  academy  may  remember 
idicnlous  little  man,  with  a  great  deal  of  wild  talent,  about  the 
imate  success  of  which  his  friends  were  dividctl.  Whether  Andrew 
A  a  genius,  or  whether  he  was  a  zany,  was  always  a  moot  question 
img  the  fttH|uenterR  of  the  Gre<'k  »Street  billianl-rooms,  and  the 
lie  diM'iples  of  the  A<*a<Iemy  ami  St.  Martin's  Lane.  He  may 
re  been  crazy  and  alisurd  ;  he  may  have  hail  talent  too :  such 
imcters  are  not  unknown  in  art  or  in  literature.  He  broke  the 
een  s  English  ;  he  wjia  i;cnonuit  to  a  wonder  ;  he  dressetl  his  little 
;¥>n  in  the  mos)t  fantastic  raiment  and  queen*st  cheap  finery :  he 
re  a  beanl,  bh*H«  my  soul !  twenty  years  before  bejinls  were  known 
wag  in  Britain.  He  was  the  mo«t  affected  little  cn»ature,  and, 
uu  looked  at  him,  woultl  j)tj»e  in  attitudes  of  such  hidicn»us  dirty 
nity,  that  if  you  hml  hafl  a  dim  waiting  for  money  in  the  hall  of 
ir  I'wiging- house,  or  your  picture  refusetl  at  the  Acatlemy — if  you 
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were  suffering  under  ever  so  much  calamity — you  could  not  help 
laughing.  He  was  the  butt  of  all  his  acquaintances,  the  laughing- 
stock of  high  and  low,  and  he  had  as  loving,  gentle,  faithful,  honour- 
able a  heart  as  ever  beat  in  a  little  bosom.  He  is  gone  to  his  rest 
now ;  his  palette  and  easel  are  waste  timber ;  his  genius,  which 
made  some  little  flicker  of  brightness,  never  shone  much,  and  ii 
extinct.  In  an  old  album  that  dates  back  for  more  than  a  score 
of  years,  I  sometimes  look  at  poor  Andrew's  strange  wild  sketches. 
He  might  have  done  something  had  he  continued  to  remain  poor; 
but  a  rich  widow,  whom  he  met  at  Rome,  fell  in  love  with  the 
strange  errant  painter,  pursued  him  to  England,  and  married  him 
in  spite  of  himself.  His  genius  drooped  under  the  servitude:  he 
lived  but  a  few  short  years,  and  died  of  a  consumption,  of  which 
the  good  GkxMlenough's  skill  could  not  cure  him. 

One  day,  as  he  was  driving  with  his  wife  in  her  splendid 
barouche  through  the  Haymarket,  he  suddenly  bade  the  coachman 
stop,  sprang  over  the  side  of  the  carriage  before  the  steps  could 
be  let  fall,  and  his  astonished  wife  saw  him  shaking  the  hands  of 
a  shabbily  dressed  little  woman  who  was  passing, — shaking  both 
her  hands,  and  weeping,  and  gesticulating,  and  twisting  his  beard 
and  mustachios,  as  his  wont  was  when  agitated.  Mrs.  Montfitchet 
(the  wealthy  Mrs.  Carrickfergus  she  had  been,  before  she  married 
the  painter),  the  owner  of  a  young  husband,  who  had  sprung  from 
her  side,  and  out  of  her  carriage,  in  order  to  caress  a  young  woman 
passing  in  the  street,  might  well  be  disturbed  by  this  demonstra- 
tion ;  but  she  was  a  kind-hearted  woman,  and  when  Montfitchet,  on 
reascending  into  the  family  coach,  told  his  wife  the  history  of  the 
person  of  whom  he  had  just  taken  leave,  she  cried  plentifolly  too. 
She  bade  the  coachman  drive  straightway  to  her  own  house:  she 
rushed  up  to  her  own  apartments,  whence  she  emerged,  bearing 
an  immense  bag  full  of  weiiring  apparel,  and  followed  by  a  pant- 
ing butler,  carrying  a  bottle-basket  and  a  pie :  and  she  drove  off, 
with  her  pleased  Andrew  by  her  side,  to  a  court  in  St  Martin'n 
Lane,  where  dwelt  the  poor  woman  with  whom  he  had  just  been 
conversing. 

It  had  pleased  Heaven,  in  the  midst  of  dreadful  calamity,  to 
send  her  friends  and  succour.  She  was  suffering  under  misfortune, 
poverty,  and  cowardly  desertion.  A  man  who  had  called  himself 
Brandon  when  he  took  lodgings  in  her  father's  house,  married  h^t 
brought  her  to  London,  tired  of  her,  and  left  her.  She  had  reason 
to  think  he  had  given  a  false  name  when  he  lodged  with  her  fiither: 
he  fled,  after  a  few  months,  and  his  real  name  she  never  knew. 
When  he  deserted  her,  she  went  back  to  her  father,  a  weak  man, 
married  to  a  domineering  woman,  who  pretended  to  disbelieve  the 
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of  her  marriage,  and  drove  her  from  the  door.  Desperate, 
dmoat  mad,  she  came  hack  to  London,  where  she  still  had 
little  relics  of  property  that  her  fugitive  husband  left  behind 

He  promised,  when  he  left  her,  to  remit  her  money ;  but 
nt  none,  or  she  refused  it — or,  in  her  wildness  and. despair, 
he  dreadful  paper  which  announced  his  desertion,  and  that 
ss  married  before,  and  that  to  pursue  him  would  ruin  him, 
le  knew  she  never  wouhl  do  thcU — no,  however  much  he  might 
wronged  her. 

he  was  penniless  then, — deserted  by  all, — having  made  away 
the  last  trinket  of  her  brief  days  of  love,  having  sold  the 
ittle  remnant  of  her  poor  little  stock  of  clothing, — alone  in 
Teat  wilderness  of  London,  when  it  pleased  God  to  send  her 
tir  in  the  person  of  an  old  friend  who  had  known  her,  and 
loved  her,  in  happier  days.  When  the  Samaritans  came  to 
poor  child,  they  found  her  sick  and  shuddering  with  fever, 
brought  their  doctor  to  her,  who  is  never  so  eager  as  when 
ns  up  a  poor  man's  stair.  And,  as  he  watched  by  the  bed 
*  her  kind  friends  came  to  help  her,  he  heard  her  sad  little 
of  trust  and  desertion. 

[er  father  was  a  humble  person  who  had  seen  better  days; 
loor  little  Mrs.  Bramion  hail  a  sweetness  and  simplicity  of 
er  which  exceedingly  touched  the  good  Doctor.  She  had 
education,  except  that  which  silence,  long-suffering,  seclusion, 
iometimes  give.  When  cured  of  her  illness,  there  was  the 
and  constant  evil  of  |)ovcrty  to  meet  and  overcome.  How 
(he  to  livel  He  got  to  l)e  as  fond  of  her  as  of  a  child  of 
m.  She  was  tidy,  thrifty,  gay  at  times,  with  a  little  simple 
fulness.  The  little  flowers  began  to  bloom  as  the  sunshine 
ed  them.  Her  whole  life  hitherto  had  been  cowering  under 
't,  and  tyranny,  and  gloom. 

r.  Montiit(*hct  was  for  coming  so  often  to  look  after  the  little 
(t  whom  he  had  succoured,  that  I  am  Iwund  to  say  Mrs.  M. 
le  hysterically  jealous,  and  wsiited  for  him  on  the  stairs  as 
ue  down  swathed  in  his  Spanish  cloak,  pounceil  on  him,  and 
him  a  monster.  Goodenough  was  also,  I  fancy,  suspicious 
ontfitchet,  an<l  Montiitchet  of  Goodenough.  Howbeit,  the 
r  vowed  that  he  never  hail  other  than  the  feeling  of  a  father 
lis  hi»  poor  little  jyroteg^fy  nor  could  any  father  be  more 
He  did  not  try  to  take  her  out  of  her  station  in  life. 
»und,  or  she  found  for  herself,  a  work  which  she  could  do. 
ii  iise<l  to  say  no  one  ever  nurseil  him  so  nice  as  I  did,"  she 

•*  I  think  I  could  do  that  l)etter  than  anything,  except  my 
,  Init  I  like  to  be  useful  to  {K)or  sick  people  liest.     I  don't 
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think  about  myself  then,  sir."  And  for  this  busiiieBS  good  Mr. 
Gkxxlenough  had  her  educated  and  employed. 

The  widow  died  in  course  of  time  whom  Mrs.  Bnodon^  fiiHier 
had  married,  and  her  daughters  refused  to  keep  him,  BpmSdng  rax 
disrespectfully  of  this  old  Mr.  Gann,  who  was,  indeed,  a  weik 
old  man.  And  now  Caroline  came  to  the  rescue  of  her  old  frUwr. 
She  was  a  shrewd  little  Caroline.  She  had  saved  a  little  maD^. 
Goodenougli  gave  up  a  country-house,  which  he  did  not  eue  to 
use,  and  lent  Mrs.  Brandon  the  furniture.  She  thou^t  she  eoaU 
keep  a  lodging-house  and  find  lodgers.  Montfitchet  had  painted 
her.  There  was  a  sort  of  beauty  about  her  which  the  artistB 
admired.  When  Ridley  the  Academician  had  the  small-pox,  she 
attended  him,  and  caught  the  malady.  She  did  not  mind;  not 
she.  "It  won't  spoil  my  beauty,"  she  said.  Nor  did  it.  The 
disease  dealt  very  kindly  with  her  little  modest  fiuse.  I  don't 
know  who  gave  her  the  nickname,  but  she  had  a  good  loomy  house 
in  Thomhaugh  Street,  an  artist  on  the  first  and  second  floor ;  and 
there  never  was  a  won!  of  scandal  against  the  Little  Sister,  for 
was  not  her  father  in  permanence  sipping  gin-and-water  in  the 
grouml-floor  iwrlourl  Ajb  we  called  her  "the  Little  Sister,"  her 
fEither  was  called  "the  Captain" — a  bragging,  lazy,  good-natured 
old  man — not  a  reputable  oaptain — and  very  cheerful,  though  the 
conduct  of  his  cliildren,  he  said,  had  repeat^nlly  bn>ken  his  heart. 

I  don't  know  how  many  years  the  Little  Sister  had  been  on 
duty  when  Philip  Firmin  had  his  scarlet  fever.  It  befell  him  at 
the  end  of  the  term,  just  when  all  the  boys  were  going  home. 
His  tutor  and  his  tutorR  wife  wanted  their  holidays,  and  sent 
their  own  children  out  of  the  way.  As  Phil's  &ther  was  absent, 
Dr.  Goodenough  came,  and  sent  his  nurse  in.  The  case  grew 
worse,  so  l>ad  that  Doctor  Firmin  was  puromonetl  from  the  Isle 
of  Wight,  and  arrived  one  evening  at  Grey  Friars — Grey  Friars 
so  silent  now,  so  noisy  at  other  times  with  the  shouts  and  crowds 
of  the  playground. 

Dr.  Gocxlenough  8  carriage  was  at  the  <loor  when  Dr.  Firmin  s 
carriage  drove  up. 

"  How  was  the  boy  ? " 

"  He  had  been  ver\*  Kid.  He  had  been  wrong  in  the  head  all 
day,  talkin<;  and  laughing  (inite  wild-like,"  the  servant  said. 

The  father  ran  uj)  the  sttiirs. 

Phil  was  in  a  great  room,  in  which  were  several  empty  beds 
of  boys  gone  home  for  the  holidays.  The  windows  were  opened 
into  Grey  Friars  Stiuare.  Goodenough  heanl  his  colleague's  carriage 
drive  up,  and  rightly  divine<l  that  PliiFa  father  had  arrived.  He 
came  out,  and  met  Firmin  in  the  anteroom. 
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Head  has  wandered  a  little.  Better  now,  and  quiet ; "  and 
the  one  doctor  murmured  to  the  other  the  treatment  which  he  had 
3ur»ued. 

Firmin  stept  in  gently  towards  the  patient,  near  whose  side 
he  Liittle  Sister  was  standing. 

"^Tioisitt^askedPhiL 

"It  is  I,  dear.  Your  father,"  said  Dr.  Firmin,  with  real 
tenderness  in  his  voice. 

The  Little  Sister  turned  round  omre,  and  fell  down  like  a  stone 
>T  the  bedside. 

'^  You  infernal  vilhiin  ! "  said  Goodenough,  with  an  oath,  and  a 
^tf p  forward.     "  You  are  the  man  ! " 

**  Hiish !  T)ie  iNitient,  if  you  please.  Dr.  Ooodenough/'  said 
the  other  physician. 


CHAPTER  IV 

GENTEEL   FAMILY 

HAVE  you  made  up  your  mind  on  the  questicm  of  aeeming and 
being  in  the  world?  I  mean,  suppose  you  are  poor,  is  it 
right  for  you  to  seem  to  be  well  off  t  Have  peofde  an  honest 
right  to  keep  up  appearances  1  Are  you  justified  in  starving  your 
dinner-table  in  order  to  keep  a  carriage  ?  to  have  such  an  expensive 
house  that  you  can't  by  any  possibility  help  a  poor  relation  t  to 
array  your  daughters  in  costly  milliners'  wares  because  they  live 
with  girls  whose  parents  are  twice  as  rich  t  Sometimes  it  is  hard 
to  say  where  honest  pride  ends  and  hypocrisy  begins.  To  obtrude 
your  poverty  is  mean  and  slavish  :  as  it  is  odious  for  a  beggar  to 
ask  compassion  by  showing  his  sores.  But  to  simulate  prosperity 
— to  be  wealthy  and  lavish  thrice  a  year  when  you  ask  your  friends, 
and  for  the  rest  of  the  time  to  munch  a  crust  and  sit  by  one  candle 
— are  the  folks  who  practise  this  deceit  worthy  of  applause  or  a 
whippin<j  ?  Sometimes  it  is  noble  pride,  sometimes  shabby  swind- 
ling. When  I  see  Eugenia  with  her  dear  children  exquisitdy  neat 
and  cheerful ;  not  showing  the  slightest  semblance  of  poverty,  or 
uttering  the  smallest  complaint ;  persisting  that  Squanderfield,  her 
husband,  treats  lier  well,  and  is  goo<l  at  heart ;  and  denying  that 
he  leaves  her  ami  her  young  ones  in  want ;  I  admire  and  reverence 
that  noble  falsehood — that  beautiful  constancy  and  endurance  which 
disdains  to  ask  compassion.  When  I  sit  at  poor  Jezebella's  table, 
and  am  treated  to  her  sham  bounties  and  shabby  splendour,  I  only 
feel  anger  for  the  hospitality,  and  that  dinner,  and  guest,  and  host, 
are  humbugs  together. 

Talbot  Twysden's  dinner-table  is  large,  and  the  guests  most 
respectable.  There  is  always  a  big\i'ig  or  two  present,  and  a 
dining  dowai^er  who  frequents  the  greiitest  houses.  There  is  a 
butler  who  offers  you  wine ;  there's  a  menu  du  diner  before  Mrs. 
Twysden ;  and  to  read  it  you  would  fancy  you  were  at  a  good 
dinner.  It  tastes  of  chopped  straw.  Oh,  the  dreary  sparkle  of 
that  feeble  champagne ;  the  audacity  of  that  public-house  sherry ; 
the  swindle  of  that  acrid  claret ;  the  fiery  twang  of  that  clammy 
port.     I  have  trie<l  them  all,  I  tell  you  !     It  is  sham  wine,  a  sham 
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ler,  a  sham  welcome,  a  sham  cheerfulness  among  the  guests 

mbled.     I  feel  that  that  woman  eyes  and  counts  the  cutlets  as 

r  are  carried  off  the  tables;  perhaps  watches  that  one  which 

try  to  swallow.     She  has  counted  and  grudged  each  candle  by 

rh  the  cook  prepares  the  meaL     Does  her  big  coachman  fiitten 

self  on  purloined  oats  and  beans,  and  Thorley's  food  for  cattle  ? 

the  rinsings  of  those  wretched  bottles  the  butler  will  have  to 

'  a  reckoning  in  the  morning.     Unless  you  are  of  the  very  great 

%fU,  Tuysden  and  bis  wife  think  themselves  better  than  you 

and  seriously  jKitroniAe  you.     They  consider  it  is  a  privilege  to 

invited  to  those  horrible  meals  to  which  they  gravely  ask  the 

itest  folks  in  the  country.     I  actually  met  Winton  there — the 

0U8  Winton — the  best  dinner-giver  in  the  world  (ah,  what  a 

tion  for  man  !).     I  watched  him,  and  marked  the  sort  of  wonder 

ch  came  over  him  as  he  tasted  and  sent  away  dish  after  dish, 

a  after  ghiss.     *^  Try  that  Chateau  Margaux,  Winton  !  **  calls 

the   host       "It   is  some   that   Bottleby   and   I    imported." 

lorted !     I  see  Winton's  face  as  he  tastes  the  wine,  and  puts  it 

TL.     He  does  not  like  to  talk  about  that  dinner.     He  has  lost  a 

Twywien  will  continue  to  ask  him  every  year ;  will  continue 

ixpect  to  l»e  asked  in  return,  with  Mrs.  Twysden  and  one  of  his 

gfaters ;  and  will  express  his  surprise  loudly  at  the  club,  saying, 

aog  Winton !     I>euce  take  the  fellow !     He  has  sent  me  no 

le  this  year ! "     When  foreign  dukes  and  princes  arrive,  Twysden 

ightway  colhirs  them,  and  invites  them  to  his  house.     And 

tetimes  they  go  once — and  then  ask,  '*  Qui  done  est  ce  Monsieur 

sden,  qui  est  si  drdle  t "     And  he  elbows  his  way  up  to  them  at 

Ministers  assemblies,  and  frankly  gives  them  his  hand.     And 

n  Mn.  Twysden  wriggles,  and  works,  and  slides,  and  pushes, 

tramples  if  need  be,  her  girls  following  behind  her,  until  she 

has  ronie  up  under  the  eyes  of  the  great  man,  and  bestowed  on 

I  a  smile  and  a  curtsey.     Twysden  grasps  prosperity  cordially 

the  haniL     He  says  to  success,  **  Bravo !  "     On  the  contrary,  I 

er  saw  a  man  more  resolute  in  not  knowing  unfortunate  {leople, 

more  ilaringly  forgetful  of  those  whom  he  does  not  care  to 

lemlier.     If  this  Levite  met  a  wayfarer,  going  down  from  Jeni- 

*m,  who  hoii  fallen  among  thieves,  do  you  think  he  would  stop 

rescue  the  fallen  man?     Hv  would  neither  give  wine,  nor  oil, 

mcioey.     He  would  pass  on   perfectly  satistie<i  with   his  own 

uie,  and  leave  the  other  to  go,  as  l)est  he  might,  to  Jericho. 

What  is  this  ?     Am  I  angry  because  Twys4len  has  left  off  asking 

to  his  vinegar  and  chopped  hay  ?     No.     1  think  not.     Am  I 

t  liecause   Mrs.    Twysilen  sometimes  {Kitronises  my   wife,  and 

tetimes  cuts  her  ?     Perha{)s.     Only  women  thoroughly  know  the 
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insolence  of  women  towards  one  another  in  the  world.  That  is  a 
very  stale  remark.  They  receive  and  deliver  stahs,  amiling  politely. 
Tom  Sayers  coiild  not  take  punishment  more  gaily  than  they  do. 
If  you  could  but  see  ujider  the  skin,  you  would  find  their  little 
hearts  scarred  all  over  with  little  lancet  digs.  I  protest  I  have 
seen  my  own  wife  enduring  the  impertinem^  of  this  woman,  wkh  a 
&ce  as  calm  and  placid  as  she  wears  when  old  Twysden  himself  is 
talking  to  her,  and  pouring  out  one  of  his  maddening  long  stories. 
Oh,  no !  I  am  not  angry  at  all.  I  can  see  that  by  the  way  iu 
which  I  am  writing  of  these  folk.  By  the  way,  whilst  I  am  givin<! 
this  candid  opinion  of  the  Twysdens,  do  I  sometimes  pause  to  con- 
sider  what  they  think  of  nie  f  What  do  I  care  1  Think  what  you 
like.  Meanwhile  we  bow  to  one  another  at  parties.  We  smile  at 
each  other  in  a  sickly  way.  And  as  for  the  dinners  in  Beannash 
Street,  I  hope  those  who  eat  them  enjoy  their  food. 

Twysden  is  one  of  the  chiefs  now  of  the  Powder  and  Ponutmn 
Office  (the  Pigtail  branch  was  finally  abolished  in  1833,  after  the 
Reform  Bill,  with  a  compensation  to  the  retiring  under-secietaiy), 
and  his  son  is  a  clerk  in  the  same  office.  When  they  came  oat,  Uie 
daughters  were  very  pretty — even  my  wife  allows  that.  One  erf 
them  used  to  ride  in  tlie  Park  with  her  father  or  brother  daily ; 
and,  knowing  what  his  salary  and  wife's  fortune  were,  and  what  the 
rent  of  his  house  in  Beauna.sh  Stret>t,  ever>'body  wondered  how  the 
Twysdens  could  make  both  ends  meet.  They  had  horses,  carriages, 
and  a  great  houst;  fit  for  at  least  five  thousand  a  year ;  they  had 
not  half  as  much,  as  everylKxly  knew ;  and  it  was  supposed  that 
old  Ringwood  must  make  iiis  niece  an  allowance.  She  o^tainly 
worked  hard  to  get  it.  I  spoke  of  stabs  anon,  and  poor  little 
breasts  and  sides  scarrinl  all  over.  No  nuns,  no  monks,  no  fi^eers 
take  whippings  more  kindly  than  some  devotees  of  the  world  ;  and, 
as  the  punishment  is  one  for  e4lification,  let  us  hope  the  world  lays 
smartly  on  to  back  and  shoulders,  and  uses  the  thong  welL 

When  old  Ringwood,  at  the  close  of  his  lifetime,  used  to  come 
to  >isit  his  dear  niece  and  her  husband  and  children,  he  always 
brought  a  cat-o'-nine-tails  in  his  pocket,  and  administered  it  to  the 
whole  household.  He  grinDe4l  at  the  ]x>verty,  the  pretence,  the 
meanness  of  the  p(>ople,  as  tlioy  knelt  before  him  and  did  him 
homage.  The  father  and  mother  trembling  brought  the  girls  up  for 
punishment,  and,  piteously  smiling,  received  their  own  boxes  on  the 
ear  in  presence  of  their  children.  **  Ah  !  "  the  little  French  goveniees 
used  to  say,  grinding  her  white  teeth,  '*  I  like  milor  to  come.  All 
day  you  vip  me.  When  milor  come,  he  vip  you,  and  you  kneel 
down  and  kiss  de  rod." 

They  certainly  knelt  and  took  their  whipping  with  the  most 
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exonplary  fortitude.  Sometimes  the  lash  fell  on  papa's  back, 
nmetimeB  on  mamma's :  now  it  stung  Agnes,  and  now  it  lighted 
OD  Blanche's  pretty  shoulders.  But  I  think  it  was  on  the  heir  of 
the  house,  young  Ringwood  Twysden,  that  my  Lord  loved  best  to 
operate.  Ring's  vanity  was  very  thin-skinned,  his  selfishness  easily 
voumled,  and  his  contortions  under  punishment  amused  the  old 
turmentor. 

As  my  Lord's  brougham  drives  up — the  modest  little  brown 
brougham,  with  the  noble  horse,  the  lord  chancellor  of  a  coachman, 
and  the  ineffable  footman — the  ladies,  who  know  the  whirr  of  the 
wheels,  and  may  be  quarrelling  in  the  drawing-room,  call  a  truce 
to  the  fight,  and  smooth  down  their  ruffled  tempers  and  raiment. 
Mamma  is  writing  at  her  table,  in  that  beautiful  clear  hand  which 
we  all  admire;  Blanche  is* at  her  book;  Agnes  is  rising  from  the 
piano,  quite  naturally.  A  quarrel  between  those  gentle,  smiling, 
delicate  creatures !  Impossible  !  About  your  most  common  piece 
of  hypocrisy  how  men  will  blush  and  bungle:  how  easily,  how 
gracefully,  how  consummately,  women  will  perform  it ! 

"  Well,"  growls  my  Lord,  **  you  are  all  in  such  pretty  attitudes, 
I  make  no  doubt  you  have  been  sparring.  I  suspect,  Maria,  the 
men  niuftt  know  what  deviliBh  bad  tempers  the  girls  have  got. 
Who  can  have  seen  you  fighting?  You're  quiet  enough  here,  you 
Uttle  monkeys.  I  tell  you  what  it  is.  Ladies'  maids  get  about 
and  talk  to  the  valets  in  the  housekeeper's  room,  and  the  men  tell 
their  masters.  U(K>n  my  won!  I  believe  it  was  that  business  last 
▼ear  at  Whipham  which  frightened  Greenwood  off.  Famous  match. 
Good  h<»use  in  town  and  country.  No  mother  alive.  Agnes  might 
have  had  it  her  own  way,  but  for  that " 

**  We  are  not  all  angels  in  our  family,  uncle  ! "  cries  Miss  Agnes, 
reddening. 

'*  And  your  mother  is  too  sharp.  The  men  are  afraid  of  you, 
Maria.  I've  heard  several  young  men  say  so.  At  White's  they 
talk  alxiut  it  quite  freely.  Pity  for  the  girls.  Great  pity.  Fellows 
come  and  tell  me.  Jack  Hall,  and  fellows  who  go  about  every- 
where." 

"  Tni  sure  I  don't  care  what  Captain  Halt  says  about  me — 
odious  little  wretch  ! "  cries  Blanche. 

"  There  you  ;^>  off  in  a  tantrum  !  Hall  never  hai^  any  opinion 
of  his  own.  Ht^  only  fetches  and  carrier  what  other  people  say. 
And  be  says,  fellows  8ay  they  are  frightened  of  your  mother.  La 
bleM  you  !  Hall  has  no  opinion.  A  fellow  might  nmimit  niunler, 
AHil  Hall  would  wait  at  the  door.  Quite  a  diHcroet  mnn.  But  I 
u4d  him  t4>  ask  about  you.  And  thatV  wliut  I  hear.  And  he  says 
that  Agnea  is  making  eyes  at  the  Doirtor's  l)oy." 
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''It's  a  shame,"  cries  Agnes,  shedding  tears  mider  her 
martyrdom. 

*'  Older  than  he  is ;  but  that's  no  obstacle.  €}ood-lookiiig  boy, 
I  suppose  you  don't  object  to  that  ?  Has  his  poor  mother^s  money, 
and  his  father's :  must  be  well  to  do.  A  vulgar  fellow,  bat  a  clever 
fellow,  and  a  determined  fellow,  the  Doctor — and  a  fellow  who,  I 
suspect,  is  capable  of  anything.  Shouldn't  wonder  at  that  fellow 
marrying  some  rich  dowager.  Those  doctors  get  an  immense  in- 
fluence over  women ;  and  unless  I'm  mistaken  in  my  man,  Maria, 
your  poor  sister  got  hold  of  a " 

"  Uncle ! "  cries  Mrs.  Twysden,  pointing  to  her  daughters, 
"  before  these " 

"  Before  those  innocent  lambs  !  H§m  !  Well,  I  think  Firmin 
is  of  the  wolf  sort : "  and  the  old  noble  laughed,  and  showed  his 
own  fierce  fangs  as  he  spoke. 

"I  grieve  to  say,  my  Lord,  I  agree  with  you,"  remarks  Mr. 
Twysden.  ''I  don't  think  Firmin  a  man  of  high  principle.  A 
clever  man?  Yes.  An  accomplished  man!  Yes.  A  good 
physician  ?  Yes.  A  prosperous  man  ?  Yes.  But  what's  a  man 
without  principle  ] " 

"  You  ought  to  have  been  a  parson,  Twysden." 

"Others  have  said  so,  my  Lord.  My  poor  mother  often 
regretted  that  I  didn't  choose  tlie  Church.  When  I  was  at 
Cambridge  I  used  to  speak  constantly  at  the  Union.  I  practised. 
I  do  not  disguise  from  you  that  my  aim  was  public  life,  I  am 
free  to  confess  I  think  the  House  of  Commons  would  have  been 
my  sphere ;  and,  had  my  means  permitted,  should  certainly  have 
come  forward." 

Lord  Ringwood  smiled,  and  winked  to  his  niece — 

"  He  means,  my  dear,  that  he  would  like  to  wag  his  jaws  at 
my  expense,  and  that  I  should  put  him  in  for  Whipham." 

"  There  are,  I  think,  worse  Members  of  Parliament,"  remarked 
Mr.  Twysden. 

"  If  there  was  a  box  of  'em  like  you,  what  a  cage  it  would  be  ! " 
roared  my  Lord.  **  By  George,  I'm  sick  of  jaw.  And  I  would 
like  to  see  a  kinoj  of  spirit  in  this  country,  who  would  shut  up  the 
talking-shops  and  gag  the  whole  chattering  crew  !  " 

"  I  am  a  partisan  of  order — but  a  lover  of  freedom,"  continues 
Twysden.     "  I  liold  that  the  balance  of  our  constitution " 

I  think  my  Lord  would  have  indulge<l  in  a  few  of  those  oaths 
with  which  his  old-fashioned  conversation  was  liberally  garnished ; 
but  the  servant,  entering  at  this  moment,  announces  Mr.  Philip 
Firmin  ;  and  ever  so  faint  a  blush  flutters  up  in  Agnes's  cheek,  who 
feels  that  the  old  Lord's  eye  is  upon  her. 
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"So,  sir,  I  saw  you  at  the  Opera  last  night,"  says  Lord 
Riogwood. 

'*  I  saw  you,  too,"  says  downright  PhiL 

The  women  looked  terrified,  and  Twysden  Beared.  The 
Twyadens  had  Lord  Ringwood's  box  sometimes.  But  there  were 
boxes  in  which  the  old  man  sat,  and  in  which  they  never  could 
see  him. 

**  Why  don't  you  lo«)k  at  the  stage,  sir,  when  you  go  to  the 
Opera,  and  not  at  me?  When  you  go  to  church  you  ought  to  look 
at  the  parson,  oughtn't  you  1 "  growled  the  old  man.  **  Tm  about 
18  goo<l  to  look  at  as  the  fellow  who  dances  first  in  the  ballet — and 
very  nearly  as  old.  But  if  I  were  you,  I  should  think  looking  at 
the'  Ellsler  better  fun." 

And  now  you  may  fancy  of  what  old  old  times  we  are  writing 
— times  in  which  those  horrible  old  male  dancers  yet  existed — 
hideous  old  creatures,  with  low  dresses  and  short  sleeves,  and 
wreaths  of  flowers,  or  hats  and  feathers  round  their  absurd  old  wigs 
— who  skipped  at  the  head  of  the  ballet.  Let  us  be  thankful  that 
tho0e  old  apes  have  almost  vanished  ofi*  the  stage,  and  left  it  in 
pmeeasion  of  the  beauteous  bounders  of  the  other  sex.  Ah,  my 
dear  young  friends,  time  will  be  when  these  too  will  cease  to  appear 
more  than  mortally  beautiful !  To  Philip,  at  his  age,  they  yet 
looked  as  lovely  as  houris.  At  this  time  the  simple  young  fellow, 
mrveying  the  ballet  from  his  stall  at  the  Opera,  mistook  carmine 
for  blushes,  pearl-powder  for  native  snows,  and  cotton-wool  for 
natural  symmetry ;  and  I  daresay  when  he  went  into  the  world 
was  not  more  clear-sighted  about  its  rouged  innocence,  its  padded 
pretensions,  and  its  painted  candour. 

Old  Lord  Ringwood  had  a  humorous  pleasure  in  petting  and 
nmxing  Philip  Firmin  before  Philip's  relatives  of  Beaunash  Street. 
Even  the  girLs  felt  a  little  plaintive  envy  at  the  partiality  which 
Uncle  Ringwood  exhibited  for  Phil ;  but  the  elder  Twysdens 
and  Ringwood  Twysden,  their  son,  writhed  with  agony  at  the 
preference  which  the  old  man  sometimes  showed  for  the  Doctor's 
Ivjy.  Phil  was  much  taller,  much  handsomer,  much  stronger, 
much  better  tempered,  and  much  richer,  than  young  Twysden. 
He  would  be  the  sole  inheritor  of  his  father's  fortune,  and  had 
his  mother's  thirty  thousand  pounds.  Even  when  they  told 
him  his  fiither  would  marry  again,  Phil  laughed,  and  did  not 
mfm  to  care — "  I  wish  him  joy  of  his  new  wife,"  was  all  he  could 
be  got  to  say :  '*  when  he  gets  one,  I  suppose  I  shall  go  into 
rkmmben.  Old  Parr  Street  is  not  as  gay  as  Pall  Mall."  I  am 
not  angry  with  Mrs.  Twysden  for  having  a  little  jealousy  of  her 
nephew.     Her  boy  and  girls  were  the  fruit  of  a  dutiful  marriage ; 
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and  Phil  was  the  aon  of  a  disobedient  child.  Her  childien  were 
always  on  their  best  behaviour  before  their  great  uncle ;  and  Phil 
cared  for  him  no  more  than  for  any  other  man ; — and  he  liked  Phfl 
the  best.  Her  boy  was  as  humble  and  eager  to  please  as  any  of 
his  Lordship's  humblest  henchmen ;  and  Lord  Ringwood  snapped 
at  him,  browbeat  him,  and  trampled  on  the  poor  darling's  tenderest 
feelings,  and  treated  him  scarcely  better  than  a  lacquey.  As 
for  poor  Mr.  Twysden,  my  Lord  not  only  yawned  unreservedly  in 
his  feuce — that  could  not  be  helped ;  poor  Talbot's  talk  sent  many 
of  his  acquaintance  asleep — but  laughed  at  him,  interrupted  him, 
and  told  him  to  hold  his  tongue.  On  this  day,  as  the  fiunily  eat 
together  at  the  pleasant  hour — the  before-dinner  hour — the  fireside 
and  tea-table  hour — Lord  Ringwood  said  to  Phil — 

"  Dine  with  me  to-day,  sir  1 " 

*'  Why  does  he  not  ask  me,  with  my  powers  of  oonyeraation  t " 
thought  old  Twysden  to  himself. 

"Hang  him,  he  always  asks  that  beggar,"  writhed  young 
Twysden  in  his  comer. 

"Very  sorry,  sir,  can't  come.  Have  asked  some  fellowB  to 
dine  at  the  *  Blue  Posts,' "  says  PhiL 

"  Confound  you,  sir,  why  don't  you  put  'em  off? "  cries  the  old 
lord.     "  You*d  put  'em  off,  Twysden,  wouldn't  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sir  ! "  the  heart  of  father  and  son  both  beat. 

**  You  know  you  would ;  and  you  quarrel  with  this  boy  for  not 
throwing  his  friends  over.  Good-night,  Firmin,  since  you  won't 
come." 

And  with  this  my  Lord  was  gone. 

The  two  gentlemen  of  the  house  glundy  looked  firom  the 
window,  and  saw  my  Lord's  brougham  drive  swiftly  away  in 
the  rain. 

"I  hate  your  dining  at  those  horrid  taverns,"  whispered  a 
young  lady  to  Philip. 

"  It  is  better  fun  than  dining  at  home,"  Philip  remarks. 

"  You  smoke  and  drink  too  much.  You  come  home  late,  and 
you  don't  live  in  a  proper  mondey  sir  ! "  continues  the  young  lady. 

"  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? " 

"  Oh,  nothing.  You  must  dine  with  those  horrible  men,"  cries 
Agnes ;  "  else  you  might  have  gone  to  Lady  Pendleton's  to-night." 

"I  can  throw  over  the  men  easily  enough,  if  you  wish," 
answered  the  young  man. 

"  I  ?  I  have  no  wish  of  the  sort.  Have  you  not  already  re- 
fused Uncle  Ringwood  ? " 

"  You  are  not  Lord  Ringwood,"  says  Phil,  with  a  tremor  in  his 
voice.     "  I  don't  know  there  is  much  I  would  refuse  you." 
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*'Too  rnHj  boy!  What  do  I  ever  ask  you  to  do  that  you 
ought  to  refuse  t  I  want  you  to  live  in  our  world,  and  not  with 
TOUT  dreadful  wild  Oxford  and  Temple  bachelors.  I  don't  want 
you  to  smoke.  I  want  you  to  go  into  the  world  of  which  you  haye 
the  entree — and  you  refbse  your  uncle  on  account  of  some  horrid 
engagement  at  a  tavern  ! " 

**  Shall  I  stop  heret  Aunt,  will  you  give  me  some  dinner 
here  t "  asks  the  young  man. 

"  We  have  dined :  my  husband  and  son  dine  out,"  said  gentle 
Mrs.  Twysden. 

There  was  cold  mutton  and  tea  for  the  ladies ;  and  Mrs.  Twysden 
did  not  like  to  seat  her  nephew,  who  was  accustomed  to  good  fare 
and  high  living,  to  that  meagre  meal. 

*'  You  see  I  must  console  myself  at  the  tavern,"  Philip  said. 
*'  We  shall  have  a  pleasant  party  there." 

^*  And  pray  who  makes  it  t "  mk%  the  la<]y. 

"  There  is  Ridley  the  painter." 

*'  My  dear  Philip !  Do  you  know  that  his  father  was  actu- 
ally  " 

**  In  the  service  of  Lord  Todmorden  t  He  often  tells  us  so. 
Hf  is  a  queer  character,  the  old  man." 

**  Mr.  Ridley  is  a  man  of  genius,  certainly.  His  pictures  are 
delicious,  and  he  goes  everywhere — but — but  you  provoke  me, 
Philip,  by  your  carelessness ;  indeed  you  do.  Why  should  you  be 
dining  with  the  sons  of  footmen,  when  the  first  houses  in  the 
country  might  be  ojien  to  you  1    You  pain  me,  you  foolish  boy." 

*'  For  dining  in  company  of  a  man  of  genius  ?  Come,  Agnes  I " 
AimI  the  young  man's  brow  grew  dark.  "  Be»ides,"  he  adde<l,  with 
a  tone  of  sarcasm  in  hin  voii*e,  which  Miss  Agnes  did  not  like  at  all 
— *' besides,  my  dear,  you  know  he  dines  at  Liml  Pendleton's." 

*'  What  is  that  you  are  talking  of  Lady  Pendleton,  (rhildrcn  1 " 
asked  watchful  mamma  from  her  comer. 

''  Ridley  dines  there.  He  is  going  to  dine  with  me  at  a  tavern 
ttMlay.  And  Lord  Halden  is  coming — and  Mr.  Winton  is  coming 
—  having  heard  of  the  famous  beefsteaks." 

^  Winton  !  Lord  Halden  !  Beefsteaks  !  Where  1  By  George ! 
I  have  a  mind  to  go,  t<x) !  Where  do  you  fellows  dine  ^  au  cti/Mtret  f 
Hang  me,  FU  be  one,"  shrieked  little  Twy8<len,  to  the  terror  of 
Philip,  who  knew  his  uncle's  awful  ]N)wers  of  conversation.  But 
Twysden  remembered  himself  in  gcxxl  time,  and  to  the  intense 
relief  of  young  Firmin.  ''  Hang  me,  I  forgot !  Your  aunt  and  I 
dine  with  the  Bladeses.  Stupi<i  old  fellow,  the  admiml,  and  bad 
wine — which  is  unpanhmable ;  but  we  must  go — on  w\i  (fue  sa 
firoU^  beyt     Tell  Winton  that  I  hail  meditateil  joining  him,  and 
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that  I  have  still  some  of  that  Chiteau  Maigaux  he  liked.  Halden's 
father  I  know  well  Tell  him  so.  Bring  him  here.  Maiia^  send 
a  Thursday  card  to  Lord  Halden  !  You  must  bring  him  here  to 
dinner,  Philip.  That^s  the  best  way  to  make  acquaintance^  my 
boy  ! "  And  the  little  man  swaggers  off,  waving  a  bed  candle,  as 
if  he  was  going  to  quaff  a  bumper  of  sparkling  spermaoetL 

The  mention  of  such  great  personages  as  Lord  Halden  and  Mr. 
Winton  silenced  the  reproofs  of  the  pensive  Agnes. 

"You  won't  care  for  our  quiet  fireside  whilst  you  live  with 
those  fine  people,  Philip,''  she  sighed.  There  was  no  talk  now  of 
his  throwing  himself  away  on  bad  company. 

So  Philip  did  not  dine  with  his  relatives :  but  Talbot  Twyaden 
took  good  care  to  let  Lord  Ringwood  know  how  young  Firmin  hail 
offered  to  dine  with  his  aunt  that  day  after  refusing  his  Lordship. 
And  everything  to  Phil's  discredit,  and  every  act  of  extravagance 
or  wildness  which  the  young  man  committed,  did  Phil's  uncle,  and 
Phil's  cousin,  Ringwood  Twysden,  convey  to  the  old  nobleman. 
S[ad  not  these  been  the  informers,  Lord  Ringwood  would  have  been 
angry :  for  he  exacted  obedience  and  servility  fix)m  all  round  about 
him.  But  it  was  pleasanter  to  vex  the  Twysdens  than  to  scold  and 
browbeat  Philip,  and  so  his  Lordship  chose  to  laugh  and  be  amused 
at  Phil's  insubordination.  He  saw,  too,  other  things  of  which  he 
did  not  speak.  He  was  a  wily  old  man,  who  could  afford  to  be 
blind  upon  occasion. 

What  do  you  judge  from  the  fact  that  Philip  was  ready  to 
make  or  break  engagements  at  a  young  lady's  instigation  t  When 
you  were  twenty  years  old,  had  no  young  ladies  an  influence  over 
you?  Were  they  not  commonly  older  than  yourself?  Did  your 
youthful  passion  lead  to  anything,  and  are  you  very  sorry  now  that 
it  did  not?  Suppose  you  had  had  your  soul's  wish  and  married 
her,  of  what  age  would  she  be  now  ?  And  now  when  you  go  into 
the  world  and  see  her,  do  you  on  your  conscience  very  much  regret 
that  the  little  affair  came  to  an  end  ?  Is  it  that  (lean,  or  &t,  or 
stumpy,  or  tall)  woman  with  all  those  children  whom  you  once 
chose  to  break  your  heart  about ;  and  do  you  still  envy  Jones  ? 
Philip  was  in  love  with  his  cousin,  no  doubt ;  but  at  the  university 
had  he  not  been  previously  in  love  with  the  Tomkiusian  Professor's 
daughter.  Miss  Budd  :  and  had  he  not  already  written  verses  to 
Miss  Flower,  his  neighbour's  daughter  in  Old  Parr  Street  ?  And 
don't  young  men  always  begin  by  falling  in  love  with  ladies  older 
than  themselves  ?  Agnes  certainly  was  Philip's  senior,  as  her  sister 
constantly  took  care  to  inform  him. 

And  Agnes  might  have  told  stories  about  Blanche,  if  she  chose 
— as  you  may  about  me,  and  I  about  you.     Not  quite  true  stories. 
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but  stories  with  enough  alloy  of  lies  to  make  them  serviceable  coin  ; 
stories  such  as  we  hear  daily  in  the  world  ;  stories  such  as  we  read 
in  the  most  learned  and  conscientious  history-books,  which  are  told 
by  the  most  respectable  persons,  and  perfectly  authentic  until  con- 
tradicted. It  is  only  our  histories  that  can't  be  contradicted  (un- 
less, to  be  sure,  novelists  contradict  themselves,  as  sometimes  they 
will).  What  tpe  say  about  people's  virtues,  failings,  characters,  you 
may  be  sure  is  all  true.  And  I  defy  any  man  to  assert  that  my 
opinion  of  the  Twysden  family  is  malicious,  or  unkind,  or  unfounded 
in  any  particular.  Agnes  wrote  verses,  and  set  her  own  and  other 
writers'  poems  to  music.  Blanche  was  scientific,  and  attended  the 
Albemairle  Street  lectures  sedulously.  They  are  both  clever  women 
as  times  go ;  well  educated  and  accomplished,  and  very  well 
mannered  when  they  choose  to  be  pleasant.  If  you  were  a  bachelor, 
say,  with  a  good  fortune,  or  a  wi(lower  who  wanted  consolation,  or 
a  lady  giving  very  good  parties  and  belonging  to  the  monde,  you 
would  find  them  agreeable  i)eo])le.  If  you  were  a  little  Treasury 
clerk,  or  a  young  barrister  with  no  practice,  or  a  lady,  old  or  young, 
not  quite  of  the  monde^  your  opinion  of  tliem  would  not  be  so  favour- 
able. I  have  seen  them  cut,  and  scorn,  and  avoid,  and  caress,  and 
kneel  down  and  worship  the  same  person.  When  Mrs.  Lovel  first 
gaTe  parties,  don't  I  rememl)er  the  shocked  countenances  of  the 
Twysden  family  1  Were  ever  shoulders  colder  than  yoiu^,  dear 
girls  t  Now  they  love  her ;  they  fondle  her  step-children ;  they 
praise  her  to  her  face  and  behind  her  handsome  back  ;  they  take 
her  hand  in  public  ;  they  call  her  by  her  Christian  name  ;  they  fall 
into  ecstasies  over  her  toilettes,  and  would  fetch  coals  for  her  dress- 
ing-room fire  if  she  but  gave  them  the  word.  She  is  not  changed. 
She  is  the  same  la<ly  who  once  was  a  governess,  and  no  a)lder  and 
DO  wanner  since  then.  But  you  see  her  pros])erity  has  brought 
virtues  into  evidence,  which  people  did  not  perceive  when  she  was 
poor.  Could  people  see  Cinderella's  beauty  when  she  was  in  rags 
by  the  fire,  or  until  she  steppe<l  out  of  her  fairy  coach  in  her 
liiaraomU  ?  How  are  you  to  recognise  a  diamond  in  a  dusthole  ? 
Only  very  clever  eyes  can  do  that.  Whereas  a  la<ly  in  a  fairy  coach 
aD«l  eight  naturally  creates  a  sensation  ;  and  enraptured  princes 
come  and  lieg  to  have  the  honour  of  dancing  with  her. 

In  the  character  of  infallible  historian,  then,  I  declare  that  if 
Miss  Twvsden  at  three-and-twentv  feels  ever  so  much  or  little  attach- 
ment  for  her  cousin  who  is  not  yet  of  age,  there  is  no  reason  to  be 
angry  with  her.  A  brave,  handsome,  blundering,  downright  young 
fellow,  with  broad  shoiihlers,  high  spirits,  and  <iuite  fresh  blushes 
on  his  fccc,  with  very  gotxl  talents  (though  he  luis  btM'n  wofully  idle, 
iumI  requested  to  absent  himself  temporarily  fn>iu  his  university), 
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the  possessor  of  a  competent  fortune  and  the  heir  of  another,  may 
naturally  make  some  impression  on  a  lady's  heart  with  whom  kins- 
manship  and  circumstance  bring  him  into  daily  commttnion.  When 
had  any  sound  so  hearty  as  Phil's  laugh  been  heard  in  Beaunash 
Street?  His  jolly  frankness  touched  his  aunt,  a  cleTer  woman. 
She  would  smile  and  say,  ''  My  dear  Philip,  it  is  not  only  what  you 
say,  but  what,  you  are  going  to  say  next,  which  keeps  me  in  such 
a  perpetual  tremor."  There  may  have  been  a  time  once  when  she 
was  frank  and  cordial  herself :  ever  so  long  ago,  when  she  and  her 
sister  were  two  blooming  girls,  lovingly  clinging  together,  and  just 
stepping  forth  into  the  world.  But  if  you  succeed  in  keeping  a  fine 
house  on  a  small  income ;  in  showing  a  cheerful  hce  to  the  world 
though  oppressed  with  ever  so  much  care ;  in  bearing  with  dutiful 
reverence  an  intolerable  old  bore  of  a  husband  (and  I  vow  it  is  this 
quality  in  Mrs.  Twysden  for  which  I  most  admire  her) ;  in  sub- 
mitting to  defeats  patiently ;  to  humiliations  with  smiles,  so  as  to 
hold  your  own  in  your  darling  monde ;  you  may  succeed,  but  you 
must  give  up  being  frank  and  cordial.  The  marriage  of  her  sister 
to  the  Doctor  gave  Maria  Ringwood  a  great  panic,  for  Lord  Ring- 
woo<l  was  furious  when  the  news  came.  Then,  perhaps,  she  sacri- 
ficed a  little  private  passion  of  her  own :  then  she  set  her  cap  at  a 
noble  young  neighbour  of  my  Lord's  who  jilted  her ;  then  she  took 
up  with  Talbot  Twysden,  Esquire,  of  the  Powder  and  Pomatum 
Office,  and  made  a  very  faithful  wife  to  him,  and  was  a  very  care- 
ful mother  to  his  children.  But  as  for  frankness  and  cordialitv, 
my  good  friend,  accept  from  a  lady  what  she  can  give  you — good 
manners,  pleasant  talk,  and  decent  attention.  If  you  go  to  her 
breakfast-table,  don't  ask  for  a  roc's  egg,  but  eat  that  moderately 
fresh  hen's  egg  which  John  brings  you.  When  Mrs.  Twysden  is 
in  her  open  carriage  in  the  Park,  how  prosperous,  handsome,  and 
jolly  she  looks  —the  girls  how  smiling  and  young  (that  is,  you  know, 
considering  all  things) ;  the  horses  look  fat^  the  coachman  and  foot- 
man wealthy  and  sleek ;  they  exchange  bows  with  the  tenants  of 
other  carriages — well-known  aristocrats.  Jones  and  Brown,  leaning 
over  the  railings,  and  seeing  the  Twysden  equipage  pass,  have  not 
the  slightest  doubt  that  it  contains  people  of  the  highest  wealth  and 
fashion.  "  I  say,  Jones  my  boy,  what  noble  family  has  the  motto, 
Wd  done  Twt/s  done  ?  and  what  clipping  girls  there  were  in  that 
barouche  !  "  B.  remarks  to  J. ;  **  and  what  a  handsome  young  swell 
that  is  riding  the  bay  mare,  and  leaning  over  and  talking  to  the 
yellow-haire<l  girl !  "  And  it  is  evident  to  one  of  those  gentlemen, 
at  least,  that  he  has  been  looking  at  your  regular  first-rate  tiptop 
people. 

As  for  Phil  Firmin  on  his  bay  mare,  with  his  geranium  in  his 
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button-hole,  there  is  no  doubt  that  Philippus  looks  as  handsome, 
and  as  rich,  and  as  braye  as  any  lord.  And  I  think  Brown  must 
haye  felt  a  little  pang  when  his  friend  told  him,  "  That  a  lord ! 
Blem  joo,  it's  only  a  swell  doctor's  son.''  But  while  J.  and  B. 
fiuicy  all  the  little  party  very  happy,  they  do  not  hear  Phil  whisper 
to  his  oooflin,  "I  hope  you  liked  your  partner  last  night?"  and 
they  do  not  see  how  anxious  Mrs.  Twysden  is  under  her  smiles, 
bow  she  perceives  Colonel  Shafto's  cab  coming  up  (the  dancer  in 
question),  and  how  she  would  rather  have  Phil  anywhere  than  by 
tliat  particular  wheel  of  her  carriage ;  how  Lady  Braglands  has 
just  passed  them  by  without  noticing  them — Lady  Braglands,  who 
has  a  ball,  and  is  determined  not  to  ask  that  woman  and  her  two 
endless  girls ;  and  how,  though  Lady  Braglands  won't  see  Mrs. 
Twysden  in  her  great  staring  equii>age,  and  the  three  faces  which 
have  been  beaming  smiles  at  her,  she  instantly  perceives  Lady 
Lovel,  who  is  |)assing  ensconced  in  her  little  brougham,  and  kisses 
her  fingers  twenty  times  over.  How  should  poor  J.  and  B.,  who 
are  not,  voum  comprenez^  du  nwnde,  understand  these  mysteries  ? 

*' That's  young  Firmin,  is  it,  that  handsome  young  fellow  1" 
ffays  Brown  to  Jones. 

**  Doctor  married  the  Earl  of  Ringwood's  niece — ran  away  with 
her,  you  know." 

"  Good  practice  t " 

*' Capital  First-rate.  All  the  tiptop  people.  Great  laiiies' 
doctor.  Can't  do  without  him.  Makes  a  fortune,  besides  what  he 
had  with  his  wife." 

"We've  seen  his  name — the  old  man's — on  some  very  queer 
paper."  says  B.  with  a  wink  to  J.  By  which  I  conclude  they  are 
City  gentlemen.  And  they  look  very  hanl  at  friend  Philip,  as  he 
comes  to  talk  and  shake  hands  with  some  pedestrians  who  are 
gating  over  the  railings  at  the  busy  and  pleasant  Park  scene. 


CHAPTER  V 

THE  NOBLE  KINSMAN 

HAYING  had  occasion  to  mention  a  noble  Earl  once  or  twice, 
I  am  sure  no  polite  reader  will  consent  that  his  Lordship 
should  push  through  this  history  along  with  the  crowd  of 
commoner  characters,  and  without  a  special  word  r^arding  himselfl 
If  you  are  in  the  least  fisimiliar  with  Burke  or  Debrett,  you  know 
that  the  ancient  &mily  of  Ringwood  has  long  been  fiBunous  for  its 
great  possessions,  and  its  loyalty  to  the  British  Crown. 

In  the  troubles  which  unhappily  agitated  this  kingdom  after  the 
deposition  of  the  late  reigning  house,  the  Ringwoods  were  implicated 
with  many  other  families  ;  but  on  the  accession  of  his  Majesty 
George  III.  these  diiferences  happily  ended,  nor  had  the  monarch 
any  subject  more  loyal  and  devoteil  than  Sir  John  Ringwood, 
Baronet,  of  Wingate  and  Wliiphaiii  Market.  Sir  John's  influence 
sent  three  Members  to  Parliament ;  and  during  the  dangerous  and 
vexatious  period  of  the  American  War,  this  influence  was  exerted  so 
cordially  and  consistently  in  the  cause  of  order  and  the  Crown,  that 
his  Majesty  thought  fit  to  advance  Sir  John  to  the  dignity  of  Baron 
Ringwood.  Sir  John's  brother.  Sir  Francis  Ringwood,  of  Apple- 
shaw,  who  followed  the  profession  of  the  law,  also  was  promoted  to 
be  a  Baron  of  his  Majesty's  Court  of  Exchequer.  The  first  Baron, 
dying  a.d.  1786,  was  succeeded  by  the  elder  of  his  two  sons — John, 
second  Baron  and  first  Earl  of  Ringwood.  His  Lordship's  brother, 
the  Honourable  Colonel  Philip  Ringwood,  died  gloriously,  at  the 
head  of  his  re;^iment  and  in  the  defence  of  his  country,  in  the 
battle  of  Busiico,  1810,  Iciiving  two  daughters,  Louisa  and  Maria, 
who  henceforth  lived  with  the  Earl  their  uncle. 

The  Earl  of  Rin^pvood  had  but  one  son,  Charles  Viscount 
Cinqbars,  who,  unhappily,  died  of  a  decline,  in  his  twenty-second 
year.  And  thus  the  descendants  of  Sir  Francis  Ringwood  became 
heirs  to  the  Earl's  great  estates  of  Wingate  and  Whipham  Market, 
though  not  of  the  peerages  which  had  been  conferred  on  the  Eari 
and  his  father. 

Lord  Ringwood  had,  living  ^nth  hira,  two  nieces,  daughters  of 
his  late  brother.  Colonel  Philip  Ringwood,  who  fell  in  the  Peninsular 
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War.  Of  these  ladies,  the  younger,  Louisa,  was  his  Lordship's 
favourite ;  and  though  both  the  ladies  had  considerable  fortunes  of 
their  own,  it  was  supposed  their  uncle  would  further  provide  for 
them,  especially  as  he  was  on  no  very  good  terms  with  his  cousin, 
Sir  John  of  the  Shaw,  who  took  the  Whig  side  in  politics,  whilst 
his  Lordship  was  a  chief  of  the  Tory  party. 

Of  these  two  nieces,  the  elder,  Maria,  never  any  great  favourite 
with  her  uncle,  married,  1824,  Talbot  Twysden,  Esquire,  a  Com- 
missioner of  Powder  and  Pomatum  Tax  ;  but  the  younger,  Louisa, 
incurred  my  Lord's  most  serious  anger  by  eloping  with  Geoi^ 
Brand  Firmin,  Esquire,  M.D.,  a  young  gentleman  of  Cambridge 
University,  who  had  been  with  Lord  Cinq  bars  when  he  died  at 
Naples,  and  had  brought  home  his  body  to  Wingate  Castle. 

The  quarrel  with  the  younger  niece,  and  the  indifference  with 
which  he  generally  regarded  the  elder  (whom  his  Lordship  was  in 
the  habit  of  calling  an  old  schemer),  occasioned  at  first  a  little 
rapprochement  between  Lord  Ringwood  and  his  heir,  Sir  John  of 
Appleshaw  ;  but  both  gentlemen  were  very  firm,  not  to  say  obsti- 
nate, in  their  natures.  They  bad  a  quarrel  with  respect  to  the 
rutting  off  of  a  small  entailed  property,  of  which  the  Earl  wished  to 
dispose ;  and  they  parted  with  much  rancour  and  bad  language  on 
his  Lordship's  part,  who  was  an  especially  free-spoken  nobleman, 
and  apt  to  call  a  spade  a  spade,  as  the  saying  is. 

After  this  difference,  and  to  spite  his  heir,  it  was  sup()os<nl  that 
the  Earl  of  Ringwood  would  marry.  He  was  little  more  than 
seventy  years  of  age,  and  had  once  been  of  a  very  robust  constitu- 
tion. And  though  his  temper  was  violent  and  his  ))erson  not  at  all 
agreeable  (for  even  in  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence's  picture  his  counten- 
ance is  ver}'  ill-favoured),  there  is  little  doubt  he  could  have  found 
a  wife  for  the  asking  among  the  young  beauties  of  his  own  county, 
or  the  direst  of  Mavfair. 

But  he  was  a  cynical  nobleman,  and  perhaps  morbidly  conscious 
of  his  own  ungainly  appearance.  "  Of  course  I  can  buy  a  wife  " 
(his  Lonlshif»  would  say).  "Do  you  suppose  people  won't  sell 
their  daughters  to  a  man  of  my  rank  and  means?  Now  look  at 
me,  my  good  sir,  and  say  whether  any  woman  alive  could  fall  in 
love  with  me  ]  I  have  been  married,  and  once  was  enough.  I  hate 
ugly  women,  and  your  virtuous  women,  who  tremble  and  cry  in 
private,  and  preach  at  a  man,  bore  me.  Sir  John  Ringwood  of 
Afipieshaw  in  an  ass,  and  I  hate  him  ;  but  I  don't  hate  liim  enough 
to  make  myself  miserable  for  the  rest  of  my  days,  in  onicr  to  spite 
him.  When  I  drop,  I  drop.  Do  you  suppose  I  care  what  comes 
after  roe  7 "  And  with  much  sanioniral  humour  this  old  lord  used 
to  play  off  one  good  dowager  after  another  who  would  bring  her 
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girl  in  his  way.  He  would  send  pearls  to  Emily,  diamonds  to 
Fanny,  opera-boxes  to  lively  Kate,  books  of  devotion  to  pions 
Selinda,  and,  at  the  season's  end,  drive  back  to  his  lonely  great 
castle  in  the  West.  They  were  all  the  same,  such  was  his 
Lordship's  opinion.  I  fear,  a  wicked  and  corrupt  old  gentleman, 
my  dears.  But  ah,  would  not  a  woman  submit  to  some  sacrifices 
to  reclaim  that  unhappy  man?  to  lead  that  gifted  but  lost  being 
into  the  ways  of  right?  to  convert  to  a  belief  in  woman's  purity 
that  erring  soul?  They  tried  him  with  High  Church  altar-cloths 
for  his  chapel  at  Wingate ;  they  tried  him  with  Low  Ohim;h  tracts ; 
they  danced  before  him ;  they  jumped  fences  on  horseback ;  they 
wore  bandeaux  or  ringlets,  according  as  his  taste  dictated ;  they 
were  always  at  home  when  he  called,  and  poor  you  and  I  were 
gruffly  told  they  were  engaged ;  they  gushed  in  gratitude  over  his 
bouquets;  they  sang  for  him,  and  their  mothers,  concealing  their 
sobs,  murmured,  "  What  an  angel  that  Cecilia  of  mine  is !  "  Every 
variety  of  delicious  chaff  they  flung  to  that  old  bird.  But  he  was 
uncaught  at  the  end  of  the  season  :  he  winged  his  way  back  to  his 
western  hills.  And  if  you  dared  to  say  that  Mrs.  Netley  had  tried 
to  take  him,  or  Lady  Trapboys  had  set  a  snare  for  him,  you  know 
you  were  a  wicked  gross  calumniator,  and  notorious  everywhere  for 
your  dull  and  vulgar  abuse  of  women. 

Now,  in  the  year  1830,  it  happened  that  this  great  nobleman 
was  seized  with  a  fit  of  the  gout,  which  had  very  nearly  consigned 
his  estates  to  his  kinsman  the  Baronet  of  Appleshaw.  A  revolution 
took  place  in  a  neighbouring  State.  An  illustrious  reigning  finmily 
was  expelled  from  its  country,  and  projects  of  reform  (which  would 
pretty  certainly  end  in  revolution)  were  rife  in  ours.  The  events  in 
France,  and  those  pending  at  home,  so  agitated  Lord  Ringwood's 
mind,  that  he  was  attacked  by  one  of  the  severest  fits  of  gout  under 
which  he  ever  suffered.  His  shrieks,  as  he  was  brought  out  of  his 
yacht  at  Ryde  to  a  house  taken  for  him  in  the  town,  were  dreadful ; 
his  language  to  all  persons  about  him  was  firightfiiUy  expressive,  as 
Lady  Quamley  and  her  daughter,  who  had  sailed  with  him  several 
times,  can  vouch.  An  ill  return  that  rude  old  man  made  for  all 
their  kindness  and  attention  to  him.  They  had  danced  on  board 
his  yacht ;  they  had  dined  on  board  his  yacht ;  they  had  been  out 
sailing  with  him,  and  cheerfully  braved  the  inconveniences  of  the 
deep  in  his  company.  And  when  they  ran  to  the  side  of  his  chair 
— as  what  would  they  not  do  to  soothe  an  old  gentleman  in  illness 
and  distress  ? — when  they  ran  up  to  his  chair  as  it  was  wheeled  along 
the  pier,  he  called  mother  and  daughter  by  the  most  vulgar  and 
opprobrious  names,  and  roared  out  to  them  to  go  to  a  place  which 
I  certainly  shall  not  more  particularly  mention. 
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Now  it  happened,  at  this  period,  that  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Firmin 
at  Ryde  with  their  little  boy,  then  some  three  years  of  age. 
The  Doctor  was  already  taking  his  place  as  one  of  the  most  fashion- 
able phynciaDB  then  in  London,  and  had  begun  to  be  celebrated 
for  the  treatment  of  this  especial  malady.  (Firmin  on  "  Gout  and 
Rheumatinn  "  was,  you  remember,  dedicated  to  his  Majesty  Geoi^ 
TV.)  Lord  lUngwood's  valet  bethought  him  of  calling  the  Doctor 
in,  and  mentioned  how  he  was  present  in  the  town.  Now  Lord 
Ringwood  was  a  nobleman  who  never  would  allow  his  angry  feelings 
to  stand  in  the  way  of  his  present  comforts  or  ease.  He  instantly 
desired  Mr.  Firmin's  attendance,  and  submitted  to  his  treatment ;  a 
part  of  which  was  a  hauteur  to  the  full  as  great  as  that  which  the 
lick  man  exhibited.  Firmin's  appearance  was  so  tall  and  grand, 
that  he  looked  vastly  more  noble  than  a  great  many  noblemen. 
Six  feet,  a  high  manner,  a  polished  forehead,  a  flashing  eye,  a  snowy 
shirt-frill,  a  rolling  velvet  collar,  a  beautiful  hand  appearing  under  a 
velvet  cuff — all  these  atlvantages  he  possessed  and  used.  He  did 
not  make  the  slightest  allusion  to  bygones,  but  treated  his  patient 
with  a  perfect  courtesy  and  an  impenetrable  self-fKNtsession. 

This  defiant  and  darkling  politeness  did  not  always  displease 
the  old  man.  He  was  so  accustomed  to  slaviph  compliance  and 
falser  obedience  from  all  people  round  about  him,  that  he  some- 
times wearied  of  their  servility,  and  relished  a  little  independence. 
Was  it  from  calculation,  or  because  he  was  a  man  of  high  spirit, 
that  Firmin  determined  to  maintain  an  independent  course  with 
his  Lonlship  ?  From  the  first  day  of  their  meeting  he  never  de- 
parteil  from  it,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  meeting  with  only  civil 
behavitnir  from  his  noble  relative  and  patient,  who  was  notorious 
for  his  rudeness  and  brutality  to  almost  every  person  who  came  in 
bis  way. 

From  hints  which  his  Lonlship  gave  in  conversation,  he  showed 
the  I)octor  that  he  was  acquainted  with  some  {nrticulars  of  the 
latter  s  early  career.  It  had  been  wild  and  stormy.  Firmin  had 
incorretl  debts  ;  had  quarrelled  with  his  father ;  had  left  the  univer- 
sity and  gone  abroad ;  had  lived  in  a  wild  B<Knety,  which  used  dice 
anil  cards  every  night,  and  pistols  sometimes  in  the  morning ;  and 
had  shown  a  fearful  <lexterity  in  the  use  of  the  latter  inntniment, 
which  he  employed  a^nst  the  person  of  a  famous  Italian  adven- 
turer, who  fell  under  his  hand  at  Najjles.  Wh«*n  thiw  century  was 
five-and-twenty  years  younger,  the  crack  of  the  pistol-nhot  might 
still  occasionally  be  heard  in  the  suburbs  of  Lon<ion  in  the  very 
early  morning ;  and  the  dice-box  went  round  in  many  a  haimt  of 
pleasure.  The  knights  of  the  Four  Kings  travelled  from  capital  to 
capital,  and  engaged  each  other  or  made  prey  of  the  unwary.    Now, 
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the  timeB  are  changed.  The  cards  are  coffined  in  their  boxes. 
Only  sous-offieiersj  brawling  in  their  provincial  cafl^  over  their 
dominoa,  fight  duels.  "Ah,  dear  me,"  I  heard  a  yetenun  punter 
sigh  the  other  day  at  Bays's,  "  isn't  it  a  melancholy  thing  to  think, 
that  if  I  wanted  to  amuse  myself  with  a  fifty-pound  note,  I  don't 
know  the  place  in  London  where  I  could  go  and  lose  it  f  **  And  he 
fondly  recounted  the  names  of  twenty  places  where  he  could  have 
cheerifiilly  staked  and  lost  his  money  in  his  young  time. 

After  a  somewhat  prolonged  absence  abroad,  Mr.  Firmin  came 
back  to  this  country,  was  permitted  to  return  to  the  university,  and 
left  it  with  the  d^ree  of  Bachelor  of  Medicine.  We  have  told  how 
he  ran  away  with  Lord  Ringwood's  niece,  and  incurred  the  anger  of 
that  nobleman.  Beyond  abuse  and  anger  his  Lordship  was  power- 
less. The  young  lady  was  free  to  marry  whom  she  liked,  and  her 
uncle  to  disown  or  receive  him ;  and  accordingly  she  was,  as  we 
have  seen,  disowned  by  his  Lordship,  until  he  found  it  convenient 
to  forgive  her.  What  were  Lord  Ringwood's  intentions  regarding 
his  property,  what  were  his  accumulations,  and  who  his  heirs  would 
be,  no  one  knew.  Meanwhile  of  course  there  were  those  who  felt  a 
very  great  interest  on  the  point  Mrs.  Twysden  and  her  husband 
and  children  were  hungry  and  poor.  If  Uncle  Ringwood  had  money 
to  leave,  it  would  be  very  welcome  to  those  three  darlings,  whose 
father  had  not  a  great  income  like  Dr.  Firmin.  Philip  was  a  dear, 
good,  frank,  amiable,  wild  fellow,  and  they  all  loved  him.  But  he 
had  his  faults — that  could  not  be  concealed — and  so  poor  Phils 
faults  were  pretty  constantly  canvassed  before  Uncle  Ringwood,  by 
dear  relatives  who  knew  them  only  too  welL  The  dear  relatives ! 
How  kind  they  are  !  I  don't  tliink  Phil's  aunt  abused  him  to  my 
Lord.  That  quiet  woman  calmly  and  gently  put  forward  the  claims 
of  her  own  darlings,  and  aflfectionately  dilated  on  the  young  man  s 
present  prosperity,  and  magnificent  future  prospects.  The  interest 
of  thirty  thousand  pounds  now,  and  the  inheritance  of  his  fiither  s 
great  accumulations !  What  young  man  could  want  for  more  I 
Perhaps  he  had  too  much  already.  Perhaps  he  was  too  rich  to 
work.  The  sly  old  peer  acquiesce<l  in  his  niece's  statements,  and 
perfectly  understood  the  point  towanls  which  they  tended.  "A 
thousand  a  year !  What's  a  thousand  a  year  t "  growled  the  old 
lord.  "  Not  enough  to  make  a  gentleman,  more  than  enough  to 
make  a  fellow  idle." 

*'  Ah,  indeed,  it  was  but  a  small  income,"  sighed  Mrs.  Twysden. 
*'With  a  large  house,  a  good  establishment,  and  Mr.  Twysden's 
salary  firom  his  oflSce — it  was  but  a  pittance." 

"  Pittance !  Starvation,"  growls  my  Lord,  with  his  usual 
frankness.      ''Don't  I   know  what  housekeeping  costs f  and 
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how  you  screw  1     Butlers  and  footmen,  carriages  and  job-horses, 
rent  and  dinners — though  yours,  Maria,  are  not  famous." 

•*  Very  bad — I  know  they  are  very  bad,"  says  the  contrite  lady. 
^*  I  wish  we  could  afford  any  better." 

*' Afford  any  better?  Of  course  you  can't.  You  are  the 
crockery  pots,  and  you  swim  down-stream  with  the  brass  pots.  I 
saw  Twysden  the  other  day  walking  down  St.  James's  Street  with 
Rhodes — that  tall  fellow."  (Here  my  Lord  laughed,  and  showed 
many  &ngs,  the  exhibition  of  which  gave  a  peculiarly  fierce  air 
t«)  his  Lordship  when  in  goo<l-humour.)  **  If  Twysden  walks  with 
a  big  fellow,  he  always  tries  to  keep  step  with  him.  Yon  know 
that."  Poor  Maria  naturally  knew  her  husband's  peculiarities ; 
but  she  did  not  say  that  she  had  no  need  to  be  reminded  of 
them. 

**He  was  so  blown  he  could  hardly  speak,"  continued  Uncle 
Ringwood  ;  '*  but  he  would  stretch  his  little  legs,  and  try  and  keep 
up.  He  has  a  little  body,  le  cher  mart,  but  a  good  pluck.  Those 
little  fellows  often  have.  Tve  seen  him  half  dead  out  shooting,  and 
plunging  over  the  ploughed  fields  after  fellows  with  twice  his  stride. 
Why  don't  men  sink  in  the  world,  I  want  to  know  ?  Instead  of 
a  fine  house,  and  a  parcel  of  idle  servants,  why  don't  you  have  a 
maid  and  a  leg  of  mutton,  Maria?  You  go  half  crazy  in  trying 
to  make  both  ends  meet.  You  know  you  do.  It  kee)m  you  awake 
of  nights ;  /  know  that  very  well.  You've  got  a  house  fit  for 
people  with  four  times  your  money.  I  lend  you  my  cook  and  so 
forth  ;  but  I  can't  c*ome  and  dine  with  yo^i  unless  I  Fond  the  wine 
in.  Why  don't  you  have  a  pot  of  porter,  and  a  joint,  or  some 
tripe? — tripe's  a  famous  good  thing.  The  miseries  which  people 
entail  on  themselves  in  trying  to  live  lieyond  their  means  are 
fierfectly  ridiculous,  by  George  I  Look  at  that  fellow  who  opened 
the  door  to  me ;  he  s  as  tall  as  one  of  my  own  men.  Go  and  live 
in  a  quiet  little  street  in  Belgravia  somewhere,  and  have  a  neat 
little  nuud.  Nobody  will  think  a  penny  the  worse  of  you^and  you 
will  be  just  as  well  off  as  if  you  live<l  here  with  an  extra  couple 
of  thousaml  a  year.  The  advice  I  am  giving  you  is  worth  half 
that,  every  shilling  of  it." 

**  It  is  very  good  advice ;  but  I  think,  sir,  I  should  prefer  the 
thousand  poumbi,''  said  the  lady. 

"  Of  course  you  would.  That  is  the  consciiuence  of  your  false 
position.  One  of  the  good  points  about  that  Doctor  is,  that  he 
lA  as  proud  as  Lucifer,  and  so  is  his  boy.  They  are  not  always 
hungering  after  money.  They  keep  their  independence  ;  though 
hell  have  his  own  too,  the  fellow  will.  Why,  when  I  first  called 
him  in,  I  thought,  as  he  was  a  relation,  he'd  doctor  me  for  nothing ; 
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bat  he  wouldn't  He  would  htLve  his  fee,  by  Gec»ge !  and  wouIdB^ 
come  without  it  -  Confounded  independent  fdlow  Flnnin  m.  And 
80  is  the  young  one." 

But  when  Twysden  and  his  son  (perfaapB  inspirited  hj  Mn. 
Twysden)  tried  once  or  twice  to  be  independent  in  the  piescncc  of 
this  lion,  he  roared,  and  he  rushed  at  them,  and  he  rent  them,  ao 
that  they  fled  from  him  howling.  And  this  reminds  me  of  an  old 
story  I  have  heard — quite  an  old  old  story,  such  as  kind  old  ftUows 
at  dubs  love  to  remember — of  my  lord,  when  he  was  only  Lord 
Cinqbars,  insulting  a  half-pay  lieutenant,  in  his  own  coimty,  win 
horsewhipped  his  lordship  in  the  most  private  and  ferocioas  mamier. 
It  was  said  Lord  Cinqbars  bad  had  a  rencontre  with  poachen: 
but  it  was  my  lord  who  was  poaching  and  the  lieutenant  who  wis 
defending  his  own  dovecot.  I  do  not  say  that  this  was  a  model 
nobleman ;  but  that,  when  his  own  passions  or  interests  did  not  mis- 
lead him,  he  was  a  nobleman  of  very  considerable  acuteness,  humour, 
and  good  sense ;  and  could  give  quite  good  advice  on  occasioo. 
If  men  would  kneel  down  and  kiss  his  boots,  well  and  good.  There 
was  the  blacking,  and  you  were  welcome  to  embrace  toe  and  heel 
But  those  who  would  not,  were  free  to  leave  the  operation  alone. 
The  Pope  himself  does  not  demand  the  ceremony  from  .Protestants ; 
and  if  they  object  to  the  slipper,  no  one  thinks  of  forcing  it  into 
their  mouths.  Phil  and  his  father  probably  declined  to  tremble 
before  the  old  man,  not  because  they  knew  he  was  a  buUy  who 
might  be  put  down,  but  because  they  were  men  of  spirit,  who  careil 
not  whether  a  man  was  ^  bully  or  no. 

I  have  told  you  I  like  Philip  Firmin,  though  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  the  young  fellow  had  many  faults,  and  that  his  career, 
especially  his  early  career,  was  by  no  means  exemplary.  Have 
I  ever  excused  his  conduct  to  his  father,  or  said  a  word  in  apology 
of  his  brief  and  inglorious  university  career?  I  acknowledge  his 
shortcomings  with  that  candour  which  my  friends  exhibit  in 
speaking  of  mine.  Who  does  not  see  a  friend's  weaknesses,  and  is 
so  blind  that  he  cannot  perceive  that  enormous  beam  in  his  neigh- 
bour's eye  ?  Only  a  woman  or  two,  from  time  to  time.  And  even 
they  are  undeceived  some  day.  A  man  of  the  world,  I  write  about 
my  friends  as  mundane  fellow-creatures.  Do  you  suppose  there  are 
many  angels  here  ]  I  say  again,  perhaps  a  woman  or  two.  But  as 
for  you  and  me,  my  good  sir,  are  there  any  signs  of  wings  sprouting 
from  our  shoulder-blades  1  Be  quiet.  Don't  pursue  your  snarling 
cynical  remarks,  but  go  on  with  your  story. 

As  you  go  through  life,  stumbling,  and  slipping,  and  staggering 
to  yoiu*  feet  again,  ruefidly  aware  of  your  own  wretched  weakness, 
and  praying,  with  a  contrite  heart,  let  us  trust,  that  you  may  not 
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e  led  into  temptation,  have  you  not  often  looked  at  other  feUow- 
innen,  and  speculated  with  an  awful  interest  on  their  career  f 
onie  there  are  on  whom,  quite  in  their  early  lives,  dark  Ahrimanes 
as  seemed  to  laj  his  dread  mark :  children,  yet  corrupt,  and 
icked  of  tongue ;  tender  of  age,  yet  cruel ;  who  should  be  truth- 
^Iling  and  generous  yet  (they  were  at  their  mothers'  bosoms 
esterday),  but  are  &lse  and  cold  and  greedy  before  their  time, 
nfants  almost,  they  practise  the  arts  and  selfishness  of  old  men. 
<^hind  their  candid  foces  are  wiles  and  wickedness,  and  a  hideous 
recDcity  of  artifice.  I  can  recall  such,  and  in  the  vista  of  fiir-off 
nforgotten  boyhood,  can  see  marching  that  sad  little  procession  of 
t/anit  perdus.     May  they  be  saved,  pray  Heaven  !     Then  there 

the  doubtfid  class,  those  who  are  still  on  trial ;  those  who  fall 
mI  rise  again  ;  those  who  are  often  worsted  in  life's  battle ;  beaten 
)wn,  wounded,  imprisoned;  but  escape  and  conquer  sometimes, 
nd  then  there  is  the  happy  class  about  whom  there  seems  no 
>ubt  at  all;  the  spotless  and  white-robed  ones,  to  whom  virtue 

easy ;  in  whose  pure  bosoms  faith  nestles,  and  cold  doubt  finds 
J  entrance ;  who  are  children,  and  good ;  young  men,  and  good ; 
iisbands  and  fitthers,  and  yet  good.  Why  could  the  captain  of  our 
'hool  write  his  Greek  iambics  without  an  effort,  and  without  an 
Torf  Others  of  us  blistered  the  page  with  unavailing  tears  and 
Iota,  and  might  toil  ever  so  and  come  in  lag  last  at  the  bottom  of 
le  form.  Our  friend  Philip  belongs  to  the  middle  class,  in  which 
ou  and  I  probably  are,  my  dear  sir — not  yet,  I  hope,  irredeem- 
bkj  consigned  to  that  awful  third  dass,  whereof  mention  has  been 
lade. 

But,  being  hornOf  and  liable  to  err,  there  is  no  doubt  Mr.  Philip 
cerrised  his  privilege,  and  there  was  even  no  little  fear  at  one  time 
lat  he  should  overdraw  his  account.  He  went  from  school  to  the 
aiversity,  and  there  distinguished  himself  certainly,  but  in  a  way 
I  whirh  very  few  {parents  would  choose  that  their  sons  should 
ceeL  That  he  should  hunt,  that  he  should  give  parties,  that  he 
KMild  pull  a  good  oar  in  one  of  the  best  boats  on  the  river,  that 
p  should  B)M*ak  at  the  Union  all  these  were  very  well.  But  why 
Kmld  he  speak  such  awful  radicalism  and  republicanism — he  with 
Me  blood  in  his  veins,  and  the  son  of  a  parent  whose  interest  at 
ast  it  was  to  keep  well  with  people  of  high  station  1 

"  Why,  Pirndenniis"  said  Dr.  Firmin  to  me  with  tears  in  his 
rcA,  and  much  genuine  ;;n^ef  exhibited  on  his  handsome  pale  face — 
why  shoidd  it  l>e  said  that  Philip  Firmin — both  of  who«e  grand- 
kthers  foui;ht  nobly  for  their  King — should  be  forgetting  the 
rinciples  of  his  family,  and — and,  I  haven't  words  to  tell  you  how 
eeply  he  disappoints  me.     Why,  I  actually  heard  of  him  at  that 
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horrible  Union  advocating  the  death  of  Charles  the  First !  I  was 
wild  enough  myself  when  I  was  at  the  university,  but  I  was  a 
gentleman.'' 

**  Boys,  sir,  are  boys,"  I  urged.  "  They  will  advocate  anything 
for  an  argument ;  and  Philip  would  have  taken  the  other  ude  quite 
as  readily." 

"  Lord  Axminster  and  Lord  St.  Dennis  told  me  of  it  at  the 
club.  I  can  tell  you  it  has  made  a  most  painful  impression,"  cried 
the  &ther.  ''  That  my  son  should  be  a  Radical  and  a  RepubUcan 
is  a  cruel  thought  for  a  father;  and  I,  who  had  hoped  for  Lord 
Ringwood's  borough  for  him — who  had  hoped — who  had  hoped  very 
much  better  things  for  him  and  from  him.  He  is  not  a  comfort  to 
me.  You  saw  how  he  treated  me  one  night  ?  A  man  might  live  on 
different  terms,  I  think,  with  his  only  son  ! "  And  with  a  breaking 
voice,  a  pallid  cheek,  and  a  real  grief  at  his  heart,  the  unhappy 
physician  moved  away. 

How  had  the  Doctor  bred  his  son,  that  the  young  man  should 
be  thus  unruly  ]  Was  the  revolt  the  boy's  &ult,  or  the  fiithersl 
Dr.  Firmin's  horror  seemed  to  be  because  his  noble  friends  were 
horrified  by  Phil's  Radical  doctrine.  At  that  time  of  my  life,  being 
young  and  very  green,  I  had  a  little  mischievous  pleasure  in 
infuriating  Square-toes,  and  causing  him  to  pronounce  that  I  was 
"a  dangerous  man."  Now,  I  am  ready  to  say  that  Nero  was  a 
monarch  with  many  elegant  accomplishments,  and  considerable 
natural  amiability  of  disposition.  I  praise  and  admire  success 
wherever  I  meet  it.  I  make  allowance  for  fsoilts  and  short- 
comings, especially  in  my  superiors ;  and  feel  that,  did  we  know 
all,  we  should  judge  them  very  differently.  People  don't  believe 
me,  perhaps,  quite  so  much  as  formerly.  But  I  don't  offend : 
I  trust  I  don't  offend.  Have  I  said  anything  painfull  Plague 
on  my  blunders  !  I  recall  the  expression.  I  regret  it.  I  contra- 
dict it  flat. 

As  I  am  ready  to  find  excuses  for  everybody,  let  poor  Philip 
come  in  for  the  benefit  of  this  mild  amnesty ;  and  if  he  vexed  his 
father,  as  he  certainly  did,  let  us  trust — let  us  be  thankfully  sure — 
he  was  not  so  black  as  the  old  gentleman  depicted  him.  Nay,  if 
I  have  painted  the  Old  Gentleman  himself  as  rather  black,  who 
knows  but  that  this  was  an  error,  not  of  his  complexion,  but  of 
my  vision  1  Phil  was  unnily  because  he  was  bold,  and  vrild,  and 
young.  His  father  was  hurt,  naturally  hurt,  because  of  the  boy's 
extravagances  and  follies.  They  will  come  together  again,  as 
father  and  son  should.  These  little  differences  of  temper  will  be 
smoothed  and  equalised  anon.  The  boy  has  led  a  wild  life.  He 
has  been  obliged  to  leave  college.     He  has  given  his  Anther  hours 
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of  anxiety  and  nights  of  painful  watching.  But  stay,  father, 
vhat  of  you  1  Have  you  shown  to  the  boy  the  practice  of  confi- 
deooe,  the  example  of  love  and  honour?  Did  you  accustom  him 
to  rirtue,  and  teach  truth  to  the  child  at  your  knee  ?  '*  Honour 
your  &ther  and  mother.''  Amen.  May  his  days  be  long  who 
Ailfils  the  command :  but  implied,  though  unwritten  on  the  table, 
is  there  not  the  order,  *'  Honour  your  son  and  daughter  "  ?  Pray 
Hetren  that  we,  whose  days  are  already  not  few  in  the  land,  may 
^ttp  this  ordinance  too. 

What  had  made  Philip  wild,  extravagant,  and  insubordinate? 
Oared  of  that  illness  in  which  we  saw  him,  he  rose  up,  and  from 
School  went  his  way  to  the  university,  and  there  entered  on  a  life 
Mich  as  wild  young  men  will  lead.  From  that  day  of  illness  his 
Planner  towards  his  father  changed,  and  regarding  the  change  the 
"Ider  Firmin  seemed  afraid  to  question  his  son.  He  used  the 
touse  as  if  his  own,  came  and  absented  himself  at  will,  ruled  the 
(errant^  and  was  spoiled  by  them  ;  spent  the  income  which  was 
iettleii  on  his  mother  and  her  children,  and  gave  of  it  liberally  to 
:joor  acquaintances.  To  the  remonstrances  of  old  friends  he  replied 
:hat  he  ha<l  a  right  to  do  as  he  chose  with  his  own  ;  that  other 
nen  who  were  poor  might  work,  but  that  he  had  enough  to  live 
in,  without  grinding  over  classics  and  mathematics.  He  was 
mplicated  in  more  rows  than  one ;  his  tutors  saw  him  not,  but 
tie  anil  the  proctors  became  a  great  deal  too  well  acquainted.  If 
[  were  to  give  a  history  of  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  at  tlie  university, 
it  would  be  the  story  of  an  Idle  Apprentice,  of  whom  his  pastors 
md  masters  were  justified  in  prophesying  evil.  He  was  seen  on 
lawless  London  excursions,  when  his  father  and  tutor  supposed 
fiim  unwell  in  his  r(K)ms  in  college.  He  made  aa|uaintance  with 
K»Uy  companions,  with  whom  his  father  grieve<l  that  he  should 
be  intimate.  He  cut  the  astonished  Uncle  Twysflen  in  London 
Street,  and  blandly  told  him  that  he  must  be  mistaken—  he  one 
Freochnian,  he  no  speak  Fnglish.  He  stared  the  Master  of  his 
iiwn  college  out  of  countenance,  dashed  back  to  college  with  a 
lurpin-like  celerity,  and  was  in  rooms  with  a  rcady-provetl  alibi 
when  inquiries  were  made.  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  doubt  that 
Phil  screwed  up  his  tuti)r's  door ;  Mr.  Okes  discovered  him  in  the 
ict.  He  had  to  go  down,  the  young  pro<ligal.  I  wish  I  could 
iMj  he  was  repentant.  But  he  appearetl  before  his  father  with 
\he  utmost  nonchalance ;  said  that  he  was  doing  no  good  at  the 
tmiversity,  and  should  be  much  better  away,  and  then  went  abnwd 
m  a  dashing  tour  to  France  and  Italy,  whither  it  is  by  no  means 
'Hir  business  to  follow  him.  Something  had  (M)isoned  the  genenms 
Mood.     Tlie  once  kindly  honest  lad  was  wild  and  reckless.     He 
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had  money  in  sufficiency,  his  own  horses  and  equipage,  and  free 
quarters  in  his  fiither's  house.  But  &ther  and  son  Bcarte  met, 
and  seldom  took  a  meal  together.  "  I  know  his  haunts,  but  I 
don't  know  his  friends,  Pendennis,"  the  elder  man  said.  "  I  don't 
think  they  are  vicious,  so  much  as  low.  I  do  not  chai^  him  with 
rice,  mind  you;  but  with  idleness,  and  a  fatal  love  of  low  com- 
pany, and  a  frantic  suicidal  determination  to  ffing  his  chances  in 
life  away.     Ah,  think  where  he  might  be,  and  where  he  is ! " 

Where  he  was  ?  Do  not  be  alarmed.  Philip  was  only  idling. 
Philip  might  have  been  much  more  industriously,  more  profitably, 
and  a  great  deal  more  wickedly  employed.  What  is  now  called 
Bohemia  had  no  name  in  Philip's  young  days,  though  many  of  m 
knew  the  country  very  well.  A  pleasant  land,  not  fenced  with 
drab  stucco,  like  Tybumia  or  Belgravia;  not  guarded  by  a  huge 
standing  army  of  footmen ;  not  echoing  with  noble  chariots ;  not 
replete  with  polite  chintz  drawing-rooms  and  neat  tea-tables ;  a  land 
over  which  hangs  an  endless  fog,  occasioned  by  much  tobacco;  i 
land  of  chambers,  billiard-rooms,  supper-rooms,  oysters ;  a  land  of 
song ;  a  land  where  soda-water  flows  freely  in  the  morning ;  a  liDd 
of  tin  dish-covers  from  taverns,  and  frothing  porter ;  a  land  of  lotoe- 
eating  (with  lots  of  cayenne  pepper),  of  pulls  on  the  river,  of 
delicious  reading  of  novels,  magazines,  and  saunterings  in  manv 
studios;  a  land  where  men  call  each  other  by  their  Christian 
names;  where  most  are  poor,  where  almost  aU  are  young,  and 
where,  if  a  few  oldsters  do  enter,  it  is  because  they  have  presaved 
more  tenderly  and  carefully  than  other  folks  their  youthful  spirits, 
and  the  delightful  capacity  to  be  idle.  I  have  lost  my  way  to 
Bohemia  now,  but  it  is  certain  that  Prague  is  the  most  {Mcturesque 
city  in  the  world. 

Ha\ing  long  lived  there,  and  indeed  only  lately  quitted  the 
Bohemian  land  at  the  time  whereof  I  am  writing,  I  coidd  not  quite 
participate  in  Dr.  Firmin's  indignation  at  his  son  persisting  in  his 
bad  courses  and  wild  associates.  When  Firmin  had  been  wild  him- 
self, he  had  fought,  intrigucil,  and  gambled  in  good  company.  Phil 
chose  his  friends  amonsrst  a  banditti  never  heard  of  in  fiishionaUe 
quarters.  Perhaps  he  like<i  to  play  the  prince  in  the  midst  of  these 
associates,  an<i  w:is  not  averse  to  the  flattery  which  a  full  piu^ 
brought  him  anion^  men  most  of  whose  pockets  had  a  meagre  lining. 
He  had  not  emigrated  to  Bohemia,  and  settled  there  altogether. 
At  school  and  in  his  brief  university  career  he  had  made  some 
friends  who  lived  in  the  world,  and  with  whom  he  was  still  fiuniliar. 
"  These  come  and  knock  at  my  front  door,  my  fiither's  door,"  be 
would  say,  with  one  of  his  old  lauirhs ;  "  the  Bandits,  who  have 
the  signal,  enter  only  by  the  dissecting-room.     I  know  whidi  arc 


ON    HIS   WAY   THROUGH   THE   WORLD     149 

most  honest,  and  that  it  is  not  always  the  poor  Freehooters 
best  deserve  to  be  hanged." 

Like  many  a  young  gentleman  who  has  no  intention  of  pursuing 
I  studies  seriously,  Philip  entered  at  an  inn  of  court,  and  kept 
;erms  duly,  though  he  vowed  that  his  conscience  would  not  allow 
to  practise  (I  am  not  defending  the  opinions  of  this  squeamish 
Uist — only  stating  them).  His  acquaintance  here  lay  amongst 
Temple  Bohemians.  He  had  part  of  a  set  of  chambers  in 
rhment  Buildings,  to  be  sure,  and  you  might  read  on  a  door, 
r.  Cassidy,  Mr.  P.  Firmin,  Mr.  Van  John ; "  but  were  these 
lemen  likely  to  advance  Phili))  in  life  ?  Cassidy  was  a  news- 
T  reporter,  and  young  Van  John  a  betting-man  who  was  always 
Miing  races.  Dr.  Firmin  had  a  horror  of  newspaper-men,  and 
idered  they  belonged  to  the  dangerous  classes,  and  treated  them 
a  distant  affability. 

*  Look  at  the  governor.  Pen,"*  Philip  would  say  to  the  present 
aider.  "  He  always  watches  you  with  a  secret  suspicion,  and 
never  got  over  his  wonder  at  your  being  a  gentleman.  I  like 
when  he  does  the  Lonl  Chatham  business,  and  condescends 
xds  you,  and  gives  you  his  hand  to  kiss.  He  considers  he  is 
better,  don't  you  see  ]  Oh,  he  is  a  paragon  of  a  f>ere  noble, 
^vemor  is  !  and  I  ouglit  to  l)e  a  young  Sir  Charles  Grandison.'' 
the  young  sca()ejn'ace  would  imitate  his  father's  smile,  and  the 
or's  manner  of  laying  his  hand  to  his  breast  and  putting  out 
leat  right  leg,  all  of  which  movements  or  postures  were,  I  own, 
*r  pompous  and  affecttHl. 

iVbatever  the  ^latemul  faults  were,  you  will  say  that  Philip  was 
he  man  to  criticise  tlicm  ;  nor  in  this  matter  shall  I  attempt 
efend  him.  My  wife  has  a  little  pensioner  whom  she  found 
lering  in  the  street,  and  sin^^iug  a  little  artless  song.  The  child 
1  not  speak  yet — only  warble  its  little  song;  and  had  thus 
ed  away  from  home,  and  never  once  knew  of  her  danger.  We 
her  for  a  while,  until  the  police  found  her  parents.  Our 
Ats  bathed  her,  and  <iressed  her,  and  sent  her  home  in  such 
clothes  as  the  poor  little  wretch  had  never  seen  until  fortune 
her  in  the  way  of  those  good-natured  folks.  She  pays  them 
lent  visits.  When  she  goes  away  from  us,  she  is  always  neat 
!lean  ;  when  she  comes  t4)  us,  she  is  in  rags  and  dirty  :  a  wicked 
slattern  !  And  pray,  whose  duty  is  it  to  keep  her  clean  t  and 
lot  the  parent  in  this  case  forgotten  to  honour  her  daughter  ? 
ose  there  is  some  reastm  which  prevents  Philip  fn>m  loving  his 
r-  that  the  I>octor  has  neglected  to  cleanse  the  boy's  heart, 
by  rarelessn(*ss  and  indifference  has  sent  him  erring  into  the 
L     If  so,  woe  be  to  tliat  Doctor !     If  I  take  my  little  son  to 
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the  taveni  to  dinner,  shall  I  not  assuredly  pay  f  If  I  suffer  him  in 
tender  youth  to  go  astray,  and  harm  comes  to  him,  whose  is  the 
fault? 

Perhaps  the  very  outrages  and  irregularities  of  which  Phil's 
father  complained,  were  in  some  degree  occasioned  by  the  elder's 
own  &ults.     He  was  so  laboriously  obsequious  to  great  men,  that 
the  son  in  a  rage  defied  and  avoided  them.     He  was  so  grave,  so 
polite,  so  complimentary,  so  artificial,  that  Phil,  in  revolt  at  such 
hypocrisy,  chose  to  be  fhmk,  cynical,  and  familiar.     The  grave  old 
bigwigs  whom  the  Doctor  loved  to  assemble,  bland  and  solemn  men 
of  the  ancient  school,  who  dined  solenmly  with  each  other  at  their 
solemn  old  houses — such  men  as  old  Lord  Botley,  Baron  Bumpsher, 
Cricldade  (who  published  "  Travels  in  Asia  Minor,"  4to^  1804),  the 
Bishop  of  St.  Bees,  and  the  like — wagged  their  old  heads  sadly 
when  they  collogued  in  clubs,  and  talked  of  poor  Firmin's  scapegrace 
of  a  son.     He  would  come  to  no  good ;  he  was  giving  his  good  father 
much  pain ;  he  had  been  in  all  sorts  of  rows  and  disturbances  at  the 
university,  and  the  Master  of  Boniface  reported  most  unfiivonrably 
of  him.     And  at  the  solemn  dinners  in  Old  Parr  Street — the  admir- 
able, costly,  silent  dinners — he  treated  these  old  gentlemen  with  a 
familiarity  which  caused  the  old  heads  to  shake  with  surprise  and 
choking  indignation.     Lonl  Botley  and  Baron  Bumpsher  had  pro- 
posed and  seconded  Firmin's  boy  at  the  Megatherium  Club.     The 
pallid  old  boys  toddled  away  in  alarm  when  he  made  his  appearance 
there.     He  brought  a  smell  of  tobacco-smoke  with  hiuL     He  was 
capable  of  smoking  in  the  drawing-room  itself      They  trembled 
before  Philip,  who,  for  his  part,  used  to  relish  their  senile  anger ; 
and  loved,  as  he  called  it,  to  tie  all  their  pigtails  together. 

In  no  pla(^  was  Philip  seen  or  heard  to  so  little  advantage 
as  in  his  father's  house.  **  I  feel  like  a  humbug  myself  amongst 
those  old  humbugs,"  he  would  say  to  me.  "Their  old  jokes,  and 
their  old  compliments,  and  their  virtuous  old  conversation  sicken 
me.  Are  all  old  men  humbugs,  I  wonder  ? "  It  is  not  pleasant  to 
hear  misanthropy  from  young  lips,  and  to  find  eyes  that  are  scarce 
twenty  years  old  already  looking  out  with  distrust  on  the  world. 

In  other  houses  than  his  own  I  am  bound  to  say  Philip  was 
much  more  amiable,  and  he  carried  with  him  a  splendour  of  gaiety 
and  cheerfulness  which  brought  sunshine  and  welcome  into  many 
a  room  which  he  frequented.  I  have  said  that  many  of  his  com- 
panions were  artists  and  journalists,  and  their  clubs  and  haunts 
were  his  own.  Ridley  the  Academician  had  Mrs.  Brandon's  rooms 
in  Thornhaugh  Street,  and  Philip  was  often  in  J.  J.'s  studio,  or  in 
the  widow's  little  room  below.  He  had  a  very  great  tenderness 
and  affection  for  her ;  her  presence  seemed  to  purify  him ;  and  in 
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company  the  boisterous  reckless  young  man  was  inTaiiably  gentle 
TespectfuL  Her  eyes  used  to  fiU  with  tears  when  she  spoke 
it  him ;  and  when  he  was  present,  followed  and  watched  him 
k  sweet  motherly  devotion.  It  was  pleasant  to  see  him  at  her 
rely  little  fireside,  and  hear  his  jokes  and  prattle  with  a  Muous 
Gither,  who  was  one  of  Mrs.  Brandon's  lodgers.  Philip  would 
'  cribbage  for  hours  with  this  old  man,  frisk  about  him  with  a 
dned  harmless  jokes,  and  walk  out  by  his  invalid  chair,  when 
old  Captain  went  to  sun  himself  in  the  New  Road.  He  was  an 
fellow,  Philip,  that's  the  truth.  He  had  an  agreeable  perse- 
jice  in  doing  nothing,  and  would  pass  half  a  day  in  perfect  con- 
ment  over  his  pipe,  watching  Ridley  at  his  easel.  J.  J.  painted 
charming  head  of  Philip  which  hangs  in  Mrs.  Brandon's  little 
a — with  the  fair  hair,  the  tawny  beard  and  whiskers,  and  the 
.  blue  eves. 

Phil  haii  a  certain  after-supper  song  of  "  Grarryowen  na  Gloria," 

^h  it  did  you  good  to  hear,  and  which,  when  sung  at  his  full 

h,  you  might  hear  for  a  mile  round.     One  night  I  had  been  to 

t  iu  Russell  Square,  and  was  brought  home  in  his  carriage  by 

Firmin,  who  was  of  the  party.     As  we  came  through  Soho, 

windows  of  a  certain  club-room  called  the  "  Haunt "  were  ojwn, 

we  could  hear  Philip  s  song  booming  through  the  night,  and 

•cially  a  i*ertain  wild-Irinh  war-whoop  with  which  it  concluded, 

[1st  univerHal  applause  and  enthusiastic  battering  of  glasses. 

The  poor  father  sank  kick  in  the  carriage  as  though  a  blow  had 

ck  him.     "Do  you  hear  his  voice  1"  he  groaned  out.     "Those 

his  haunts.     My  son,  who  might  go  anywhere,  prefers  to  be 

Lain  in  a  fKtthouse,  and  sing  songs  in  a  tap-room  ! " 

I  tried  to  make  the  beat  of  the  case.     I  knew  there  was  no 

in  in  the  place ;  that  clever  men  of  considerable  note  frequented 

But  the  wounde<l  father  was  not  to  be  consoled  by  such  common- 

■est :  and  a  deep  and  natural  grief  oppressed  him  in  consequence 

he  faults  of  his  son. 

What  ensueil  by  no  means  8uri)rise<l  me.  Among  Dr.  Firmin's 
ents  was  a  maiden  lady  of  suitable  age  and  laiige  fortune,  who 
:rtl  upon  the  accomplished  Dot!tor  with  favourable  eyes.  That 
should  take  a  coiii|»aninn  to  cheer  him  in  his  solitude  was  natural 
jgh,  and  all  \\\a  friends  concurred  in  thinking  that  he  should 
ry.  Every  one  had  cognisance  of  the  quiet  little  courtship, 
»pt  the  iKx^tor'H  scm,  l)etween  whom  and  his  father  there  were 
r  Uk)  many  setTcts. 

Some  man  in  a  (*lub  aske<l  Philip  whether  he  should  condole 

I  him  or  congratulate  him  on  his  father's  approaching  marriage  7 

what?     The  younger   Firiuin  exhibited  the  greatest  surprise 
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and  agitation  on  hearing  of  this  match.  He  ran  home :  he  awaited 
his  father's  return.  When  Dr.  Firmin  came  home  and  betook  him- 
self to  his  study,  Philip  confronted  him  there.  "  This  must  be  & 
lie,  sir,  which  I  have  heard  to-day,"  the  young  man  said  fiercely. 

'*  A  lie !  what  lie,  Philip  t "  asked  the  &ther.  They  were  both 
Tery  resolute  and  courageous  men. 

"  That  you  are  going  to  marry  Miss  Benson.  ** 

"  Do  you  make  my  house  so  happy,  that  I  don't  need  any  other 
companion  t "  asked  the  father. 

'*  That's  not  the  question,"  said  Philip  hotly.  "  You  can't  and 
mustn't  marry  that  lady,  sir ! " 

"  And  why  not,  sir  ? " 

"Because  in  the  eyes  of  God  and  Heaven  you  are  married 
already,  sir.  And  I  swear  I  will  tell  Miss  Benson  the  story  to- 
morrow, if  you  persist  in  your  plan." 

"  So  you  know  that  story  t "  groaned  the  &ther. 

"  Yea.     God  forgive  you,"  said  the  son. 

"  It  was  a  fiEkult  of  my  youth  that  has  been  Utteriy  repented." 

"  A  fault ! — a  crime  !  "  said  Philip. 

"  Enough,  sir  !  Whatever  my  fault,  it  is  not  for  you  to  chai^ge 
Hie  with  it" 

''  If  you  won't  guard  your  own  honour,  I  must.  I  shall  go  to 
Miss  Benson  now." 

"  If  you  go  out  of  this  house  you  don't  pretend  to  return  to  it" 

"  Be  it  so.     Let  us  settle  our  accounts  and  part,  sir." 

"  Philip,  Philip  !  you  break  my  heart,"  cried  the  fiEither. 

"  You  don't  suppose  mine  is  very  light,  sir,"  said  the  sorL 

Philip  never  had  Miss  Benson  for  a  mother-in-law.  But  fiaither 
and  son  loved  each  other  no  better  after  their  dispute. 


CHAPTER  VI 

BRANDON'S 

THORNHAUGH  STREET  is  but  a  poor  place  now,  and  the 
houses  look  as  if  they  hud  seen  better  days :  but  that  house 
with  the  cut  centre  drawing-room  window,  which  has  the 
name  of  Brandon  on  the  door,  is  as  neat  as  any  house  in  the 
quarter,  and  the  brass  plate  always  shines  like  burnished  gold. 
About  Easter  time  many  fine  carriages  stop  at  that  door,  and 
splendid  people  walk  in,  intro<iuced  by  a  tidy  little  maid,  or  else 
by  an  athletic  Italian,  with  a  glossy  black  beanl  and  gold  earrings, 
who  (inducts  them  to  the  drawing-room  floor,  where  Mr.  Ridley, 
the  painter,  lives,  and  where  his  pictures  are  privately  exhibited 
before  they  go  to  the  Royal  Academy. 

As  the  carriages  drive  up,  you  will  often  sec  a  red-fiiced  man, 
in  an  olive-green  wig,  smiling  blandly  over  the  blinds  of  the  parlour, 
on  the  groun<l-floor.  That  is  Captain  Glann,  the  father  of  the  lady 
who  keeps  the  house.  I  don't  know  how  he  came  by  the  rank 
of  captain,  but  he  has  borne  it  so  long  and  gallantly  that  there 
is  no  use  in  any  longer  questioning  the  title.  He  does  not  claim 
it,  neither  does  he  deny  it.  But  the  wags  who  call  u|>on  Mrs. 
Brandon  can  always,  as  the  phrase  is,  *Mraw"  her  father,  by 
Kpeaking  of  Prussia,  France,  Waterloo,  or  battles  in  general,  until 
the  Little  Sister  says,  '*Now,  never  mind  about  the  battle  of 
Wateriix),  papa  "  (she  says  pa — her  A's  are  irregular — I  can't  help 
it)  -"Never  mind  about  Waterloo,  pa[ia;  you've  told  them  all 
a  Unit  it.  And  don't  go  on,  Mr.  Beans,  don't,  pleasty  go  on  in 
that  way." 

Young  Beans  has  already  drawn  "Captain  Gann  (assisted  by 
Shaw,  the  Life-Gun nisinan)  killin<;  twenty-four  French  cuirassiers 
at  Waterloo."  '*  Captain  Gann  defending  Hougoumont."  **  Captain 
Gann,  calle<i  upon  by  Napoleon  Bonaparte  to  lay  down  his  arms, 
saying,  *  A  captain  of  militia  dies,  but  never  surremlers.' "  "  The 
Duke  of  Wellington  {Mnnting  to  the  advancing  Old  Guanl,  and 
saying,  *  Up,  Grann,  and  at  them.' "  And  these  sketches  are 
fo  droll,  that  even  the  Little  Sister,  Gann's  own  daughter,  can't 
help   laughing  at  them.     To  be  sure,  she  loves  fun,   the  Little 
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Sister;  laughs  over  droll  books;  laughs  to  herself  in  her  little 
quiet  comer  at  work ;  laughs  over  pictures ;  and,  at  the  right 
place,  laughs  and  sympathises  too.  Ridley  says,  he  knows  fev 
better  critics  of  pictures  than  Mrs.  Brandon.  She  has  a  sweet 
temper,  a  merry  sense  of  humour,  that  makes  the  cheeks  dimple 
and  the  eyes  shine ;  and  a  kind  heart,  that  has  been  sorely  tried 
and  wounded,  but  is  stUl  soft  and  gentle.  Fortunate  are  they 
whose  hearts,  so  tried  by  suffering,  yet  recover  their  health.  Some 
have  illnesses  from  wliich  there  is  no  recovery,  and  drag  through 
life  afterwards,  maimed  and  invalided. 

But  this  Little  Sister,  having  been  subjected  in  youth  to 
a  dreadful  trial  and  sorrow,  was  saved  out  of  them  by  a  kind 
Providence,  and  ia  now  so  thoroughly  restored  as  to  own  that 
she  is  happy,  and  to  thank  Qod  that  she  can  be  grateful  and 
usefuL  When  poor  Montfitchct  died,  she  nursed  him  through 
his  illness  as  tenderly  as  his  good  wife  hersel£  In  the  days  of 
her  own  chief  grief  and  misfortune,  her  father,  who  was  under  the 
domination  of  his  wife,  a  cruel  and  blundering  woman,  thnist  out 
poor  little  Caroline  from  his  door,  when  she  returned  to  it  the 
broken-hearted  victim  of  a  scoundrel's  seduction;  and  when  the 
old  Captain  was  himself  in  want  and  houseless,  she  had  found 
him,  sheltered  and  fed  him.  And  it  was  from  that  day  her  wounds 
had  bej:^n  to  heal,  and,  from  gratitude  for  this  immense  piece  of 
good  fortune  vouchsafed  to  her,  that  her  happiness  and  cheerful- 
ness returned.  Returned  ?  There  was  an  old  servant  of  the  £unily, 
who  could  not  stay  in  the  house  because  she  was  so  abominablv 
disrespectful  to  the  Captain,  and  this  woman  said  she  had  never 
known  Miss  Caroline  so  cheerful,  nor  so  happy,  nor  so  good-looking, 
as  she  was  now. 

So  Captain  Grann  came  to  live  with  his  daughter,  and  patronised 
her  with  much  dignity.  He  had  a  very  few  yearly  pounds,  which 
served  to  pay  his  club  expenses,  and  a  portion  of  his  clothes.  His 
club,  I  need  not  say,  was  at  the  "  Admiral  Byng,"  Tottenham  Court 
Road,  and  here  the  Captain  met  frequently  a  pleasant  little  society, 
and  bragged  unceasingly  about  his  former  prosperity. 

I  have  heard  that  the  country-house  in  Kent,  of  which  he 
boasted,  was  a  shabby  little  lodging-house  at  Margate,  of  which  the 
furniture  was  sold  in  execution ;  but  if  it  had  been  a  palace  the 
Captain  would  not  have  been  out  of  place  there,  one  or  two  people 
still  rather  fondly  thought.  His  daughter,  amongst  others,  had 
tried  to  fancy  all  sorts  of  good  of  her  father,  and  especLdly  that  he 
was  a  man  of  remarkably  good  manners.  But  she  had  seen  one  or 
two  gentlemen  since  she  knew  the  poor  old  father — ^gentlemen  with 
rough   coats  and  good   hearts,   like  Dr.   Groodenough;    gentlemen 
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with  superfine  eoaU  and  sii[«rfuie  ilouble-milleil  mannerH,  like  Dr.    , 
Firmin,  ami  limrts — -well,  uevcr  miriil  about  that  point ;  genlletuen 
of  nn  h's,  like  the  good  dear  fiiitliful  beneroctor  who  hod  readied 
her  at  the  brink  of  deBpair ;  men  of  ((enina,  like  Ridley ;  great    ' 
hearty  geucrous  honeat  gBiitlemeii,  like  Philip ;— and  this  illiiaion 
atwiiit  pa,  I  BuppoAe,  hail  vanislied  along  with  Bome  other  fancies  of    , 
her  poor  little  maiden  youth.     The  truth  i.s,  she  hud  an  understand- 
ing with  the  "  Adoiiral  Byng  " :  the  landlady  was  instructed  ae  to    I 
the  Buppliea  to  be  fumiabed  to  the  Captain ;  and  ae  for  his  stories, 
poor  Caroline  knew  them  a  great  deal  too  well  to  believe  in  them 
wy  more. 

I  would  nut  be  uiidcrstowl  to  accuse  the  Captain  of  habitual 
ioebriety.  He  was  a  generous  ofhccr,  and  his  delight  wajs,  when 
in  cub,  to  onler  "glasses  round"  for  the  company  at  the  dub,  to 
vhoiD  he  narrated  the  history  of  hie  bKlliant  early  days,  when  he 
Hred  in  Bonie  of  the  tip-top  society  of  this  city,  8ir — a  socJoty  in 
which,  WB  need  not  say,  the  custom  always  is  for  gentlemen  to 
treat  other  gentlemen  to  rum-and-water.  Never  mind— I  wish  we 
were  all  us  happy  as  the  Captain.  I  see  his  jolly  face  now  before 
tne  as  it  blooms  through  the  window  in  Thomhaugh  Street,  and  the 
wave  of  tlie  aoraewhat  dingy  hand  which  sweeps  nio  a  graeioua 
recognition. 

The  clergyman  of  the  neighbouring  chai)cl  was  a  very  good 

fri«nd  of  the  Little  Sister,  and  has  taken  tea  in  her  parlour ;  to    i 

which  circumstani;e  the  Captain  frequently  olhuleil,  ])ointing  out 

e  very  chair  on  which  the  divine  sat.     Mr.  Gann  attended  his 

■  UBttations  regularly  every  Sunday,  and  brought  a  rich,  though 

iiewhat  worn,  baas  voice  to  bear  upon  the  anthenis  and  hymns  at 

K  chapel.     His  style  was  more  florid  than  Ib  genpnil  now  among 

hurrh  eingers,  and,  index'il,  had  been  acquired  in  a  former  age  and 

k  the  pcrA>rniance  of  rich  fiacchanaliiLn  chants,  such  us  delighted 

'e  cou temporaries  of  oiu*  Incledons  and  Brahams.     With  a  very 

'e  entreaty  the  Captain  could  be  induced  to  sing  at  the  club ; 

1  I  must  own  that  Phil  Firmin  would  draw  the  Captain  out, 

id  tXtniA  from  him  a  song  of  ancient  days  ;  but  this  must  be  in 

toabeeDce  of  his  daughter,  whose  little  face  wore  an  air  of  such 

me   baror  and  disturbance  when  her  father  sang,    that   he 

antly  ceased  fn>m  exercising  his  musical  talents  in  her  hearing. 

I  hung  np  his  lyre,  whereof  it  must  be  owned  that  time  had 

s  many  of  the  once  resouniling  chords. 

With  a  sketch  or  two  contributed  by  her  lodgers— with  a  few 

Bcks   from    the  neighbouring  Wardour  Street   presented   by 

1  of  her  friends — with   the  choirs,  tables,  and  bureaux  as 

Mcs'-wax  and  rubbing  could   make  them — the  Little 
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Sister's  room  was  a  cheery  little  place,  and  reoeiyed  not  a  littk 
company.     She  allowed  pa's  pipe.     ''It's  company  to  him,"  she 
said.     "  A  man  can't  be  doing  much  harm  when  he  is  smoking  bis 
pipe."     And  she  allowed  Phil's  cigar.     Anything  was  allowed  t) 
Phil,  the  other  lodgers  declared,  who  professed  to  be  quite  jealous 
of  Philip  Firmin.     She  had  a  very  few  books.     "  When  I  was  a 
girl  I  used  to  be  always  reading  novels,"  she  said ;  ''  but  la,  therre 
mostly  nonsense.     There's  Mr.  Pendennis,  who  comes  to  see  Mr. 
Ridley.     I  wonder  how  a  married  man  can  go  on  writing  aboat 
love,  and  all  that  stuff ! "     And,  indeed,  it  is  rather  absurd  for 
elderly  fingers  to   be   still  twanging  Dan  Cupid's  toy  bow  and 
arrows.     Yesterday  is  gone — yes,  but  very  well  remembered ;  and 
we  think  of  it  the  more  now  we  know  that  To-morrow  is  not  going 
to  bring  us  much. 

Into  Mrs.  Brandon's  parlour  Mr.  Ridley's  old  &ther  would 
sometimes  enter  of  evenings,  and  share  the  bit  of  bread  and  cheese,  or 
the  modest  supper  of  Mrs.  Bramion  and  the  Captain.  The  homely 
little  meal  has  almost  vanished  out  of  oiu*  life  now,  but  in  former 
days  it  assembled  many  a  fanuly  round  its  kindly  board.  A  little 
modest  supper-tray — a  little  quiet  prattle — a  little  kindly  glass  that 
cheered  and  never  inebriated.  I  can  see  friendly  fiicea  smiling 
round  such  a  meal,  at  a  period  not  far  gone,  but  how  distant !  I 
wonder  whether  there  are  any  old  folks  now,  in  old  quarters  of  old 
country  towns,  who  come  to  each  other's  houses  in  sedan-chairs, 
at  six  o'clock,  and  play  at  quadrille  until  supper-tray  timet  Of 
evenings  Ridley  and  the  Captain,  I  say,  would  have  a  solemn  game 
at  cribbage,  and  the  Little  Sister  would  make  up  a  jug  of  something 
good  for  the  two  oldsters.  She  liked  Mr.  Ridley  to  come,  for  he 
always  treateil  her  father  so  respectful,  and  was  quite  the  gentle- 
man. And  as  for  Mrs.  Ridley,  Mr.  R.'s  "good  lady," — was  she 
not  also  grateful  to  the  Little  Sister  for  having  nursed  her  son 
during  his  malady  1  Through  their  connection  they  were  enabled 
to  procure  Mrs.  Brandon  many  valuable  friends ;  and  always  were 
please<l  to  pass  an  evening  with  the  Captain,  and  were  as  civil  to 
him  as  they  could  have  l)een  had  he  lx»en  at  the  very  height  of  his 
prosperity  and  splendour.  ^ly  private  opinion  of  the  old  Captain, 
you  see,  is  that  he  was  a  worthless  old  Captain,  but  most  fortunate 
in  his  ciirly  ruin,  after  which  he  had  lived  very  much  admired  and 
comfortable,  sufficient  whisky  being  almost  always  provided  for  him. 

Old  Mr.  Ridley's  respect  for  her  father  afforded  a  most  precious 
consolation  to  the  Little  Sister.  Ridley  liked  to  have  the  paper 
read  to  him.  He  was  never  quite  easy  with  print,  and  to  hb  last 
(lays  many  wonis  to  l)e  met  with  in  newspaj)ers  and  elsewhere  used 
to  occasion  the  good  butler  much  intellectual  trouble.     The  Little 
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Sifit«r  m^e  hie  lulgcra'  liills  out  for  liim  (Mr.  R.,  as  well  as  the 

Captain's  dauglite-r,  striive  to  increase  a  Hiuall  incoDie  h_v  the  letting 

of  tiimtshe'l  itpurtmcnti),  or  the  Captain  himself  woulii  take  theee 

docuiuentfi  in  charge ;  he  wrote  a  noble  meri^ntile  haji<i,  rendered 

r  somewhat  siiaky  by  time,  but  still  very  iiiie  in  SouriBhcH  and 

capitals,  and  very  much  at  worthy  Mr.  Ridley's  eervice.     Time  was, 

when  his  son  was  a  boy,  that  J.  J.  bimitelf  hud  prepared  these 

■ccounte,  which  neither  hia  father  nor  his  mother  wua  very  cnmpe- 

tent  to  arrange.     "  We  were  not,  in  our  young  time,  Mr.  (lann," 

Ridley  remarked  to  his  fiiend,  "  brouf^ht  up  to  much  acbohmbip ; 

I  md  very  little  book-leamiiig  waa  given  to  persons  in  nij/  rank  of 

It  wa«  necessary  and  proper  for  you  gentlemen,  of  course, 

"  Of  course,  Mr.  Ridley,"  winks  the  other  veteran  over  his 

;Hpe.     "  But  I  can't  go  and  ask  my  son  John  Jamea  to  keep  liie 

uM  father's  books  now  m  )te  used  to  do— which  to  dn  bo  is,  on  the 

part  of  you  and  Mrs.  Brandon,  the  part  of  true  friendship,  and  I 

Talue  it,  itir,  and  go  do  my  son  •rolm  James  reckonise  and  value  it, 

_       sir."     Mr.  Ri'lley  ha<l  served  gentlemen  of  the  boime  Aale.     No 

L       oobleman  could  be  more  courtly  and  grave  than  be  was.     In  Mr. 

I      Oann'a  manner  there  waa  more  humoroua  playfulness,  which  in  no 

I       way,  however,  diminished  the  Captain's  high  breeding.     As  he  con- 

■  tinued  to  be  intimate  with  Mr,  Bidky,  he  became  loftier  and  more 

■  mtuestic.  I  think  each  of  these  elders  acted  on  the  other,  and  for 
I  guud ;  and  I  hojie  Ridley's  opinion  was  coireut,  that  Mr.  Gnnn  was 
■^  ner  the  gentleman.  To  see  these  two  good  ibgies  together  was  a 
^^M  Ipictacle  for  edification.  Their  tumblers  kissed  each  other  on  the 
^^1  lible.  Their  elderly  Iriendship  brought  comfort  to  theOiBelvea  and 
^^P  Ikdr  families.  A  little  matter  of  money  once  created  a  eoolnesa 
^H    between  the  two  old  gentlemen.     But  the  Little  Sister  paid  the 

I  wl«taiiding  ai?count  between  her  father  and  Mr.  Ridley :  there 
nrier  was  any  fiirther  talk  of  pecuniary  loans  between  them  ;  and 
"hen  they  went  to  the  "  Admiral  Byng,"  each  paid  for  himself, 

Phil  often  heard  of  that  nightly  meeting  at  tlie  "Admiral's 
Hfad,"  and  longed  to  be  of  the  company.  But  even  when  he  saw 
the  old  gentlemen  in  the  Little  Sister's  parlour,  they  felt  dimly 
>bl  he  was  making  fun  of  tlicm.  The  Captain  would  not  liave 
'lU]  able  to  brag  so  at  ease  had  Phil  been  continually  watrhing 
liim,  "  I  have  'ad  the  honour  of  waiting  on  your  worthy  &ther  at 
niT  Lorl  Todniorden's  table.  Our  little  club  ain't  no  place  for  you, 
Mr.  Philip,  nor  for  my  son,  though  he's  &  good  son,  and  proud  me 
Wirt  hi«  mother  is  of  him,  which  he  have  never  gave  us  a  moment's 
l*iii,  escept  when  he  was  ill,  since  he  liave  came  to  man's  estate, 
il  thankful  am  I,  and  with  my  hand  on  my  lieart,  for  U>  be  able 

ood  for  me  anU^^|u^JUl|^m^a^_ 
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young  gentlemen.  You  ain't  a  tradesman,  sir,  else  Fm  mistakni 
in  the  family,  which  I  thought  the  Ringwoods  one  of  the  best  in 
England,  and  the  Firmins  a  good  one  likewise."  Mr.  Ridley  loved 
the  sound  of  his  own  voice.  At  the  festive  meetings  of  the  club, 
seldom  a  night  passed  in  which  he  did  not  compliment  his  brother 
Byngs  and  air  his  own  oratory.  Under  this  reproof  Phil  blushed, 
and  hung  his  conscious  head  with  shame.  "  Mr.  Ridley,"  says  he, 
"  you  shall  find  I  won't  come  where  I  am  not  welcome ;  and  if  1 
come  to  annoy  you  at  the  '  Admiral  Byng,'  may  I  be  taken  cot 
on  the  quarter-deck  and  shot."  On  which  Mr.  Ridley  pronounced 
Philip  to  be  a  '^  most  singlar,  astromary,  and  ascentric  young  man. 
A  good  heart,  sir.  Most  generous  to  relieve  distress.  Fine  talent, 
sir ;  but  I  fear — I  fear  they  won't  come  to  much  good,  Mr.  Gann — 
saving  your  presence,  Mrs.  Brandon,  m'm,  which,  of  course,  you 
altoays  stand  up  for  him." 

When  Philip  Firmin  had  had  his  pipe  and  his  talk  with  the 
Little  Sister  in  her  parlour,  he  would  ascend  and  smoke  his  second, 
third,  tenth  pipe  in  J.  J.  Ridley's  studio.  He  would  pass  hours 
before  J.  J.'s  easel,  pouring  out  talk  about  politics,  about  religion, 
about  poetr>',  about  women,  about  the  dreadful  slavishness  ami 
meanness  of  the  world ;  unwearied  in  talk  and  idleness,  as  placid 
J.  J.  was  in  listening  and  labour.  The  painter  had  been  too  busy 
in  life  over  his  easel  to  read  many  books.  His  ignorance  of  literature 
smote  him  with  a  fretjuent  shame.  He  admired  book-writers,  and 
young  men  of  the  university  who  quoted  their  Greek  and  their 
Horace  glibly.  He  listene*!  with  deference  to  their  talk  on  such 
matters ;  no  doubt  got  good  hints  from  some  of  them ;  was  always 
secretly  pained  and  surprised  when  the  university  gentlemen  were 
beaten  in  argument,  or  loud  and  coarse  in  conversation,  as  sometimes 
they  would  be.  "J.  J.  is  a  very  clever  fellow  of  course,"  Mr. 
Jarmau  would  say  of  him,  "  and  the  luckiest  man  in  Europe.  He 
loves  painting,  and  he  is  at  work  all  day.  He  loves  toadying  fine 
people,  and  he  goes  to  a  tea-i^arty  ever>'  night."  You  all  knew 
Jarnian  of  Charlotte  Street,  the  miniature-painter  ?  He  was  one  of 
the  kings  of  the  "  Haunt."  His  tongue  spared  no  one.  He  envied 
all  success,  and  the  sight  of  pnxsi>erity  made  him  furious  ;  but  to  the 
unsuccessful  he  was  kind  ;  to  the  poor  eager  with  help  and  prodigal 
of  compassion  ;  and  that  old  talk  about  nature's  noblemen  and  the 
glory  of  labour  was  very  fiercely  and  eloquently  waged  by  him. 
His  friends  admired  him  :  he  was  the  soul  of  independence,  and 
thought  most  men  sneaks  who  wore  clean  linen  and  frequented 
gentlemen's  society :  but  it  must  be  owned  his  landlords  had  a  bad 
opinion  of  him,  and  I  have  heard  of  one  or  two  of  his  pecuniair 
transa<5tion8   which    certainly  were   not   to   Mr.    Jannan's   credit 
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JaiTuan  was  a  man  of  rcniarkable  humour.  He  waa  fond  af  the 
widow,  and  would  ejieak  of  her  goodness,  usefulness,  and  honesty 
wilh  teart)  in  his  oycB.  She  was  poor  and  stniggling  yet.  Had 
she  been  nealthy  and  prosperouB,  Mr.  Jamian  would  not  have  heen 
B>]  alive  to  her  merit. 

Wc  awend  to  the  room  on  the  first  floor,  where  the  centre 
window  hus  heou  heightened,  so  as  to  afford  an  up|)or  tight,  and 
undrr  that  etreum  of  radiance  we  behold  the  head  of  an  old  friend, 
Mr.  J.  J.  Ridley,  tlie  Royal  Aoademieian.  Time  has  somewhat 
thinned  his  own  copious  locks,  and  prematurely  streaked  the  head 
with  silver.  Hie  face  is  rather  wan  ;  the  eager  sensitive  hand  which 
poisea  brush  and  palette,  and  quivers  over  the  picture,  is  very  thin  ; 
round  hie  eyes  are  many  lines  of  01  health  and,  perhaps,  care,  bwt 
the  eyes  are  as  bright  as  ever,  and  when  they  look  at  the  canvas, 
or  the  model  which  he  trangfera  to  it,  clear  and  keen  and  happy. 
He  has  a  very  sweet  singing  voice,  and  warbles  at  his  work,  or 
whistles  at  it,  smihng.  He  sets  his  hand  little  feats  of  skill  to 
pnfbrm,  and  smiles  vrith  a  boyish  pleasure  at  his  own  matchless 
deiterity.  I  have  seen  him,  with  an  old  pewter  mustard-pnt  for  a 
model,  fashion  a  splendid  silver  flagon  in  one  of  his  pictures  ;  paint 
the  hair  of  an  animal,  the  folds  and  flowers  of  a  bit  of  brocade,  and 
•u  forth,  wilh  a  perfect  delight  in  the  work  he  was  jierforming :  a 
ddigfat  lasting  from  morning  till  sundown,  dim'ng  which  tinie  he 
«■»  too  busy  to  touch  the  biscuit  and  glass  of  water  which  was 
ipored  for  his  frugal  luncheon.  He  is  greedy  of  the  lust  minute 
fight,  and  never  can  he  got  from  his  darling  pictures  without  a 
To  be  a  painter,  and  to  have  your  hand  in  perfect  command, 
bold  to  be  one  of  life's  tumma  bona.  The  happy  mixture  of  hand 
'  head  work  must  render  the  occupation  supremely  ])leasant.  In 
day's  work  must  occur  endless  delightful  difficulties  and  occa- 
ibr  skill.  Over  the  details  of  tliat  annoiir,  that  dnipejy,  or 
not,  the  sparkle  of  that  eye,  the  downy  blush  of  that  cheek, 
jewel  on  that  neck,  there  arc  battles  to  be  fought  and  victories 
IbbB  won.  Each  day  there  must  occur  critical  momenta  of  supreme 
.jle  and  triumph,  when  stniggle  and  victory  must  be  both 
[ilrigoniting  and  etijuisitely  i>]eaBing — ns  a  burst  across  country  is 
fine  rider  perfectly  mountol,  who  knows  that  his  courage 
■tA  ills  horse  will  never  fail  him.  There  is  the  excitement  of 
game,  and  the  gallant  delight  in  winning  it.  Of  this  sort 
tdmirable  rewanl  for  their  tobour,  no  men,  I  think,  have  a 
iter  ahare  than  painters  (perhajw  a  viulin-player  perfectly  and 
ibantlj  performing  his  own  beautiful  composition  may  be 
happy).  Here  is  occupation  :  here  is  excitement ;  here 
struggle  and  victory :  and  here  ia  profit.     Cun  man  ask  more 
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firom  fortune  ?  Dukes  and  Rothschilds  may  be  envious  of  such  a 
man. 

Though  Ridley  has  had  his  trials  and  troubles,  as  we  shall 
presently  learn,  his  art  has  mastered  them  alL  Black  care  may 
hare  sat  in  crupper  on  that  Pegasus,  but  has  never  unhorsed  the 
rider.  In  certain  minds,  art  is  dominant  and  superior  to  all  beside 
— stronger  than  love,  stronger  than  hate,  or  care,  or  penury.  As 
soon  as  the  fever  leaves  the  hand  free,  it  is  seizing  and  fondling 
the  pencil.  Love  may  frown  and  be  false,  but  the  other  mistreu 
never  will.  She  is  always  true :  always  new :  always  the  friend, 
companion,  inestimable  consoler.  So  John  James  Ridley  sat  at  his 
easel  from  break&st  till  sundown,  and  never  left  his  work  quite 
wiUingly.  I  wonder  are  men  of  other  trades  so  enamoured  of  theirs ; 
whether  lawyers  cling  to  the  last  to  their  daiiing  reports ;  or  writere 
prefer  their  desks  and  inkstands  to  society,  to  friendship,  to  dear 
idleness  ?  I  have  seen  no  men  in  life  loving  their  profession  so  much 
as  painters,  except,  perhaps,  actors,  who,  when  not  engaged  them- 
selves, always  go  to  the  play. 

Before  this  busy  easel  Phil  would  sit  for  hours,  and  pour  out 
endless  talk  and  tobacco-smoke.  His  presence  was  a  delight  to 
Ridley's  soul;  his  face  a  sunshine;  his  voice  a  cordial  Weakly 
himself,  and  almost  infirm  of  body,  with  sensibilities  tremulously 
keen,  the  painter  most  admired  amongst  men  strength,  health,  good 
spirits,  good  breeding.  Of  these,  in  his  youth,  Philip  had  a  wealth 
of  endowment ;  and  I  hope  these  precious  gifts  of  fortune  have  not 
left  him  in  his  maturer  age.  I  do  not  say  that  with  all  men  Philip 
was  so  popular.  There  are  some  who  never  can  pardon  good  fortune, 
and  in  the  company  of  gentlemen  are  on  the  watch  for  offence ;  and, 
no  doubt,  in  his  course  through  life,  poor  downright  Phil  trampled 
upon  corns  enough  of  those  who  met  him  in  his  way.  "  Do  you 
know  why  Ridley  is  so  fond  of  Firm  in  ] "  asked  Jarman.  "  Because 
Firmin*s  father  hangs  on  to  the  nobility  by  the  pulse,  whilst 
Ridley,  you  know,  is  connected  with  them  through  the  side- 
board." So  Jarmau  had  the  double  horn  for  his  adversary  :  he  could 
despise  a  man  for  not  being  a  gentleman,  and  insult  him  for  being 
one.  I  have  met  with  people  in  the  world  with  whom  the  latter 
offence  is  an  unpardonable  crime — a  cause  of  ceaseless  doubt,  diviston, 
and  suspicion.  What  more  common  or  natural,  Bufo,  than  to  hate 
another  for  being  what  you  are  not  ]  The  story  is  as  old  as  frogs, 
bulls,  and  men. 

Then,  to  be  sure,  besides  your  enviers  in  life,  there  are  jrour 
admirers.  Beyond  wit,  which  he  understood — beyond  genius,  which 
he  had — Ridley  admired  good  looks  and  manners,  and  always  kept 
some  simple  hero  whom  he  loved  secretly  to  cherish  and  woiahip. 
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He  loTed  to  be  amongst  beautiful  women  and  aiistocratical  men. 
Philip  Firmin,  with  his  Republican  notions  and  downrigiit  bluntness 
of  behaviour  to  all  men  of  rank  superior  to  him,  had  a  grand  high 
manner  of  his  own ;  and  if  he  had  scarce  twopence  in  his  pocket, 
would  have  put  his  hands  in  them  with  as  much  independence  as 
the  greatest  dandy  who  ever  sauntered  on  Pall  Mall  pavement. 
¥niat  a  coolness  the  fellow  had  !  Some  men  may,  not  unreasonably, 
have  thought  it  impudence.  It  &sciuuted  Ridley.  To  be  such  a 
man  ;  to  have  such  a  figure  and  manner ;  to  be  able  to  look  society 
in  the  face,  slap  it  on  the  shoulder,  if  you  were  so  minded,  and 
hold  it  by  the  button — what  would  not  Ridley  give  for  such  powers 
and  accomplishments  ]  You  will  please  to  bear  in  mind,  I  am  not 
laying  that  J.  J.  was  right,  only  that  he  was  as  he  was.  I  hope 
we  shall  have  nolxMly  in  this  story  without  his  little  faults  and 
peculiarities.  Jarman  was  quite  right  when  he  said  Ridley  loved 
fine  company.  I  believe  his  pedigree  gave  him  secret  anguishes. 
He  would  rather  have  been  gentleman  than  genius  ever  so  great ; 
but  let  you  and  me,  who  have  no  weaknesses  of  our  own,  try  and 
look  charitably  on  this  confessed  foible  of  my  friend. 

J.  J.  never  thought  of  rebuking  Philip  for  being  idle.  Phil 
was  as  the  lilies  of  the  field,  in  the  painter's  opinion.  He  was  not 
called  upon  to  toil  or  spin  ;  but  to  take  his  ease,  and  grow  and  bask 
in  sunshine,  and  be  arrayed  in  glory.  The  little  clique  of  painters 
knew  what  Firmin's  means  were.  Thirty  thousand  pounds  of  his 
own.  Thirty  thousand  pounds  down,  sir;  and  the  inheritance  of 
hia  fiither's  immense  fortune  !  A  splendour  emanated  from  this 
gifted  young  man.  His  opinions,  his  jokes,  his  laughter,  his  song 
had  the  weight  of  thirty  tliousand  down,  sir  ;  and  &c.  &c.  What 
call  had  he  to  work  ?  Would  you  set  a  young  nobleman  to  be  an 
apprentice  7  Philip  was  free  to  be  as  idle  as  any  lord,  if  he  liked. 
He  ought  to  wear  fine  clothes,  ride  fine  horses,  dine  afi  plate,  and 
drink  champagne  every  day.  J.  J.  wuuld  work  quite  cheerfully 
till  sunset,  and  have  an  eightpenny  plate  of  meat  in  Wurdour  Street 
and  a  glass  of  porter  for  his  humble  dinner.  At  the  "  Haunt,"  and 
similar  places  of  Bohemian  resort,  a  snug  place  near  the  fire  was 
always  found  for  Firmin.  FieR'e  Republican  as  he  was,  Jarman 
had  a  smite  for  his  lonlship,  and  useil  to  adopt  particularly  dandi- 
fied airs  when  he  had  been  invited  to  Old  Parr  Street  to  dinner. 
I  daresay  Philip  like<i  flatter}'.  I  own  that  he  was  a  little  weak 
in  thii  respect,  and  that  you  and  I,  my  dear  sir,  are,  of  course,  far 
hia  superiors.  J.  J.,  who  loved  him,  would  have  had  him  follow 
hia  aunt's  and  his  cousin's  ad\ice,  and  live  in  better  company  ;  but 
1  think  the  painter  would  not  have  liked  his  p(^t  to  soil  hb  hands 
with  too  much  work,  and  rather  admired  Mr.  Phil  for  being  idle 
n  L 
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The  Little  Sister  gave  him  advice,  to  be  sure,  both  as  to  the 
company  he  should  keep  and  the  occupation  which  was  wholesome 
for  him.  But  when  others  of  his  acquaintance  hinted  that  his 
idleness  would  do  him  harm,  she  would  not  hear  of  their  censure. 
"  Why  should  he  work  if  he  don't  choose  t "  she  asked.  "  He  has 
no  call  to  be  scribbling  and  scrabbling.  You  wouldn't  have  him 
sitting  all  day  painting  little  dolls'  heads  on  canvas,  and  working 
like  a  slave.  A  pretty  idea,  indeed  !  His  uncle  will '  get  him  an 
appointment.  That's  the  thing  he  should  have.  He  should  be 
secretary  to  an  ambassador  abroad,  and  he  letll  be  !  '^  In  fiu;t  Phil, 
at  this  period,  used  to  announce  his  wish  to  enter  the  diplomatic 
service,  and  his  hope  that  Lord  Ringwood  would  further  his  views 
in  that  respect.  Meanwhile  he  was  the  King  of  Thomhaugh  Street. 
He  might  be  as  idle  as  he  chose,  and  Mrs.  Brandon  had  always  a 
smile  for  him.  He  might  smoke  a  great  deal  too  much,  but  she 
worked  dainty  little  cigar-cases  for  him.  She  hemmed  his  fine 
cambric  pocket-handkerchiefs,  and  embroidered  his  crest  at  the 
comers.  She  worked  him  a  waistcoat  so  splendid  that  he  almost 
blushed  to  wear  it,  gorgeous  as  he  was  in  apparel  at  this  period, 
and  sumptuous  in  chains,  studs,  and  haberdashery.  I  fear  Dr. 
Firrain,  sighing  out  his  disappointed  hopes  in  respect  of  his  son, 
has  ratlier  good  cause  for  his  dissatisfaction.  But  of  these  remon- 
strances the  Little  Sister  would  not  hear.  "  Idle,  why  not  ?  Why 
should  he  work  ?  Boys  will  he  boys.  I  daresay  his  grumbling 
old  pa  was  not  bettor  tlian  Philip  when  he  was  young !  "  And  this 
she  spoke  with  a  heightened  colour  in  her  little  face,  and  a  defiant 
toss  of  her  head,  of  which  I  did  not  understand  all  the  significance 
then ;  but  attributed  her  eager  partisanship  to  that  admirable  in- 
justice which  belongs  to  all  good  women,  and  for  which  let  us  be 
daily  thankful.  I  know,  dear  ladies,  you  are  angry  at  this  state- 
ment. But,  even  at  the  risk  of  displeasing  you,  we  must  tell  the 
tnith.  You  would  wish  to  represent  yourselves  as  equitable, 
logical,  and  strictly  just.  So,  I  daresay,  Dr.  Johnson  would  have 
like<l  ^Irs.  Tlirale  to  say  to  him,  "  Sir,  your  manners  are  graceful : 
your  person  elegant,  cleanly,  and  eminently  pleasing ;  your  appetite 
small  (esp)ecially  for  tea),  and  your  dancing  equal  to  the  Violetta's  :^ 
which,  you  perceive,  is  merely  ironical.  Women  equitable,  logical 
and  strictly  just !  Mercy  upon  us  I  If  they  were,  population 
would  cease,  the  world  would  be  a  howling  wilderness.  Well,  in 
a  word,  this  Little  Sister  jietted  and  coaxed  Philip  Firmin  in  such 
an  absurd  way  that  ever\'  one  remarked  it — those  who  had  no  friends, 
no  sweethearts,  no  mothers,  no  daughters,  no  wives,  and  those  who 
were  petted,  and  coaxed,  and  spoiled  at  home  themsdves;  as  I 
trust,  dearly  beloved,  is  your  case. 


ON    HIS   WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD     l6S 

Now,  again,  let  us  admit  that  Philip's  father  had  reason  to  be 
mngry  with  the  boy,  and  deplore  his  son's  taste  for  low  company  ; 
but  excuse  the  young  man,  on  the  other  hand,  somewhat  for  his 
fierce  revolt  ami  profound  distaste  at  much  in  his  home  circle 
which  annoyed  him.  '*  By  Heaven  ! "  he  would  roar  out,  pulling  his 
hair  and  whiskers,  and  with  many  fierce  ejacidations,  according  to 
his  wont,  ''  the  solemnity  of  those  humbugs  sickens  me  so,  that 
I  should  like  to  crown  the  old  bishop  with  the  soup-tureen,  and 
box  Baron  Bumfwher's  ears  with  the  saddle  of  mutton.  At  my 
auotV,  the  humbug  is  just  the  same.  It's  better  done,  perhu{i6  ; 
but  oh,  Pen<lennis !  if  you  could  but  know  the  pangs  which  tore 
into  my  heart,  sir,  the  vulture  which  gnawed  at  this  confounded 
liver,  when  I  saw  women — women  who  ought  to  be  pure — women 
who  ought  to  be  like  angels — women  who  ought  to  know  no  art 
but  that  of  coaxing  our  griefs  away  and  soothing  our  sorrows — 
fawning,  and  criuging,  and  scheming ;  cold  to  this  person,  humble 
to  that,  flattering  to  the  rich,  and  indifferent  to  the  humble  in 
station.  I  tell  you  I  have  seen  all  this,  Mrs.  Pendennis !  I  won't 
mention  names,  but  I  have  met  with  those  who  have  made  me  old 
before  my  time — a  hundred  years  old  !  The  zest  of  life  is  passed 
from  me "  (here  Mr.  Phil  would  gidp  a  bumper  from  the  nearest 
decanter  at  hand).  **  But  if  I  like  what  your  husband  is  pleased 
to  call  low  society,  it  is  because  I  have  seen  the  other.  I  have 
dangled  about  at  fine  parties,  and  danced  at  fashionable  balte.  I 
have  seen  mothers  bring  their  virgin  daughters  up  to  battered  old 
rakea,  and  ready  to  sacrifice  their  innocence  for  fortune  or  a  title. 
The  atmosphere  of  those  polite  drawing-rooms  stifles  me.  I  can't 
how  the  knee  to  the  horrible  old  Mammon.  I  walk  about  in  the 
cniwda  as  lonely  as  if  I  was  in  a  wilderness ;  and  don't  begin  to 
breathe  freely  until  I  get  some  honest  tobacco  to  clear  the  air.  As 
fi>r  your  husband  "  (meaning  the  writer  of  this  memoir),  **  he  cannot 
help  himself;  he  is  a  worldling,  of  the  earth  earthy.  If  a  duke 
were  to  ask  him  to  dinner  to-morrow,  the  parasite  owns  that  he 
would  go.  Allow  me  my  friends,  my  freedom,  my  rough  com- 
innion%  in  their  work-4lay  clothes.  I  don't  hear  such  lies  and 
flatterien  come  from  behind  pii>e8,  as  used  to  pass  from  above  white 
chokers  when  I  was  in  the  world."  And  he  would  tear  at  his 
cravat,  as  though  the  mere  thought  of  the  world's  conventionality 
well-nitfh  stranj^kxl  him. 

This,  to  be  sure,  was  in  a  late  stage  of  his  career ;  but  I 
take  up  the  biography  here  and  there,  so  as  to  give  the  best  idea 
I  may  of  my  friend's  character.  At  this  time — he  is  out  of  the 
country  just  now,  and  besides,  if  he  saw  his  own  likencHs  staring 
him  in  the  fiice,  I  am  confident  he  would  not  know  it— Mr.  Philip, 
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in  some  things,  was  as  obstinate  as  a  mule,  and  in  others  as  weak 
as  a  woman.  He  had  a  childish  sensibility  for  what  was  tender, 
helpless,  pretty,  or  pathetic ;  and  a  mighty  scorn  of  impostare, 
wherever  he  found  it.  He  had  many  good  purposes,  which  were 
often  very  vacillating,  and  were  but  seldom  performed.  He  had  a 
vast  number  of  evil  habits,  whereof,  you  know,  idleness  is  said  to 
be  the  root.  Many  of  these  evil  propensities  he  coaxed  and  cuddled 
with  much  care ;  and  though  he  roared  out  peccavi  most  frankly 
when  charged  with  his  sins,  this  criminal  would  £&11  to  peccation 
very  soon  after  promising  amendment.  What  he  liked  he  would 
have.  What  he  disliked  he  could  with  the  greatest  difficulty  be 
found  to  do.  He  liked  good  dinners,  good  wine,  good  horses,  gpod 
clothes,  and  late  hours ;  and  in  all  these  comforts  of  life  ((ht  any 
others  which  he  fancied,  or  which  were  within  his  meuis)  be 
indulged  himself  with  perfect  freedom.  He  hated  hyxKxniBy  on  his 
own  part,  and  hypocrites  in  general.  He  said  ever3rthing  that  came 
into  his  mind  about  things  and  people ;  and,  of  course,  was  often 
wrong  and  often  prejudiced,  and  often  occasioned  howls  of  indig- 
nation or  malignant  whispers  of  hatred  by  his  free  speaking.  He 
believed  everything  that  was  said  to  him  until  his  informant  had 
misled  him  once  or  twice,  after  which  he  would  believe  nothing. 
And  here  you  will  see  that  his  impetuous  credulity  was  as  absurd  as 
the  subsequent  obstinacy  of  his  unbelief.  My  dear  young  friend, 
the  profitable  way  in  life  is  the  middle  way.  Don't  quite  believe 
anybody,  for  he  may  mislead  you  ;  neither  disbelieve  him,  for  that 
is  uncomplimentary  to  your  friend.  Black  is  not  so  very  black ; 
and  as  for  white,  bon  Dieu  !  in  our  climate  what  paint  will  remain 
white  long?  If  Philip  was  self-indulijent,  I  suppose  other  people 
are  self-indulgent  likewise :  and  besides,  you  know,  your  fiiultless 
heroes  have  ever  so  lonsr  gone  out  of  fiushion.  To  be  young,  to  be 
goofl-lookint^,  to  be  healthy,  to  be  hunj^y  three  times  a  day,  to  have 
plenty  of  money,  a  great  alacrity  of  sleeping,  and  nothing  to  do — 
all  these,  I  daresay,  are  very  dangerous  temptations  to  a  roan,  but 
I  think  I  know  some  who  would  like  to  undergo  the  dangers  of  the 
trial.  Suppose  there  be  holidays  :  is  there  not  work-time  too  ? 
Suppose  to-day  is  feast-day :  may  not  tears  and  repentance  come 
to-morrow  ?  Such  times  are  in  store  for  Master  Phil,  and  so  please 
to  let  him  have  rest  and  comfort  for  a  chapter  or  two. 


CHAPTER    VII 

li(PLETUR   fETERIS   BACCHI 

"^HAT  time,  that  merry  time,  ol'  Brandon's,  of  Bohemia,  of 
nyeteis,  of  idleness,  nf  smokiiig,  of  son^  at  ui^ht  and  profiles 
sodu-wakT  in  the  uoruing,  of  n  pillow,  luTiely  and  Imchelor 
t  tnie,  but  with  few  cores  for  txtdfellowB,  of  plentcouH  ptirket- 
Wey,  of  ease  for  t<wiay  aiid  little  heed  for  to-morrow,  wiw  often 
membered  by  Pliilip  in  after  days.  Mr.  Phil's  views  of  life  were 
i  Tery  exalted,  were  they]  The  fruits  of  this  'world,  which  he 
'■  devoured  with  sueh  gusto,  I  must  own  were  of  the  common  kitchen- 
gutlea  sort ;  and  the  lajty  rogue's  umhition  went  no  farther  tlian  to 
(troll  along  the  siinRhiny  wall,  eat  Ilia  fill,  and  then  repose  I'otnfort- 
ahly  in  the  arbour  under  the  arciied  vine.  Why  diil  Phil's  mother's 
Isiretita  lenve  her  thirty  Ihoiisaud  pounds?  I  daresay  scmie  niis- 
Ljiiided  people  would  be  glad  to  lio  as  much  for  their  sons  :  but,  if 
1  liuve  teu,  I  am  determined  tiiey  shall  either  huvc  n  hundred 
Di.'usanil  apiece,  or  else  bare  bread  and  cheese.  "  Man  was  maile 
'.!•  laliour,  and  to  be  lazy,"  Phil  would  slfirm  with  his  usual  energy 
f  cxpre««iou.  "When  the  Indian  warrior  goes  on  tiie  hunting 
|i;ilh,  he  is  sober,  active,  indomitable.  No  dangers  fright  him,  and 
oo  kboiirs  tire.  He  endures  the  cold  of  the  wmter ;  he  coiiclies  on 
tbe  ftvest  leaves ;  he  subsieU  on  fnigal  roots  or  the  casual  spoil  of 
Ida  bow,  When  he  returns  to  his  villiige,  ho  gorges  to  repletion  ; 
he  oleepB,  perhaps,  to  escees.  When  the  game  is  devoured,  and 
the  fire-irater  exhausted,  agiun  he  sallies  forth  into  the  wilderness ; 
he  out-c]iml«  the  'poRsum  and  he  throttles  the  Ikaf.  I  am  the 
Indian :  mid  this  '  Haunt '  is  my  wigwam  1  Barbara  my  squaw, 
bring  me  oysters  ;  bring  me  n  jug  of  the  frothing  black  beer  of  the 
[aie-fares,  or  I  will  hang  up  thy  sodp  on  my  tent-poie ! "  And 
•M  Barbara,  the  gowl  old  attendant  ik  this  "  Haunt "  of  Bandits, 
would  say,  "  Law,  Mr.  Philip,  how  you  do  go  on,  to  be  sure ! " 
Where  ia  tbe  ■■  Haunt "  now  ?  and  where  are  the  merry  men  all 
who  there  assenibled )  The  sign  ia  down  :  the  song  is  ailcnt ;  tlie 
Mod  is  swept  from  the  6oor;  the  pipes  are  broken,  and  the  ashes 
■le  icatiereil. 

A  little  more  gossip  about  his  merry  days,  and  we  have  done. 
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He,  Philip,  was  called  to  the  bar  in  due  couTBe,  and  at  his  call- 
supper  we  assembled  a  dozen  of  his  elderly  and  youthful  friends. 
The  chambers  in  Parchment  Buildings  were  given  up  to  him  for 
this  day.  Mr.  Van  John,  I  think,  was  away  attending  a  steeple- 
chase ;  but  Mr.  Cassidy  was  with  us,  and  several  of  Philip's  ac- 
quaintances of  school,  college,  and  the  world.  There  was  Philip's 
fiither,  and  Philip's  Uncle  Twysden,  and  I,  Phil's  revered  ami 
respectable  school  senior,  and  others  of  our  ancient  seminary.  There 
was  Burroughs,  the  second  wrangler  of  his  year,  great  in  metaphysii^ 
greater  with  the  knife  and  fork.  There  was  Stackpole,  Eblana  s 
£&vourite  child — the  glutton  of  all  learning,  the  master  of  many 
languages,  who  stuttered  and  blushed  when  he '  spoke  his  own. 
There  was  Pinkerton,  who,  albeit  an  ignoramus  at  the  university, 
was  already  winning  prodigious  triumphs  at  the  Parliamentary  bar, 
and  investing  in  Consols  to  the  admiration  of  all  his  contemporaries. 
There  was  Rosebury  the  beautiful,  the  Mayfiur  pet  and  d^ght  of 
Almack's,  the  canls  on  whose  mantelpiece  made  all  men  open  the 
eyes  of  wonder,  and  some  of  us  dart  the  scowl  of  envy.  There  was 
my  Lord  Egliam,  Lonl  Ascot's  noble  son.  There  was  Tom  Dale, 
who,  having  carriwl  on  his  university  career  too  splendidly,  ha<l 
come  to  grief  in  tlie  midst  of  it,  and  was  now  meekly  earning  his 
brKul  in  the  reporters'  gjvllery,  alongside  of  Cassidy.  There  was 
Macbride,  who,  having  thrown  up  liis  fellowship  and  married  his 
cousin,  was  now  doing  a  brave  Ixittle  with  poverty,  and  making 
literature  feci  him  until  law  should  reward  him  more  splendidly. 
There  was  Haythom,  the  country  gentleman,  who  ever  remembered 
his  old  colle^  chums,  and  kept  the  memory  of  that  friendship  up 
by  constant  reminders  of  pheasants  and  game  in  the  season.  There 
were  Raby  and  Maynanl  from  the  Guanls'  Club  (Maynard  sleeps 
now  under  Crimean  snows),  who  preferred  arms  to  the  toga ;  but 
carried  into  their  military  life  the  love  of  their  old  books,  the 
affection  of  their  old  friends.  Most  of  these  must  be  mute  person- 
ages in  our  little  drama.  Could  any  chronicler  remember  the  talk 
of  all  of  thein  ? 

Several  of  the  guests  present  were  members  of  the  Inn  of  Court 
(the  Upper  Temple),  which  had  conferred  on  Philip  the  degree  of 
Barrister-at-Law.  He  had  dinetl  in  his  wig  and  gown  (Blackmore's 
wig  and  gown)  in  the  inn-hall  that  day,  in  company  with  other 
members  of  his  inn  ;  and,  dinner  over,  we  adjourned  to  PhiFs 
chambers  in  Parchment  Buildings,  where  a  dessert  was  served,  to 
which  Mr.  Firmin's  friends  were  convoked. 

The  wines  came  from  Dr.  Firmin's  cellar.  His  servants  wer^ 
in  attendance  to  wait  upon  the  company.  Father  and  son  botlB 
loved  splendid  hospitalities,  and,  so  far  as  creature  comforts  went^ 
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Philip's  feast  was  richly  provided.  "  A  supper,  I  love  a  supper  of 
all  tldngs !  And  in  order  that  I  might  eiyoy  yours,  I  only  took  a 
single  mutton-chop  for  dinner ! ''  cried  Mr.  Twysden,  as  he  greeted 
Philip.  Indeed,  we  found  him,  as  we  arrived  from  Hall,  already 
in  the  chamhers,  and  eating  the  young  barrister's  dessert.  ''  He's 
been  here  ever  so  long,"  says  Mr.  Brice,  who  officiated  as  butler, 
"  pegging  away  at  the  olives  and  macaroons.  Shouldn't  wonder  ijf 
he  has  pocketed  some."  There  was  small  respect  on  the  part  of 
Brice  for  Mr.  Twysden,  whom  the  worthy  butler  frankly  pronounced 
to  be  a  stingy  'umbug.  Meanwhile,  Talbot  believed  that  the  old 
man  respected  him,  and  always  conversed  with  Brice,  and  treated 
him  with  a  cheerful  cordiality. 

The  outer  Philistines  quickly  arrived,  and  but  that  the  wine 
and  men  were  older,  one  might  have  fancied  oneself  at  a  college 
wine-party.  Mr.  Twysden  talked  for  the  whole  company.  He 
was  radiant  He  felt  himself  in  high  spirits.  He  did  the  honours 
of  Philip's  table.  Indeed,  no  man  was  more  hospitable  with  other 
folks'  wine.  Philip  himself  was  silent  and  nervous.  I  asked  him 
if  the  awful  ceremony,  which  he  had  just  undergone,  was  weighing 
on  his  mind  ? 

He  was  looking  rather  anxiously  towards  the  door ;  and, 
knowing  somewhat  of  the  state  of  affairs  at  home,  I  thought  that 
probably  he  and  his  father  had  had  one  of  the  disputes  which  of 
late  dajTS  had  become  so  frequent  between  them. 

The  company  were  nearly  all  assembled  and  busy  with  their 
talk,  and  drinking  the  Doctor's  excellent  claret,  when  Brice  entering, 
mnounced  Dr.  Firmin  and  Mr.  Tufton  Hunt. 

''  Hang  Mr.  Tufton  Hunt ! "  Philip  was  going  to  say ;  but  he 
started  up,  went  forward  to  his  father,  and  greeted  hira  very 
respectfully.  He  then  gave  a  bow  to  the  gentleman  introduced 
as  Mr.  Hunt ;  and  they  found  places  at  the  table,  the  Doctor 
taking  his  with  his  usual  handsome  grace. 

The  convenation,  which  had  been  pretty  brisk  until  Dr.  Firmin 
came,  drooped  a  little  after  his  appearance.  **  We  had  an  awful 
row  two  dajrs  ago,"  Philip  whispered  to  me.  "We  shook  hands 
ami  are  reconciled,  as  you  see.  He  won't  stay  long.  He  will  be 
«mt  for  in  half-an-hour  or  so.  He  will  say  he  has  been  sent  for 
by  a  duchess,  and  ^  and  have  tea  at  the  club." 

Dr.  Firmin  bowed,  and  smilc<l  sadly  at  me,  as  Philip  was  speak- 
ing. I  daresay  I  blnshe<l  somewhat,  and  felt  as  if  the  Doctor  knew 
what  his  son  was  saying  to  nie.  He  presently  engaged  in  conversa- 
tion with  Loni  Egham  ;  he  hope<l  his  good  father  was  well  1 

"  You  keep  him  ho,  Doctor.  You  don't  give  a  fellow  a  chance," 
says  the  young  lord. 
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'•  Pass  the  bottle,  voii  voun;:  men  I  Hev  !  We  iBtend  to  « 
Tou  all  out ! "  dies  TalW  Twvi<4len.  on  pleasure  bent  and  flf  Ai 
frugal  mind. 

*'  Well  said,  sir.^  says  the  stranger  introduoed  as  Mr.  HhI; 
"and  right  good  wine.  Ha,  Finnin  !  I  think  I  knov  tiie  tip!* 
aD«l  he  smacked  his  lips  <.irer  the  claret.  "  It  s  jour  tvcBtf-ii^ 
ami  no  mistake.'^ 

''The  red-nosed  individual  seems  a  connoiflBeur,"  whiiiiarf 
Roscburv  at  mv  si«le. 

The  stRinserV  n«)se,  indeei^L  was  somewhat  mr.  And  to  ftii 
I  may  add  that  his  clothes  were  black,  his  face  pale,  and  not  wd 
shorn,  his  white  ueckcluth  <iiD£:A-.  and  his  eyes  bloodshot. 

"  He  looks  as  if  he  hail  g^me  to  be<i  in  his  clothes,  and 
a  plentiful  flue  about  his  jierson.     Who  U  your  fiither's 
friend  ? "  continues  the  wa^.  in  an  under  voice. 

"You  heard  his    name,  Rosebary/*  says  the  Tonng 
gloomily. 

"  I  should  suggest  that  your  father  is  in  difficulties,  and  attended 
by  an  officer  of  the  Sheritf  of  London,  or  perhaps  subject  to  meatii 
aberration,  and  placcl  umier  the  control  of  a  keeper." 

"  Leave  me  alone,  do !  *  groaneti  Philip.  And  here  Twysdca, 
who  was  longing  for  an  opportunity  to  make  a  speec^i,  bounced  ip 
from  his  chair,  ami  stoppetl  the  facetious  barristers  further  remaifci 
by  his  own  elotiueni^e.  His  discourse  was  in  praise  of  Philip,  the 
new-made  barrister.  "  What  I  if  no  one  else  will  cive  that  tmst 
your  uncle  ¥rill,  and  many  a  heartfelt  blessing  go  with  yoo  trtx 
my  boy  I "  cried  the  little  man.  He  was  prodigal  of  benedictions. 
He  dashed  asi<ie  the  tearnlnip  of  tMimtiiHi.  He  spoke  with  perfect 
fluency,  and  for  a  consideniMe  jvriixi  He  really  made  a  good 
speech,  and  was  grcetc«l  with  deserveil  cheers  when  at  length  he 
sat  down. 

Phil  stammerei^l  a  few  wonls  in  reply  to  his  uncle's  Tcdoble 
compliments :  and  tht*n  L>ni  Asit>t,  a  young  nobleman  of  much 
familiar  humour,  pn>ix>se<l  Pliil's  father,  his  h^th,  and  song.  The 
physician  ma'le  a  neat  spee<*h  fR>m  behiml  his  ruffled  shirt  He 
was  agitated  hy  the  tenler  fivlings  of  a  paternal  heart,  he  sud. 
glancing  benignly  at  Phil,  whi>  was  cracking  filberts.  To  see  his 
son  happy :  to  see  him  surrounded  by  such  friends ;  to  know  lum 
embarked  this  day  in  a  pn»fession  which  gave  the  greatest  scope 
for  talents,  the  noblest  rewanl  for  in«lustr>\  was  a  proud  and  happy 
moment  to  him,  I>r.  Firmin.  Wliat  had  the  poet  observed  I  "t 
genuas  di4li«*i*<e  tiiloliter  artes*  (hear,  hear  I)  "emollit  moresw"— 
yes,  "einoUit  nion^s."  H»^  drank  a  bumper  to  the  young  barrister 
(he  waved  his  ring,  with  a  thimbleful  of  wine  in  his  glass).     He 
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Uledged  the  young  firieDds  whom  he  saw  assembled  to  cheer  his 
moa  on  his  onward  path.  He  thanked  them  with  a  father's  heart ! 
He  passed  his  emerald  ring  across  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  and 
lifted  them  to  the  ceiling,  from  which  quarter  he  requested  a  bless- 
1^  on  his  boy.  As  though  *'  spirits  "  approved  of  his  invocation, 
immense  thumps  came  from  above,  along  with  the  plaudits  which 
■duted  the  Doctor's  speech  from  the  gentlemen  round  the  table. 
Bot  the  upper  thumps  were  derisory,  and  came  from  Mr.  Butfers, 
of  the  third  floor,  who  chose  this  method  of  mocking  our  harmless 
little  festivities. 

I  think  these  cheers  from  the  facetious  Buffers,  though  meant 
in  scorn  of  our  party,  served  to  enliven  it  and  make  us  laugh. 
Spite  of  all  the  talking,  we  were  dull ;  and  I  could  not  but  allow 
the  force  of  my  neighbour's  remark,  that  we  were  sat  upon  and 
smothered  by  the  old  men.  One  or  two  of  the  younger  gentlemen 
chafeti  at  the  licence  for  tobacco-smoking  not  being  yet  accorded. 
But  Philip  intenUcte<i  this  amusement  as  yet. 

'*  Don't,"  he  said ;  *'  my  father  don't  like  it.  He  has  to  see 
patients  to-night ;  and  they  can't  bear  the  smell  of  tobacco  by  their 
bedsides." 

The  impatient  youths  waited  with  their  cigar-cases  by  their 
sides.  They  longed  for  the  withdrawal  of  the  obstacle  to  their 
kappiness. 

**  He  won't  go,  I  tell  you.  He'll  be  sent  for,"  growled  Philip 
to  me. 

The  Doctor  was  engaged  in  conversation  to  the  right  and  left 
of  him,  and  seemed  not  to  think  of  a  move.  But,  sure  enough,  at 
a  few  minutes  after  ten  o'clock.  Dr.  Firmin's  footman  entered  the 
room  with  a  note,  which  Firmin  opened  and  read,  as  Philip  looked 
St  me  with  a  grim  humour  in  his  face,  I  think  Phil's  father  knew 
that  we  knew  he  was  acting.  However,  he  went  through  the 
rumeiJy  quite  gravely. 

*' A  physician's  time  is  not  his  own,"  he  said,  shaking  his  hand- 
some melancholy  hea<l.  **  Grood-bye,  my  dear  Lonl !  Pray  re- 
member me  at  home !  Good-night,  Philip  my  boy,  and  good  speed 
to  you  in  your  career  !     Pray,  pray  don't  move." 

And  he  is  gone,  waving  the  fair  hand  and  the  broad-brimmed 
hat,  with  the  beautiful  white  lining.  Phil  conducted  him  to  the 
door,  and  heaved  a  sigh  as  it  closed  upon  his  father — a  sigh  of 
rviief^  I  think,  that  he  was  gone. 

"  Exit  Governor.  What's  the  Latin  for  Governor  ? "  says  Lord 
Egham,  who  possessed  much  native  humour,  but  not  very  profound 
scholarship.  ''A  most  venerable  old  pan'ut,  Firmin.  That  hat 
and  appearance  would  command  any  sum  of  money." 
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"Ezcuae  me,"  Uapa  Roeebury,  "but  why  didn't  be  take  bis 
dderly  friend  with  him— the  dilapidated  clerical  genUeman  irba  u 
drinking  claret  so  freely  t  And  oIbd,  why  did  he  not  lemore  your 
avuncular  orator  1  Mr.  Twyaden,  your  interesting  ]ro(iiig  neophyte 
has  provided  ua  with  an  excellent  spedmen  of  the  cheivAiI  produce 
<d  the  Gascon  giape." 

"  Well,  then,  now  the  old  gentleman  is  gone,  let  us  pass  the 
bottle  and  make  a  night  of  it  Hey,  my  Lord  I "  cries  Twysden. 
"Philip,  your  claret  is  goodl  I  aay,  do  yon  remember  some 
Ch&teau  Margaux  I  had,  which  Wioton  liked  sot  It  must  be  good 
if  A«  praised  it,  I  can  tdl  you.  I  imported  it  myself,  and  gave  him 
the  address  of  the  Bordeaux  merchant ;  and  he  said  be  had  seldMu 
tasted  any  like  it.  Thoee  wete  bia  very  words.  I  must  get  yon 
fellows  to  come  and  taste  it  some  day." 

"  Some  day  !  What  day  I  Name  it,  generouB  Amfdutryon ! " 
cries  Roeebury. 

"Some  day  at  seven  o'clock.  With  a  plain  quiet  dinner — a 
clear  soup,  a  bit  of  fish,  a  couple  of  little  entries,  and  a  nice  little 
roast  That's  my  kind  of  diuner.  And  well  taste  that  claret, 
young  men.  It  is  not  a  heavy  wine.  It  is  not  a  firet-claes  wine. 
I  don't  mean  even  to  say  it  is  a  dear  wine,  but  it  has  a  bouquet 
and  a  pureness.     What,  you  tpiU  smoke,  you  fellows  t " 

"  We  mill  do  it  Mr.  Twysden.  Better  do  as  the  rest  of  ua  do. 
Try  one  of  these." 

The  little  man  accepts  the  proffereil  cigar  from  the  young  noMe- 
man's  box,  lights  it  hems  and  hawks,  and  lapses  into  ulence. 

"  I  thought  that  would  do  for  him,"  murmuis  the  fiicetious 
Egham.  "  It  is  strong  enough  to  blow  his  old  head  off,  and  I  wish 
it  woulJ.  That  cigar,"  he  continues,  "was  given  to  my  fifther  by 
the  Duke  of  Meilina  Sidonia,  who  had  it  out  of  the  Queen  of  Spain's 
own  box.  She  smokes  a  good  deal,  but  naturally  likes  'em  mild. 
I  can  give  you  a  stronger  one." 

"  Oh  no.  I  daresay  thb  is  very  fine.  Thank  you ! "  saye 
poor  Talbot. 

"  Leave  him  alone,  can't  you ! "  says  Philip.  "  Don't  make  a 
fool  of  him  liefore  the  young  men,  Egham." 

Philip  still  looked  very  dismal  in  the  midat  of  the  festiTity. 
He  was  thinking  of  his  differences  with  his  absent  parent 

We  might  all  have  been  easily  consoled,  if  the  Doctor  had  Uken 
away  with  bim  the  elderly  compiauion  whom  he  had  introduced  to 
Phil's  feast.  He  could  not  have  been  very  welcome  to  our  host 
for  Phil  scowled  at  his  guest,  and  whispered,  "  Hang  Hunt ! "  to 
his  neighbour. 

"Hang  Hunt" — the  Reverend  Tufton  Hunt  was  his  name — 
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in  nowiae  diaooDcerted  by  the  coolness  of  his  reception.  He 
dnnk  his  wine  very  freely ;  addressed  himself  to  his  neighbours 
aflbUy :  and  called  out  a  loud  *'  Hear,  hear ! "  to  Twysden,  when 
that  gentleman  announced  his  iutention  of  making  a  night  of  it. 
As  Mr.  Hunt  warmed  with  wine  he  spoke  to  the  table.  He  talked 
a  great  deal  about  the  Riugwood  family,  had  been  very  intimate  at 
Wingate,  in  old  days,  as  he  told  Mr.  Twysden,  and  an  intimate 
friend  of  poor  Cinqbars,  Lord  Ringwood's  only  son.  Now,  the 
memory  of  the  late  Lord  Cinqbars  was  not  an  agreeable  recollec- 
tion to  the  reUtivc  of  the  house  of  Ringwood.  He  was  in  life  a 
dissipated  and  disreputable  young  lord.  His  name  was  seldom 
mentioned  in  his  family ;  never  by  his  &ther,  with  whom  he  had 
had  many  quarrels. 

"You  know  I  introduced  Cinqbars  to  your  father,  Philip?" 
calls  out  the  dingy  clergyman. 

"  I  have  heard  you  mention  the  fact"  says  Philip. 

"They  met  at  a  wine  in  my  rooms  in  Corpus.  Brummell 
Firmin  we  used  to  call  your  father  in  those  days.  He  was  the 
greatest  buck  in  the  university — always  a  dressy  man,  kept  hunters, 
gave  the  best  dinners  in  Cambridge.  We  were  a  wild  set.  There 
was  Cinqbars,  Brand  Firmin,  Beryl,  Toplady,  about  a  dozen  of  us, 
almost  all  noblemen  or  fellow-commoners — fellows  who  all  kept 
their  horses  and  had  their  private  servants." 

This  speech  was  addressed  to  the  company,  who  yet  did  not 
•eem  much  edified  by  the  college  recollections  of  the  dingy  elderly 
man. 

"  Almost  all  Trinity  men,  sir !  We  dined  with  each  other 
week  about.  Many  of  them  had  their  tandems.  Desperate  fellow 
acroas  country  your  father  was.  And — but  we  won't  tell  tales  out 
of  school,  hey  !  " 

"  No ;  please  don't,  sir,"  said  Philip,  clenching  his  fists,  and 
biting  his  lips.  The  shabby  ill-bre<i  swaggering  man  was  eating 
Philip's  salt ;  Phil's  lordly  ideas  of  hospitality  did  not  allow  him 
to  quarrel  with  the  guest  under  his  tent. 

**  When  he  went  out  in  medicine,  we  were  all  of  us  astonished. 
Why,  sir,  Brand  Firmin,  at  one  time,  was  the  greatest  swell  in  the 
university,"  continued  Mr.  Hunt,  "and  su<»h  a  plucky  fellow  !  So 
was  poor  Cinqbars,  though  he  had  no  stamina.  He,  1,  and  Firmin, 
fought  for  twenty  minutes  l)efure  Cuius  Gate  with  alx)ut  twenty 
bargemen,  and  you  should  have  seen  your  father  hit  out !  I  was 
a  handy  one  in  those  days,  too,  with  my  fingers.  We  leanied  the 
uoble  art  of  self-defence  in  my  time,  young  gentlemen  !  We  used 
to  have  Glover,  the  boxer,  down  from  London,  vfho  guvt*  us  lessons. 
Cinqbars  was  a  pretty  8]mrrer — but  no  stamina.     Brandy  killed 
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him,  sir — bnndy  kiUed  him  !  Why,  this  m  some  of  your  goyernw^s 
wine !  He  and  I  have  been  drinldng  it  to-night  in  Pftrr  Street, 
and  talking  over  old  times." 

''I  am  glad,  sir,  you  found  the  wine  to  your  taate,"  aays 
Philip  gravely. 

'*  I  did,  Philip  my  boy !  And  when  your  fisither  said  he  was 
coming  to  your  wine,  I  said  I'd  oome  too." 

"  I  wish  somebody  would  fling  him  out  of  window,"  groaned 
Philip. 

''A  most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  senior,"  whispered 
Rosebury  to  me.  "I  read  billiards,  Boulogne,  gambling-houses 
in  his  noble  lineaments.  Has  he  long  adorned  your  fiunily 
circle,  Firmin?" 

"I  found  him  at  home  about  a  month  ago,  in  my  fitthers 
anteroom,  in  the  same  clothes,  with  a  pair  of  mangy  moustaches 
on  his  &ce ;  and  he  has  been  at  our  house  every  day  since." 

'*  Echapp^  de  Toulon,"  says  Rosebury  blandly,  looking  towards 
the  stranger.  "  Cela  se  voit.  Homme  par&itement  distingu^. 
You  are  quite  right,  sir.  I  was  speaking  of  you;  and  asking 
our  friend  Philip  where  it  was  I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  you 
abroad  last  year]  This  courtesy,"  he  gently  added,  **will  disarm 
tigers." 

**  I  was  abroad,  sir,  last  year,"  said  the  other,  nodding  his  head. 

''Three  to  one  he  was  in  Boulogne  gaol,  or  peiiiaps  officiating 
chaplain  at  a  gambling-house.  Stop,  I  have  it  I  Baden  Baden, 
sir  1 " 

''I  was  there,  safe  enough,"  says  the  clergyman*  ''It  is  a 
very  pretty  place ;  but  the  air  of  the  Apres  kills  you.  Ha  I  ha ! 
Your  fieither  used  to  shake  his  elbow  when  he  was  a  youngster 
too,  Philip !  I  can't  help  calling  you  Philip.  I  have  known  your 
father  these  thirty  years.     We  were  college  chums,  you  know." 

"  Ah !  what  would  I  give,"  sighs  Rosebury,  "  if  that  venerable 
being  would  but  address  me  by  my  Christian  name !  Philip,  do 
something  to  make  your  party  go.  The  old  gentlemen  are  throt- 
tling it.  Sing  something,  somebody  !  or  let  us  drown  our  melan- 
choly in  wine.  You  expressed  your  approbation  of  this  claret, 
sir,  and  claimed  a  previous  acquaintance  with  it?" 

"IVe  drunk  two  dozen  of  it  in  the  last  month,"  says  Mr. 
Hunt,  with  a  grin. 

"  Two  dozen  and  four,  sir,"  remarks  Mr.  Brice,  putting  a  fresh 
bottle  on  the  table. 

"  Well  said,  Brice  !    I  make  the  Firmin  Arms  my  headquarterB  -z 
and  honour  the  landlord  with  a  good  deal  of  my  company,"  remarl 
Mr.  Hunt. 


{ 
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The  Firmin  Anns  is  honoured  by  having  such  supporters ! " 
says  Phil,  glaring,  and  with  a  heaving  chest.  At  each  moment 
be  was  growing  more  and  more  angry  witli  that  parson. 

At  a  certain  stage  of  conviviality  Phil  was  fond  of  talking  of 
his  pedigree ;  and  though  a  professor  of  very  liberal  opinions,  was 
Dot  a  little  proud  of  some  of  his  ancestors. 

•*  Oh,  come,  I  say  !     Sink  the  heraldry  !  "  cries  Lord  Egham. 

"  I  am  very  sorry !  I  would  do  anything  to  oblige  you,  but 
1  can't  help  being  a  gentleman  ! "  growls  Philip. 

"  Oh,  I  say !  if  you  intend  to  come  King  Richard  IIL  over 
us •'  breaks  out  my  Lord. 

"  Egham  I  your  ancestors  were  sweeping  counters  when  mine 
stood  by  King  Richard  in  that  righteous  fight ! "  shouts  Philip. 

That  monarch  had  conferred  lands  upon  the  Ring^'ood  family. 
Riohanl  IIL  was  Philip's  battle-horse;  when  he  trotted  it  after 
dinner  he  was  splendid  in  his  chivalry. 

'*  Oh,  I  say !  If  you  are  to  saddle  White  Surrey,  fight  Bos- 
worth  Field,  and  murder  the  kids  in  the  Tower ! "  continues  Lonl 
Egham. 

'*  Serve  the  little  brutes  right ! "  roars  Phil.  "  They  were  no 
more  heirs  of  the  blood  royal  of  England  than " 

*'  I  daresay  !  Only  I'd  rather  have  a  song  now  the  old  boy 
is  gone.  I  say,  you  fellows,  chant  something,  do  now !  Bar  all 
this  row  about  Bosworth  Field  and  Richard  the  Third !  Always 
docs  it  when  he's  beer  on  board — always  does  it,  give  you  my 
honour ! "  whispers  the  young  nobleman  to  his  neighbour. 

*'  I  am  a  fool !  I  am  a  fool !  "  cries  Phil,  smacking  his  forehead. 
"There  are  moments  when  the  wrongs  of  my  race  will  intervene. 
It's  not  your  fieiult,  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-*im,  that  you  allude<i  to 
my  arms  in  a  derisive  manner.  I  bear  you  no  malice !  Nay,  I 
)Kk  your  pardon  !     Nay,  I  pledge  you  in  this  claret,  which  is  good, 

though  it's  my  governor's.     In  our  house  everything  isn't,  huui 

Br«h  !    it's  twenty-five  claret,    sir !     Egham's  father  gave  him  a 

;»ipe  of  it  for  saving  a  life  which  might  be  better  sjtent ;  and  I  1)0- 

/ievc  the  apothecary  would  have  puUe<l  you  through,  Egham,  just 

i**  well  as  my  governor.     But  the  wine's  good !     Goo<l !     Brice, 

*«>me  more  claret !     A  song !     Who  spoke  of  a  song  ?     Warble  uk 

^•omethiug,  Tom  Dale  !     A  song,  a  song,  a  song  !  " 

Whereupon  the  exquisite  ditty  of  "  Moonlight  on  the  Tiles  " 
'^•lui  l^ven  by  Tom  Dale  with  all  his  accu8tome<l  humour.  Then 
l^litenesB  demanded  that  our  host  should  sing  one  of  his  songs,  and 
^s  I  have  heanl  him  jierform  it  many  times,  I  have  the  privilege 
of  here  reprinting  it :  premising  that  the  tune  and  chonis  were 
^aken  from  a  German  song-book,  which  used  to  delight  us  melodious 
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youth  in  bygone  days.     Phillip  aoooidingly  lifted  up  his  great  voice 
and  sang: — 

DOCTOR  LUTHER. 

'<For  the  aouls'  edifioatkm 
Of  this  decent  congregatioii. 
Worthy  people !  by  your  gran^ 
I  will  nng  a  holy  dumt. 

I  will  ring  a  holy  chanty 
If  the  ditty  sound  bat  oddly, 
Twas  a  father  wise  and  godly. 
Song  it  ao  long  ago. 

Then  ring  as  Doctor  Luther  sang. 

As  Doctor  Lather  sang : 

Who  lores  not  wine,  woman,  and  soog. 

He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long. 

He  by  costom  patriarehal. 
Loved  to  see  the  beaker  sparkle. 
And  he  thooght  the  wine  improred. 
Tasted  by  the  wife  he  loved. 

By  the  kindly  lips  he  loved. 
Friends  !  I  wish  this  custom  pious 
Duly  were  adopted  by  us. 
To  combine  love,  song,  wine|; 

And  sing  as  Doctor  Luther  sang. 

As  Doctor  Luther  sang : 

Who  loves  not  wine,  woman,  and  song; 

He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long. 

Who  refuses  this  our  credo. 
And  demurs  to  drink  as  we  do. 
Were  he  holy  as  John  Knox, 
I'd  pronoimce  him  heterodox. 

rd  pronounce  him  heterodox. 
And  from  out  this  congregation. 
With  a  solemn  commination, 
Bani.sh  quick  the  heretic. 

W^ho  would  not  ring  as  Luther  sang. 

As  Doctor  Luther  sang : 

Who  loves  not  wine,  woman,  and  song. 

He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long.'* 

The  reader's  humble  servant  was  older  than  most  of  the  party 
assembled  at  this  symposium,  which  may  have  taken  place  some 
score  of  years  back;   but  as  I  listened   to  the  noise,  the  fwh 
laughter,  the  songs  remembennl  out  of  old  university  days,  the 
talk  and  cart  phrases  of  the  old  school  of  which  most  of  us  had 
been  disciples,  dear  me,  I  felt  quite  young  again,  and  when  certain 
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knocks  came  to  the  door  about  midnight,  enjoyed  quite  a  refresh- 
ing pang  of  anxious  interest  for  a  moment,  deeming  the  proctors 
were  rapiHng,  having  heard  our  shouts  in  the  court  below.     The 
kte  comer,  however,  was  only  a  tavern  waiter,  bearing  a  supper- 
tray  ;  and  we  were  free  to  speechify,  shout,  quarrel,  and  be  as 
young  as  we  liked,  with  nobody  to  find  fiiult,  except,  perchance, 
the  bencher  below,  who,  I  daresay,  was  kept  awake  with  oiu*  noise. 
When   that  supper  arrived,  poor  Talbot  Twysden,  who  had 
come  so  fiu*  to  enjoy  it,  was  not  in  a  state  to  partake  of  it.     Lord 
Egham's  cigar  had  proved  too  much  for  him  ;   and  the  worthy 
gentleman  had  been  lying  on  a  sofa,  in  a  neighbouriDg  room,  for 
some  time  past,  in  a  state  of  hopeless  collapse.     He  had  told  us, 
whilst  yet  capable  of  speech,  what  a  love  and  regard  he  had  for 
Philip;  but  between  him  and  Philip's  father  there  was  but  little 
love.     They  had  had  that  worst  and  most  irremediable  of  quarrels, 
a  difference  about  twopence-halfpenny  in  the  division  of  the  pro- 
perty of  their  late  fiither-in-law.      Firmin  still  thought  Twysden 
a  shabby  curmudgeon  ;   and   Twys^len    considered    Firmin  an  un- 
principled  man.      When   Mrs.    Firmin   was   alive,  the  two  poor 
sisters  had  had  to  regulate  their  affections  by  the  marital  orders, 
and    to    be    warm,   cool,    moderate,    freezing    according    to    their 
husbands'  state   for   the   time   being.     I  wonder  are  there  many 
ml  reconciliations  ?     Dear  Tomkins  and  I  are  reconciled,  I  know. 
We  have  met  and  dined  at  Jones's.     And  ah  !  how  fond  we  are 
of  each  other !     Oh,  very  !     So  with  Firmin  and  Twysden.     They 
met,  and  shook  hands  with   jierfect  animosity.     So  did  Twysden 
junior  and  Firmin  junior.     Young   Twywlen  was  the  elder,  and 
thraKhed  and  bullied  Phil  as  a  boy,  until   the  latter  arose  and 
pitched  his  cousin  downstairs.     Mentally,  they  were  always  kick- 
ing each  other  downstairs.     Well,  poor  Talbot  could  not  partake 
of  the  supper  when  it  came,  and  lay  in  a  piteous  state  on  the 
neighbouring  sofa  of  the  absent  Mr.  Van  John. 

Who  would  go  home  with  him,  where  his  wife  must  be  anxious 
aboQt  him  t  I  agreed  to  convoy  him,  and  the  parson  said  he  was 
8^  our  way,  and  would  accompany  us.  We  supported  this  senior 
^nngh  the  Temple,  and  put  him  on  the  front  seat  of  a  rab.  The 
*^sn  had  disgracefully  overcome  him ;  and  any  lecturer  on  the  evils 
of  smoking  might  have  pointed  his  moral  on  the  helpless  person  of 
^  wretched  gentleman. 

The  evening's  feasting  had  only  imparted  animation  to  Mr. 
Boot,  and  occasioned  an  agreeable  aftandon  in  his  talk.  I  had  seen 
^  man  before  in  Dr.  Firmin's  house,  and  own  that  his  society 
^*»  almost  as  odiotis  to  me  as  to  the  Doctor's  son  Philip.  On  all 
''i^^ecti  and  persons,  Phil  was  accustometl  to  speak  his  mind  out  a 
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great  deal  too  openly ;  and  Mr.  Hunt  had  been  an  object  of  special 
dislike  to  him  ever  since  he  had  known  Hunt.  I  tried  to  make  Uie 
best  of  the  matter.  Few  men  of  kindly  feeling  and  good  station  are 
without  a  dependant  or  two.  Men  start  together  in  the  nee  of 
life ;  and  Jack  wins,  and  Tom  falls  by  his  side.  The  successful  man 
succours  and  reaches  a  friendly  hand  to  the  unfortunate  competitor. 
Remembrance  of  early  times  gives  the  latter  a  sort  of  right  to  caU 
on  his  luckier  comrade;  and  a  man  finds  himself  pityii^p,  then 
enduring,  then  euibracing  a  companion  for  whom,  in  old  days, 
perhaps,  he  never  had  any  regani  or  esteem.  A  prospeions 
man  ought  to  have  followers:  if  he  has  none,  he  has  a  hard 
hourt. 

This  philosophising  was  all  very  well  It  was  good  fcMr  a  man 
not  to  desert  the  friends  of  his  boyhood.  But  to  live  with  such  a 
cad  as  that — with  that  creature,  low,  servile,  swaggering,  besotted 
— "How  could  his  father,  who  had  fine  tastes,  and  loved  grand 
company,  put  up  with  such  a  follow  1  ^  asked  PhiL  "  I  don't  know 
when  the  man  is  the  more  odious :  when  he  is  familiar,  or  when 
he  is  respectfiil :  when  he  i»  ptiying  compliments  to  my  fiither's 
guests  in  Parr  Street,  or  telling  hideous  old  stale  stories,  as  be  did 
at  my  call-supper." 

The  wine  of  which  Mr.  Hunt  freely  partook  on  that  occasion 
made  him,  as  I  have  6ai<l,  communicative.  "  Not  a  bad  fellow,  our 
host,"  he  remarked,  on  his  part,  when  we  came  away  together. 
^  Bumptious,  good-looking,  8i)exik8  his  mind,  hates  me,  and  I  don't 
care.     He  must  be  well  to  do  in  the  world,  Master  Philip." 

I  said  I  hof)ed  and  thought  so. 

'*  Brummell  Finuin  must  make  four  or  five  thousand  a  year.  He 
was  a  wild  fellow  in  my  time,  I  can  tell  you — in  the  days  of  the 
wild  Prince  and  Poins — stuck  at  notliing,  spent  his  own  money, 
ruined  himself,  fell  on  his  legs  somehow,  an<l  married  a  fortune. 
Some  of  us  have  not  been  so  lu(.'ky.  I  had  nobody  to  pay  my  debts. 
I  mi88e<l  my  fellowship  by  idling  and  dissipating  with  those  con- 
founded hats  and  silver-laced  gowns.  I  liked  good  com])any  in  those 
days — always  did  when  I  could  get  it.  If  you  were  to  write  my  ad- 
ventures, now,  you  would  have  to  tell  some  queer  stories.  I've  been 
everywhere :  I've  seen  high  and  low — 'specially  low.  I've  tried 
schoolmastering,  bear-leading,  newsj)apering,  America,  West  Indies. 
I've  been  in  ever>'  city  in  Europe.  I  haven't  been  as  lucky  as 
Brummell  Firmin.  He  rolls  in  his  coach,  he  does,  and  I  walk  in 
my  highlows.  Guineas  drop  into  his  palm  every  day,  and  are 
uncommonly  scarce  in  mine,  I  v&n  tell  you  ;  and  poor  old  Tofton 
Hunt  is  not  much  better  off  at  fifty  odd  than  he  was  when  he  was 
an  undergraduate  at  eighteen.     How  do  you  do,  old  gentleman! 
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*  do  you  good  1  Here  we  are  at  Beaunash  Street ;  hope  you've 
.  the  key,  and  missis  won't  see  you."  A  large  butler,  too  well 
d  to  express  astonishment  at  any  event  which  occurred  out  of 
vn,  opened  Mr.  Twysden's,  and  let  in  that  lamentable  gentleman. 

was  very  pale  and  solemn.  He  gasped  out  a  few  words,  in- 
lating  his  intention  to  fix  a  day  to  ask  us  to  come  and  dine  soon, 
1  taste  tliat  wine  tliat  Winton  liked  so.  He  waved  an  unsteady 
id  to  us.  If  MrH.  Twyrtden  was  on  the  stairs  to  see  the  condi- 
3  of  her  lonl,  I  lio{ie  she  took  possession  of  the  candle.  Hunt 
imbled  as  wc  came  uut :  '*  He  might  have  offered  us  some  re- 
ibment  atler  bringing  him  all  that  way  home.  It's  only  half-past 
There's  no  good  in  going  to  bed  so  soon  as  that.  Let  us  go  and 
re  a  drink  somewhere.  I  know  a  very  good  crib  close  by.  No, 
I  won*t  ?  I  say  "  (here  he  burst  into  a  laugh  which  startled  the 
*ping  street),  ^*  I  know  what  you've  been  thinking  all  the  time  in 

vmh.  You  are  a  swell, — you  are,  too !  You  have  been  thinking, 
bis  dreary  old  parnou  will  try  and  borrow  money  from  me.'  But 
ron't,  my  Iwy.  I've  got  a  banker.  Look  here  !  Fee,  few,  fiim. 
u  understand.  I  can  get  the  sovereigns  out  of  my  medical  swell 
Old  Parr  Street.  I  prescribe  bleeding  for  him— I  drew  him  to- 
ht.  He  is  a  very  kind  fellow,  Brummell  Firmin  is.  He  can't 
ly  such  a  dear  old  friend  anything.  Bless  him  ! "  And  as  he 
ned  away  to  some  midnight  haunt  of  his  own,  he  tossed  up  his 
id  in  the  air.  I  lieanl  him  laughing  through  the  silent  street, 
1  Policeman  X,  tramping  on  his  beat,  turned  round  and  sus- 
iously  eye«l  him. 

Then  I  thought  of  Dr.  Firmin's  dark  melancholy  fece  and  eyes. 
IS  a  benevolent  remembrance  of  old  times  the  bond  of  union 
tween  these  men  7  All  my  house  hail  long  been  asleep,  when  I 
rued  and  gently  close<l  my  house-door.  By  the  twinkling  night- 
np  I  could  dimly  see  child  and  mother  softly  breathing.  Oh, 
eneii  they  on  whoM*  pillow  no  remorse  sits!  Happy  you  who 
ixt  escafNNi  temptation ! 

I  may  have  lM>en  en(*ouraged  in  my  suspicions  of  the  dingy 
ciX^Dian  by  Philips  own  surmises  regarding  him,  which  were 
cftreMeii  with  the  siH*aker  s  usiuil  candour.  '*  The  fellow  calls  for 
bt  be  likes  at  the  '  Firmin  Arms,' "  said  poor  Phil :  '^and  when 
jy  Others  big^'igM  nKsemble,  I  hope  the  reverend  gentleman  dines 
ith  them.  I  should  like  to  mh.'  him  hobnobbing  with  old  Bumi«her, 
f  ilapping  the  BiKho])  on  the  back.  He  lives  in  Sligo  Street, 
^nd  the  cyjoht,  ho  as  to  be  close  U}  our  house  and  yet  preser\'e  his 
*!  elegant  independence.  Otherwise,  I  wonder  he  has  not  installed 
iiiielf  in  Old  Parr  Street,  where  my  poor  mother's  bedroom  it 
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yacant.  The  Doctor  does  not  care  to  use  that  room.  I  remember 
now  how  silent  they  were  when  together,  and  how  terrified  she 
always  seemed  before  him.  What  has  he  done  t  I  know  of  one 
affiEiir  in  his  early  life.  Does  this  Hunt  know  of  any  moref  They 
have  been  accomplices  in  some  conspiracy,  sir;  I  damay  with 
that  young  Oinqban^  of  whom  Hunt  is  for  ever  bragging:  the 
worthy  son  of  the  worthy  Ringwood.  I  say,  does  wickedness  run 
in  the  blood?  My  grand&thers,  1  have  heard,  were  honest  men. 
Perhaps  they  were  only  not  found  out ;  and  the  family  taint  will 
show  in  me  some  day.  There  are  times  when  I  feel  the  devil  so 
strong  within  me,  that  I  think  some  day  he  must  have  the  mastery. 
I'm  not  quite  bad  yet :  but  I  tremble  lest  I  should  go.  Suppose  I 
were  to  drown,  and  go  down  ?  It's  not  a  jolly  thing,  Pemlennis,  to 
have  such  a  father  as  mine.  Don't  humbug  me  with  your  charitaUe 
palliations  and  soothing  surmises.  You  put  me  in  mind  of  the 
world  then,  by  Jove,  you  do !  I  laugh,  and  I  drink,  and  I  make 
merry,  and  sing,  and  smoke  endless  tobacco;  and  I  tell  you,  I 
alwajTs  feel  as  if  a  little  sword  was  dangling  over  my  skull  which 
will  fall  some  day  and  split  it.  Old  Parr  Street  is  mined,  sir, — 
mined !  And  some  morning  we  shall  be  blown  into  blazes — into 
blazes,  sir ;  mark  my  words !  That's  why  I'm  so  careless  and  so 
idle,  for  which  you  fellows  are  always  bothering  and  scolding  me. 
There's  no  use  in  settling  down  until  the  explosion  is  over,  don't 
you  see  ?  Incedo  per  ignes  8upjx>8tto8,  and,  by  George  !  sir,  I  feel 
my  boot-soles  already  scorching.  Poor  thing!  poor  mother"  (he 
apostrophised  his  mother's  picture  which  hung  in  the  room  where 
we  were  talking),  "  were  you  aware  of  the  secret,  and  was  it  the 
knowledge  of  that  which  made  your  poor  eyes  always  look  so 
frightened  ?  She  was  always  fond  of  you.  Pen.  Do  you  remember 
how  pretty  and  graceful  she  used  to  look  as  she  lay  on  her  sofa 
upstairs,  or  smiled  out  of  her  carriage  as  she  kissed  her  hand  to  us 
boys  ?  I  say,  what  if  a  woman  marries,  and  is  coaxed  and  wheedleil 
by  a  soft  tongue,  and  runs  off,  and  afterwards  finds  her  husband 
has  a  cloven  foot  ? " 

"  Ah,  Philip ! " 

"What  is  to  be  the, lot  of  the  son  of  such  a  man?  Is  my 
hoof  cloven,  too  ? "  It  was  on  the  stove,  as  he  talked,  ext<»nded 
in  American  fashion.  "Suppose  there's  no  escape  for  me,  and  I 
inherit  my  doom,  as  another  man  does  gout  or  consumption  ? 
Knowing  this  fate,  what  is  the  use,  then,  of  doing  anything  in 
particular?  I  tell  you,  sir,  the  whole  edifice  of  our  present  life  will 
crumble  in  and  smash.*'  (Here  he  flings  his  pii»e  to  the  ground 
with  an  awful  shatter.)  "And  until  the  catastrophe  comes,  what 
on  earth  is  the  use  of  setting  to  work,  as  you  call  it  1     You  might 
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18  well  have  told  a  fellow,  at  Pompeii,  to  select  a  profession  the 

day  before  the  eruptioiL" 

"  If  you  know  that  Vesuvius  is  going  to  burst  over  Pompeii," 

I  said,  somewhat  alarmed,  ''why  not  go  to  Naples,  or  farther  if 

Tou  wiUt" 

**Were  there  not  men  in  the  sentry-boxes  at  the  city  gates," 
asked  Philip,  "  who  might  have  run,  and  yet  remained  to  be  burned 
there?  Suppose,  after  all,  the  doom  isn't  hanging  over  us, — and 
the  fear  of  it  is  only  a  nervous  terror  of  mine  ?  Suppose  it  comes, 
and  I  survive  it  ?  The  risk  of  the  game  gives  a  zest  to  it,  old  boy. 
Besides,  there  is  Honour:  and  Someone  Else  is  in  the  case,  from 
whom  a  man  could  not  part  in  an  hour  of  danger."  And  here  he 
blushed  a  fine  red,  heaved  a  great  sigh,  and  emptied  a  bumper 
of  claret. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

mLL  BE  PRONOUNCED  TO  BE  CYNICAL  BY 
THE  BENEVOLENT 

G£NTLE  readers  will  not,  I  trust,  think  the  worse  of  their 
most  obedient  humble  servant  for  the  confession  that  I 
talked  to  my  wife  on  my  return  home  regarding  Philip  and 
his  aflEairs.  When  I  choose  to  be  frank,  I  hope  no  man  can  be 
more  open  than  myself;  when  I  have  a  mind  to  be  quiet,  no  fish 
can  be  more  mute.  I  have  kept  secrets  so  ineffiibly,  that  I  have 
utterly  forgotten  them,  until  my  memory  was  refreshed  by  people 
who  also  knew  them.  But  what  was  the  use  of  hiding  this  one 
from  the  being  to  wliom  I  open  all,  or  almost  all — say  all,  excepting 
just  one  or  two  of  the  closets  of  this  heart  ?  So  I  say  to  her,  "  My 
love ;  it  is  as  I  suspected.  Philip  and  his  cousin  Agnes  are  carrying 
on  together." 

*'  Is  Agnes  the  pale  one,  or  the  very  pale  one  ? "  asks  the  joy  ol 
my  existence. 

''No,  the  elder  is  Blanche.  They  are  both  older  than  Mr. 
Firmin  :  but  Blanche  is  the  elder  of  the  two." 

''  Well,  I  am  not  saying  anything  malicious,  or  contnury  to  the 
fact^  am  I,  sir  ? '' 

No.  Only  I  know  by  her  looks,  when  another  lady's  name  is 
mentionc<],  whether  my  wife  likes  her  or  not  And  I  am  bound  to 
say,  thougli  this  statement  may  meet  with  a  denial,  that  her  oounte- 
nance  does  not  vouchsafe  smiles  at  the  mention  of  all  lailies'  nanoiea. 

"You  don't  go  to  the  house?  You  and  Mrs.  Twysden  have 
called  on  CtOi'h  other,  and  there  the  matter  has  stopped?  Oh,  I 
know !  It  is  because  p)oor  Talbot  brags  so  about  his  wine,  and 
gives  such  abominable  stuff,  that  you  have  such  an  un-Ghristian 
feeling  for  him  ! " 

"  That  is  the  reason,  I  daresay,"  says  the  lady. 

"  No.  It  is  no  such  thing.  Though  you  do  know  sherry  from 
port,  I  believe  upon  my  conscience  you  do  not  avoid  the  Twj'sdens 
because  they  give  bad  wine.  Many  others  sin  in  that  way,  and  you 
forgive  them.  You  like  your  fellow-creatuR^s  better  than  wine — 
some  fellow-creatures — and  vou  dislike  some  fellow-creatures  worse 
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than  medicine.  You  swallow  them,  madam.  You  say  nothing,  but 
your  looks  are  dreadful.  You  make  wry  faces  :  and  when  you  have 
taken  them,  you  want  a  piece  of  sweetmeat  to  take  the  taste  out 
of  vour  mouth." 

The  lady,  thus  wittily  addressed,  shrugs  her  lovely  shoulders. 
My  wife  exasperates  me  iu  many  things :  in  getting  up  at  insane 
hours  to  go  to  early  church,  for  instance ;  in  looking  at  me  in  a 
particular  way  at  dinner,  when  I  am  about  to  eat  one  of  those 
tntrees  which  Dr.  Goodenough  declares  disagree  with  me  ;  in  nothing 
more  than  in  that  obstinate  silence,  which  she  persists  in  main- 
taining sometimes  when  I  am  abusing  people,  whom  I  do  not  like, 
whom  nhe  does  not  like,  and  who  abuse  me.  This  reticence  makes 
me  wild.  What  confidence  can  there  be  between  a  man  and  his 
wife,  if  he  can't  say  to  her,  "  Confound  So-and-so,  I  hate  him  ; "  or, 
•*  What  a  prig  What-d'ye-call-'im  is  !  "  or,  "  What  a  bloated  aristocrat 
Thingamy  has  become,  since  he  got  his  place  !  "  or  what  you  will  ? 

*'  No,"  I  continue,  **  I  know  why  you  hate  the  Twysdens,  Mrs. 
Pendenois.  You  hate  them  because  they  move  in  a  world  which 
you  can  only  occasionally  visit  You  envy  them  bei^use  they  are 
han<l -in -glove  with  the  great ;  because  they  i)08se88  an  easy  grace, 
and  a  frank  and  noble  elegance  with  which  common  country-people 
and  afiothei^ries'  sons  are  not  endowed." 

"My  dear  Arthur,  I  do  think  you  are  ashamed  of  being  an 
apothecary's  son  ;  you  talk  about  it  so  often,"  says  the  lady.  Which 
was  all  very  well :  but  you  see  she  was  not  answering  my  remarks 
about  the  Twvsdens. 

"You  are  right,  my  dear,"  I  say  then.  "I  ought  not  to  be 
eenaorious,  being  myself  no  more  virtuous  than  my  neighbour." 

"  I  know  people  abuse  you,  Arthur ;  but  I  think  you  are  a 
very  good  sort  of  man,"  says  the  lady,  over  her  little  tea-tray. 

*'  And  so  are  the  Twystlens  very  good  people — very  nice,  artless, 
onselfish,  simple,  generous,  well-bred  i)eopIe.  Mrs.  Twysden  is  all 
heart :  Twysden  s  conversational  powers  are  remarkable  and  pleas- 
ing :  and  Philip  is  eminently  fortunate  in  getting  one  of  those 
charming  girls  for  a  wife." 

**  IVe  no  patience  with  them,"  cries  my  wife,  losing  that  quality 
to  my  great  satisfaction  :  for  then  I  knew  I  had  found  the  crack 
in  Madam  Pendennis's  armour  of  steel,  and  had  smitten  her  in  a 
vulnerable  little  place. 

**  No  patience  with  them  ]    Quiet  ladylike  young  women  !  "  I  cry. 

"  Ah,"  sighs  my  i*ife,  "  what  have  they  got  to  give  Philip  in 
return  for " 

"  In  return  for  his  thirty  thoiiwind  ?  They  will  have  ten  thou- 
•md  pounds  apiece  when  their  mother  dies." 
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"  Oh !  I  wouldn't  have  oar  boy  mairy  a  woman  like  one  of 
those,  not  if  she  had  a  million.  I  wouldn't,  my  child  and  my 
bleBung ! "  (This  is  addressed  to  a  little  dailing  who  happens  to 
be  eating  sweet  cakes,  in  a  high  chair,  off  the  little  table  by  his 
mother's  side,  and  who,  though  he  certainly  used  to  cry  a  good 
deal  at  that  period,  shall  be  a  mute  personage  in  this  history.) 

"  You  are  alluding  to  Blanche's  little  affiiir  with " 

"  No,  I  am  not,  sir ! " 

"  How  do  you  know  which  one  I  meant  then  ? Or  that 

notorious  disappointment  of  Agnes,  when  Lord  Farintosh  became  a 
widower?  If  he  wouldn't,  she  couldn't,  you  know,  my  dear.  And 
I  am  sure  she  tried  her  best :  at  least,  everybody  said  so." 

"  Ah  !  I  have  no  patience  with  the  way  in  which  you  people  of 
the  world  treat  the  most  sacred  of  subjects — the  most  sacred,  sir. 
Do  you  hear  me  ?  Is  a  woman's  love  to  be  pledged,  and  withdrawn 
every  day  1  Is  her  futh  and  purity  only  to  be  a  matter  of  barter, 
and  rank,  and  social  consideration?  I  am  sorry,  because  I  doni 
wish  to  see  Philip,  who  is  good,  and  honest,  and  generous,  and  true 
as  yet — however  great  his  foults  may  be — because  I  don't  wish  to 
see  him  given  up  to Oh  !  it's  shocking,  shocking ! " 

Given  up  to  what?  to  anything  dreadful  in  this  world,  or  the 
next?  Don't  imagine  that  Philip's  relations  thought  they  were 
doing  Phil  any  harm  by  condescending  to  marry  him,  or  themselves 
any  injury.  A  doctor's  son,  indeed  !  Why,  the  Twysdens  were  fiu" 
better  placed  in  the  world  than  their  kinsman  of  Old  Parr  Street : 
and  went  to  better  houses.  Tlie  year  s  lev^  and  drawing-room 
would  have  l^een  incomplete  without  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Twysden.  There 
might  be  families  with  higher  titles,  more  wealth,  higher  positions ; 
but  the  world  did  not  contain  more  respectable  folks  than  the 
Twysdens :  of  this  every  one  of  the  family  was  convinced,  from 
Talbot  himself  down  to  his  heir.  If  somebody  or  some  Body  of 
savants  would  write  the  history  of  the  harm  that  has  been  done  in 
the  world  by  pet»ple  who  believe  themselves  to  be  virtuous,  what  a 
queer  edifying  book  it  would  be,  and  how  poor  oppressed  rogues 
might  look  up  I  Who  bum  the  Protestants  ? — the  virtuous  Catholics, 
to  be  sure.  Who  roast  the  Catholics? — the  virtuous  Reformers. 
Who  thinks  I  am  a  dangerous  character,  and  avoids  me  at  the  club  ? 
— the  virtuous  Squarctoes.  Who  scorns?  who  persecutes?  who 
doesn't  forgive?— the  virtuous  Mrs.  Gnmdy.  She  remembers  her 
neighbour's  peccadilloes  to  the  third  and  fourth  generation ;  and  if 
she  finds  a  certain  man  fallen  in  her  path,  gathers  up  her  affrighted 
garments  with  a  shriek,  for  fear  the  muddy  bleeding  wretch  should 
contaminate  her,  and  passes  on. 

I  do  not  seek  to  create  even  surprises  in  this  modest  history. 
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or  eondeBcend  to  keep  candid  readers  in  suspense  about  many 
matters  which  might  possibly  interest  them.  For  instance,  the 
matter  of  love  has  interested  novel-readers  for  hundreds  of  years 
past,  and  doubtless  will  continue  so  to  interest  them.  Almost  all 
young  people  read  love-books  and  histories  with  eagerness,  as  oldsters 
read  books  of  medicine,  and  whatever  it  is — heart  complaint,  gout, 
liver,  palsy — cry,  "  Exactly  so,  precisely  my  case  ! "  Phil's  first 
love  affair,  to  which  we  are  now  coming,  was  a  false  start.  I  own 
it  at  once.  And  in  this  commencement  of  his  career  I  believe  he 
was  not  more  or  less  fortunate  than  many  and  many  a  man  and 
woman  in  this  world.  Suppose  the  course  of  true  love  always  did 
run  smooth,  and  everybody  married  his  or  her  first  love.  Ah  !  what 
would  marriage  be  7 

A  generous  young  fellow  comes  to  market  with  a  heart  ready  to 
leap  out  of  his  waistcoat,  for  ever  thumping  and  throbbing,  and  so 
mild  tliat  he  can't  have  any  rest  till  he  has  disposed  uf  it.  What 
wonder  if  he  falls  upon  a  wily  merchant  in  Vanity  Fair,  and  barters 
his  all  for  a  stale  bauble  not  worth  sixpence  ?  Phil  chose  to  fidl  in 
love  with  his  cousin ;  and  I  warn  you  that  nothing  will  come  of 
that  passion,  except  the  influence  which  it  had  upon  the  young 
man^a  character.  Though  my  wife  did  not  love  the  Twysdens,  she 
loves  sentiment,  she  loves  love  affairs — all  women  do.  Poor  Phil 
used  to  bore  me  after  dinner  with  endless  rodomontades  about  his 
paasion  and  his  charmer ;  but  my  wife  was  never  tired  of  listening. 
^  You  are  a  selfish,  heartless,  blas^  man  of  the  world,  you  are,"  he 
wouhl  say.  ''Your  own  immense  ami  undeserved  good  fortune  in 
the  matrimonial  lottery  has  rendered  you  hanl,  cold,  crass,  indifferent. 
You  have  been  asleep,  sir,  twice  to-night,  whilst  I  was  talking.  I 
will  go  up  and  tell  Madam  everything.  She  has  a  heart."  And 
presently,  engaged  with  my  lHM)k  or  my  after-dinner  doze,  I  would 
bear  Phil  striding  and  creaking  overhead,  and  plunging  energetic 
pokers  in  the  drawing-room  fire. 

Thirty  thousand  pounds  to  begin  with  ;  a  third  f>art  of  that  sum 
ruining  to  the  lady  from  her  mother ;  ail  the  Doctor's  savings  and 
property  ; — here  certainly  was  enough  in  {KMssession  and  ex})ectation 
t4>  satisfy  many  young  couples ;  and  as  Phil  is  twenty- two,  and 
Agnes  (must  I  own  iti)  twenty-five,  and  as  she  has  ronsentcnl  to 
listen  to  the  warm  outpourings  of  the  elcMiuent  and  jiassionate  youth, 
and  exchange  for  his  fresh,  new-minted,  golden  sovereign  heart,  that 
used  little  threepenny-piece,  her  own — wliy  should  they  not  marry 
at  once,  and  so  let  us  have  an  end  of  them  and  this  history  ?  They 
have  plenty  of  money  to  pay  the  parson  and  the  jMwtH-haise  ;  they 
may  drive  off  to  the  country,  and  live  on  their  niruns  and  lead  an 
so  humdrum  and  tolerably  happy   tliat  Phil  may  grow 
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• 

quite  too  ht,  lazy,  and  unfit  for  his  prenent  poet  of  hmt>  of  a  noTeL 
But  stay  —  there  are  obstacles;  ooy,  reluctant^  amorous  delays. 
After  all,  Philip  is  a  dear,  brave,  handsome,  wild,  reckless,  blunder- 
ing boy,  treading  upon  everybody's  dress-skirts,  smashing  the  little 
Dresden  ornaments  and  the  pretty  little  decorous  gimcracka  of  society, 
life,  conversation ; — but  there  is  time  yet  Are  you  so  veiy  sure 
about  that  money  of  his  mother's!  and  how  is  it  that  his  fieUher, 
the  Doctor,  has  not  settled  accounts  with  him  yett  CTest  louche. 
A  family  of  high  position  and  principle  must  look  to  have  the 
money  matters  in  perfect  onler,  before  they  condgn  a  dariing  accus- 
tomed to  every  luxury  to  the  guardianship  of  a  confessedly  wild 
and  eccentric,  though  generous  and  amiable  young  man.  Besides 
— ah  !  besides — besides  ! 

"...  It's  horrible,  Arthur !  It's  cruel,  Arthur !  It  s  a  shame 
to  judge  a  woman,  or  Christian  people  so !  Oh !  my  loves !  mr 
blessings !  would  I  sell  you  ? "  says  this  young  mother,  clutching 
a  little  belaced,  befurbelowed  being  to  her  heart,  infimtine,  squalling, 
with  blue  shoulder-ribbons,  a  mottled  little  arm  that  has  just  been 
vaccinated,  and  the  sweetest  red  shoes.  "  Would  I  sell  yon  t "  sayi 
mamma.  Little  Arty,  I  say,  squalls ;  and  little  Nelly  looks  up 
from  her  bricks  with  a  wondering  whimpering  expression. 

Well,  I  am  ashamed  to  say  what  the  *'  besides "  is ;  but  the 
fact  is,  that  young  Woolcomb  of  the  Life  Guards  Green,  who  bu 
inherited  immense  West  India  property,  and,  we  will  say,  just  a 
teaspoonful  of  that  dark  blood  which  makes  a  man  naturally  partiiil 
to  blomle  beauties,  has  cast  his  opal  eyes  very  warmly  upon  the 
golden-haired  Agnes  of  late  ;  has  danced  with  her  not  a  little :  and 
when  Mrs.  Twy3«ien'8  barouche  appears  by  the  Serpentine,  you  may 
not  uufrequently  see  a  pair  of  the  neatest  little  yellow  kid  gloves 
just  pla3ring  with  the  reins,  a  })air  of  the  prettiest  little  boots  just 
touching  the  stirrup,  a  magnificent  horse  dancing,  and  tittupping, 
and  tossing,  and  performing  the  most  graceful  caracoles  and  ganiVci- 
does,  and  on  the  magnificent  horse  a  neat  little  man  with  a  blazing 
red  flower  in  his  bosom,  and  glancing  o\^\\  eyes,  and  a  dark  com- 
plexion, and  hair  so  tvr//  black  and  curly,  that  I  really  almost  think 
in  some  of  the  Southern  States  of  America  he  would  be  likelv  to 
meet  with  nuleness  in  a  railway-car. 

But  in  England  we  know  better.  In  England  Grenville  Wool- 
comb  is  a  man  and  a  brother.  Half  of  Arrowroot  Island,  they  say, 
belongs  to  him  ;  besides  Mangrove  Hall,  in  Hertfordshire :  ever  so 
much  property  in  other  counties,  and  that  fine  house  in  Berkeley 
Square.  He  is  called  the  Black  Prince  behind  the  scenes  of  many 
theatres :  ladies  nod  at  him  from  those  broughams  which,  you 
understand,  need  not  be  particularised.     The  idea  of  hia  immeDae 
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riches  is  confirmed  by  the  known  fact  that  he  is  a  stingy  Black 
Prince,  and  most  averse  to  })arting  with  his  money  except  for  his  own 
adornment  or  amusement.  When  he  recciyes  at  his  country-house, 
his  entertainments  are,  however,  splendid.  He  has  been  flattered, 
followed,  caressed  all  his  life,  and  allowed  by  a  fond  mother  to  have 
his  own  way  ;  and  as  this  has  never  led  him  to  learning,  it  must  be 
owned  that  liis  literary  acquirements  are  small,  anfi  his  writing 
defective.  But  in  the  management  of  his  pecuniary  affairs  he  is 
very  keen  and  clever.  His  horses  cost  him  less  than  any  young 
mans  in  England  who  \b  so  well  mounted.  No  dealer  has  ever 
been  known  to  get  the  better  of  him ;  and,  though  he  is  certainly 
close  about  money,  when  his  wishes  have  very  keenly  prompted 
him,  no  sum  has  been  known  to  stand  in  his  way. 

Witness  the  purchase  of  the  .     But  never  mind  scandal. 

Let  bygones  be  bygones.  A  yoimg  doctor's  son,  with  a  thousand 
a  year  for  a  fortune,  may  be  considered  a  catch  in  some  circles, 
hat  not,  vous  corvcetfezj  in  the  upper  regions  of  society.  And  dear 
woman — dear,  angelic,  highly  accomplished,  respectable  woman — 
does  she  not  know  how  to  panlon  many  failings  in  our  sex  ?  Age  ? 
psba  !  She  will  crown  my  bare  old  poll  with  the  rases  of  her 
youth.  Complexion  ?  What  contrast  is  sweeter  and  more  touching 
than  Desdemona's  golden  ringlets  on  swart  Othello's  shoulder !  A 
past  life  of  selfishness  and  Imd  company  ?  Come  out  from  among 
the  swine,  my  prodigal,  and  I  will  purify  thee  I 

This  is  what  is  called  cynicism,  you  know.  Then  I  suppose  my 
wife  is  a  cynic,  who  clutches  her  children  to  her  pure  heart,  and 
prays  gracious  Heaven  to  guani  tbcni  fn>ni  selfishness,  from  worldli- 
ness,  from  heartlessness,  from  wicked  greed. 


CHAPTER   IX 

CONTAINS  ONE  RIDDLE  WHICH  IS  SOLVED,  AND 

PERHAPS  SOME  MORE 

MINE  is  a  modest  muse,  and  as  the  period  of  the  story  arriTcs 
when  a  description  of  love-making  is  justly  due,  my  Mnemo- 
syne turns  away  fix)m  the  young  couple,  drops  a  little 
curtain  over  the  embrasure  where  they  are  whispering,  heaves  a 
sigh  from  her  elderly  bosom,  and  lays  a  finger  on  her  lip.  Ah, 
Mnemosyne  dear !  we  will  not  be  spies  on  the  young  peopla  We 
will  not  scold  them.  We  won't  talk  about  their  doings  much. 
When  we  were  young,  we  too,  perhaps,  were  taken  in  under  Love  s 
tent ;  we  have  eaten  of  his  salt :  and  partaken  of  his  bitter,  his 
delicious  bread.  Now  we  are  padding  the  hoof  lonely  iu  the 
wilderness,  we  will  not  abuse  our  host,  will  we?  We  will  couch 
uuder  the  stars,  and  think  fondly  of  old  times,  and  to-morrow  resume 
the  staff  and  the  journey. 

And  yet,  if  a  novelist  may  chronicle  any  passion,  its  flames,  its 
raptures,  its  whispers,  its  assignations,  its  sonnets,  its  quarrels, 
sulks,  reconciliations,  and  so  on,  the  history  of  such  a  love  as  this 
first  of  Phil's  may  be  excusable  in  print,  because  I  don't  believe  it 
was  a  real  love  at  all,  only  a  little  brief  delusion  of  the  senses,  from 
which  I  give  you  warning  that  our  hero  will  recover  before  many 
chapters  are  over.  What !  my  brave  boy,  shall  we  give  your  heart 
away  for  good  and  all,  for  better  or  for  worse,  till  death  do  you 
part  ?  What !  my  Corydon  and  sighing  swain,  shall  we  irrevocably 
bestow  you  upon  Phyllis,  who,  all  the  time  you  are  piping  and  pay- 
ing court  to  her,  has  Melilxtus  in  the  cupboard,  and  ready  to  he 
produced  should  he  prove  to  be  a  more  eligible  shepherid  than 
t'other  ?  I  am  not  such  a  savage  towards  my  readers  or  hero,  as 
to  make  them  undergo  the  misery  of  such  a  marriage. 

Philip  was  very  little  of  a  club  or  society  man.  He  seldom  or 
ever  entered  the  "  Megatherium,"  or  when  there  stared  and  scowled 
round  him  savagely,  and  laughed  strangely  at  the  ways  of  the 
inhabitants.  He  made  but  a  clumsy  figure  in  the  world,  though  in 
person  handsome,  active,  and  proper  enough  ;  but  he  would  for  ever 
put  his  great  foot  through   the  World's  flounced  skirts,  and  she 
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woald  stare,  and  cry  out,  and  hate  him.  He  was  the  last  man  who 
was  aware  of  the  Woolcomb  flirtation,  when  hundreds  of  people,  I 
daresay,  were  simpering  over  it. 

*'  Who  is  that  little  man  who  comes  to  your  house,  and  whom 
I  sometimes  see  in  the  Park,  aunt — that  little  man  with  the  very 
white  gloves  and  the  very  tawny  complexion  1 "  asks  Philip. 

''That  is  Mr.  Woolcomb,  of  the  Life  Guards  Green,"  aunt 
remembers. 

*'  An  officer  is  he  ] "  says  Philip,  turning  round  to  the  girls. 
**  I  should  have  thought  he  would  have  done  better  for  the  turban 
and  cymbals."  And  he  laughs  and  thinks  he  has  said  a  very  clever 
thing.  Oh,  those  good  things  about  people  and  against  people ! 
Never,  my  dear  young  friend,  say  them  to  anybody — not  to  a 
stranger,  for  he  will  go  away  and  tell ;  not  to  the  mistress  of  your 
affections,  for  you  may  quarrel  with  her,  and  then  she  will  tell ;  not 
to  your  son,  for  the  artless  child  will  return  to  his  schoolfellows  and 
say  :  *'  Papa  says  Mr.  Blenkinsop  is  a  muff."  My  child,  or  what 
not,  praise  everybody :  smile  on  everybody :  and  everybody  will 
smile  on  you  in  return,  a  sham  smile,  and  hold  you  out  a  sham 
hand  :  and,  in  a  word,  esteem  you  as  you  deserve.  No.  I  think  you 
and  I  will  take  the  ups  and  the  downs,  the  roughs  and  the  smooths 
of  this  daily  existence  and  conversation.  We  will  praise  those 
whom  we  like,  though  nobody  repeat  our  kind  sayings ;  and  say  our 
say  about  those  whom  we  dislike,  though  we  are  pretty  sure  our 
words  will  be  carried  by  tale-bearers,  and  increased  and  multiplie<!, 
and  remembered  long  after  we  have  forgotten  them.  We  drop  a 
little  stone — a  little  stone  that  is  swallowed  up  and  disappears,  but 
the  whole  pond  is  set  in  commotion,  and  ripples  in  continually 
widening  circles  long  after  the  original  little  stone  has  poppeil  down 
and  is  oat  of  sight.  Don't  your  speeches  of  ten  years  ago — maimed, 
distorted,  bloated  it  may  be  out  of  all  recognition — come  strangely 
bark  to  their  author? 

Phil,  five  minutes  after  he  had  made  the  joke,  ro  entirely  forgot 
his  saying  about  the  Black  Prince  and  the  cymbals,  that,  when 
Captain  Woolcomb  scowled  at  him  with  his  fiercest  eyes,  young 
Finnin  thought  that  this  was  the  natural  exf)re8sion  of  the  Captain's 
fwarthy  countenance,  and  gave  himself  no  further  trouble  reganl- 
injf  it.  "  By  George !  sir,"  sai<l  Phil  afterwards,  speaking  of  this 
officer,  *'  I  remarke<l  that  he  grinned,  and  chattered,  and  showe<l  his 
teeth  ;  and  remembering  it  was  the  nature  of  such  baboons  to 
chatter  and  grin,  had  no  idea  that  this  chimpanzee  was  more  angry 
with  me  than  with  any  other  gentleman.  You  sec,  Pen,  I  am  a 
vhite-skinned  man  :  I  am  pronouncetl  even  red-whiskcitHl  by  the 
ill-ttatured.     It  is  not  the  prettiest  colour.     But  I  had  no  idea  that 
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I  wms  to  have  a  mulatto  for  a  rivaL  I  am  not  ao  rich,  oertainlT, 
but  I  have  enough.  I  can  read  and  spell  oorrectlyy  and  write  with 
tolerable  fluency.  I  could  not,  you  know,  oould  I,  reaBonably 
suppose  that  I  need  fear  competition,  and  that  the  black  horw 
would  beat  the  bay  one  1  Shall  I  tell  yon  what  she  used  to  say  to 
me  ?  There  is  no  kissing  and  telling,  mind  you.  Ko^  by  CSeorge ! 
Virtue  and  prudence  were  for  ever  on  her  lips !  She  waii^ed  little 
sermons  to  me ;  hinted  gently  that  I  should  see  to  safe  InTestments 
of  my  property,  and  that  no  man,  not  even  a  father,  should  be  the 
sole  and  uncontrolled  guardian  of  it.  She  asked  me^  or,  scores  and 
scores  of  little  sweet  timid  innocent  questions  about  the  Doctors 
property,  and  how  much  did  I  think  it  was,  and  how  had  he  laid  it 
out  t  What  virtuous  parents  that  angel  had !  How  they  brought 
her  up,  and  educated  her  dear  blue  eyes  to  the  main  chance  !  She 
knows  the  price  of  housekeeping,  and  the  value  oi  railway  shares ; 
she  invests  capital  for  herself  in  this  world  and  the  next.  She 
mayn't  do  right  always,  but  wrong  t  O  fie,  never !  I  say.  Pen, 
an  undeveloped  angel  with  wings  folded  under  her  dress ;  not  per- 
haps your  mighty  snow-white  flashing  pinions  that  spread  out  and 
soar  up  to  the  highest  stars,  but  a  pair  of  good  serviceable  drab 
dove-coloured  wings,  that  will  support  her  gently  and  equably  just 
over  our  heads,  and  help  to  drop  her  softly  when  she  condescends 
upon  us.  When  I  think,  air,  that  I  might  have  been  married  to  a 
genteel  angel  and  am  single  still, — oh  !  it  s  despair,  it's  despair ! '' 

But  Philip's  little  story  of  disappointed  hopes  and  bootless 
passion  must  be  told  in  terms  less  acrimonious  and  un&ir  than  the 
gentleman  would  use,  naturally  of  a  sanguine  swaggering  talk,  prone 
to  exaggerate  his  own  disappointments,  and  call  out,  roar — I  dare- 
say swear — if  his  own  com  was  trodden  upon,  as  loudly  as  some 
men  who  mav  have  a  le?  taken  off. 

This  I  ran  vouch  for  Miss  Twysden,  Mrs.  Twysden,  and  all  the 
rest  of  the  family  : — that  if  they,  what  you  call,  jilted  Philip,  they 
did  so  without  the  slightest  hesitation  or  norion  that  they  were 
doing  a  dirty  action.  Their  actions  never  ttere  dirty  or  mean  ;  they 
were  necessary,  I  tell  you,  and  calmly  proper.  They  ate  cheese- 
parings with  graceful  silence  ;  they  cribbed  from  board-wages ;  they 
turned  himgry  servants  out  of  doors  :  they  remitted  no  chance  in 
their  own  favour ;  they  slept  gracefiilly  under  scanty  coverlids ; 
they  lighted  niggard  fires  ;  they  locked  the  caddy  with  the  cloeest 
lock,  and  served  the  teapot  with  the  smallest  and  least  frequent 
spoon.  But  you  don't  suppose  they  thought  they  were  mean,  or 
that  they  did  wrong  ?  Ah  !  it  is  admirable  to  think  of  many,  many, 
ever  so  many  respectable  families  of  your  actiuaintance  and  mine, 
my  dear  friend,  and  how  they  meet  together  and  humbug  each 
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other!  ''My  dear,  I  have  cribbed  half-an-inch  of  plush  out  of 
James's  small-clothes."  "  My  love,  I  have  saved  a  halfpenny  out 
of  Mary's  beer.  Isn't  it  time  to  dress  for  the  duchess's  ;  and  don't 
yoa  think  John  might  wear  that  livery  of  Thomas's,  who  only  had 
it  a  year,  and  died  of  the  small-pox  ?  It's  a  little  tight  for  him,  to 
be  sure,  but,"  &c.  What  is  this?  I  profess  to  be  an  impartial 
chronicler  of  poor  Phil's  fortunes,  misfortunes,  friendships,  and  what- 
nots, and  am  getting  almost  as  angry  with  these  Twysdens  as  Philip 
ever  was  himself. 

Well,  I  am  not  mortally  angry  with  poor  Traviata  tramping 
the  pavement,  with  the  gas-lamp  flaring  on  her  poor  painted  smile, 
elae  my  indignant  virtue  and  squeamish  modesty  would  never  walk 
Piccadilly  or  get  the  air.  But  Lais,  quite  moral  and  very  neatly, 
primly,  and  straitly  laced ;  —  Phryne,  not  the  least  dishevelled, 
bat  with  a  fixature  for  her  hair,  and  the  best  stays,  fastened  by 
mamma ; — your  High  Church  or  Evangelical  Aspasia,  the  model  of 
all  proprieties,  and  owner  of  all  virgin-purity  blooms,  ready  to  sell  her 
cheek  to  the  oldest  old  fogey  wlio  has  money  and  a  title  ; — these  are 
the  Unfortunates,  my  dear  brother  and  sister  sinners,  whom  I  should 
like  to  see  repentant  and  specially  trounced  first.  Why,  some  oi' 
these  are  put  into  reformatories  in  Grosvenor  Square.  They  wear 
a  prison  dress  of  diamonds  and  Chantilly  lace.  Their  parents  cr}', 
and  thank  Heaven  as  they  sell  them ;  and  all  sorts  of  revei-ed 
bishops,  clergy,  relations,  dowagers  sign  the  book  and  ratify  the 
ceremony.  Come !  let  us  call  a  midnight  meeting  of  those  who 
have  been  sold  in  marriage,  I  say,  and  what  a  respectable,  what  a 
genteel,  what  a  fashionable,  what  a  brilliant,  what  an  imposing, 
what  a  multitudinous  assembly  we  will  have ;  and  where's  the  room 
in  ail  Babylon  big  enough  to  hold  them  ] 

Look  into  that  grave,  solemn,  dingy,  somewhat  naked,  but 
elegmnt  drawing-room,  in  Beaunash  Street,  and  with  a  little  fanciful 
ofierm-glass  you  may  see  a  pretty  little  group  or  two  enga^red  at 
different  periods  of  the  day.  It  is  after  lunch,  and  before  Rotten 
Row  ride  time  (this  story,  you  know,  relates  to  a  |)eriod  ever  so 
remote,  and  long  before  folks  thought  of  riding  in  the  Park  in  the 
forenoon).  After  lunch,  and  before  Rotten  Row  time,  saunters  into 
the  drawing-room  a  fair-haired  young  fellow  with  large  feet  and 
chest,  careless  of  gloves,  with  auburn  whiskers  blowing  over  a  JiK>se 
oolhu*,  and — must  I  confess  it  ? — a  most  undeniable  o<lour  of  cigars 
about  his  person.  He  breaks  out  regarding  the  debate  of  the 
prerioiis  night,  or  the  pamphlet  of  yesterday,  or  the  fioem  of  the 
day  previous,  or  the  scandal  of  the  week  before,  or  upon  the  street- 
sweeper  at  the  comer,  or  the  Italian  and  monkey  before  the  Park — 
upon  whatever,  in  a  word,  moves  his  mind  for  the  moment.     If 
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Philip  has  had  a  bad  dinner  yeateiday  (and  happens  to  Temember 
it),  he  growls,  grumbles,  nay,  I  daresay,  uses  the  most  blasphemous 
language  against  the  cook,  against  the  waiters,  against  the  steward, 
against  the  committee,  against  the  whole  society  of  the  dub  where 
he  has  been  dining.  If  Philip  has  met  an  oigan-giri  with  pretty 
eyes  and  a  monkey  in  the  street,  he  has  grinned  and  wondered  over 
the  monkey ;  he  has  wagged  his  head,  and  sung  all  the  (»gan  s 
tunes ;  he  has  discovered  that  the  little  girl  is  the  most  ravishing 
beauty  eyes  ever  looked  on,  and  that  her  scoundrelly  Savoyard 
£Gither  is  most  likely  an  Alpine  miscreant  who  has  bartered  away 
his  child  to  a  pedlar  of  the  beggarly  cheesy  valleys,  who  has  sold 
her  to  a  friend  qui  fait  la  traiU  des  hurdigurdieSy  and  has  disposed 
of  her  in  England.  If  he  has  to  discourse  on  the  poem,  pamphlet, 
magazine  article — it  is  written  by  the  greatest  genius,  or  the 
greatest  numskull,  that  the  world  now  exhibits.  He  write !  A 
man  who  makes  fire  rhyme  with  Marire  !  This  vale  of  tears  and 
world  which  we  inhabit  does  not  contain  such  an  idiot.  Or  hare 
you  seen  Dobbins's  poem  ?  Agnes,  mark  my  words  for  it,  there  is 
a  genius  in  Dobbins  which  some  day  will  show  what  I  have  always 
surmised,  wliat  I  have  always  imagined  possible,  what  I  have  always 
felt  to  be  more  than  probable,  what,  by  (JeoTge !  I  feel  to  be 
perfectly  certain,  and  any  man  is  a  humbug  who  contradicts  it,  and 
a  malignant  miscreant,  and  the  world  is  full  of  fellows  who  will 
never  give  another  man  credit ;  and  I  swear  that  to  recognise  and 
feel  merit  in  poetry,  painting,  music,  rope-dancing,  an3rthing,  is  the 
greatest  delight  and  joy  of  my  existence.  I  say — ^what  was  I 
saying  ] " 

''  You  were  saying,  Philip,  that  you  love  to  recognise  the  merits 
of  all  men  whom  you  see,"  says  gentle  Agnes;  "and  I  believe 
you  do." 

"  Yes  I  "  cries  Phil,  tossing  about  the  fair  locks.  "  I  think  I 
do.  Thank  Heaven,  I  do.  I  know  fellows  who  can  do  many 
things  better  than  I  do — everything  better  than  I  do." 

"  Oh,  Philip  !  "  sighs  the  lady. 

"  But  I  don't  hate  'em  for  it." 

"  You  never  hated  any  one,  sir.  You  are  too  brave !  Can  you 
fancy  Philip  hating  any  one,  mamma  ? " 

Mamma  is  writing :  "  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Talbot  Twysdkn  request 
the  honour  of  Admiral  and  Mrs.  Da\18  Locker's  company  at 
dinner  on  Thursday  the  so-and-so."  "  Philip  what  ? "  says  mamma, 
looking  up  from  her  card.  *'  Philip  hating  any  one  !  Philip  eating 
any  one  !  Philip  !  we  have  a  little  dinner  on  the  24th.  We  shall 
ask  your  father  to  dine.  We  must  not  have  too  many  of  the  fiunfly. 
Come  in  afterwards,  please." 
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"  Yes,  aunt,"  Bays  downright  Phil, 
giria  wieh,  You  know  tea  is  not  my  ii 
dinners,  except  in  my  own  way,  and  witii^— " 

"  And  with  your  own  horrid  set,  sir  ! " 

"Well,"  iaya  Sultan  Philip,  flinpng  bimsflf  out  on  the  sofa, 
and  lording  on  the  ottoman,  "I  like  mine  ease  and  mine  inn." 

"  Ah,  Philip !  you  grow  more  selfiah  every  day.  1  mean  men 
do,"  sighed  Agnes. 

You  will  suppose  mamma  leaves  the  room  at  this  junrture. 
She  haa  that  eonfidenee  in  dear  Philip  and  the  dear  girla,  that  she 
sometimes  doet  lenvc  the  room  wiien  Agnes  and  Phil  are  together. 
She  will  leave  Reuben,  the  eldest  bom,  with  her  daughters  :  hut 
my  poor  dear  little  younger  sun  of  a  Joseph,  if  you  suppose  she  will 
leave  the  nwm  and  yoti  alono  in  it — 0  my  dear  Joseph,  you  may 
just  jump  down  the  well  at  onee  \  Momma,  I  say,  has  left  the 
rouiii  at  laiit,  lowing  with  a  perfect  sweetness  and  calm  graee  and 
gravity ;  and  she  has  slipped  down  the  stairs,  searce  more  noisy 
thau  the  shadow  that  slants  over  the  faded  carpet  (oh  !  the  faded 
shadow,  the  faded  sunshine  !) — mamma  is  gone,  1  eay,  to  the  lower 
regions,  und  with  perfect  good  breeding  is  torturing  the  butler  on 
his  bottle-rack — is  squeezing  the  housekeeper  in  her  jam-closet — is 
vatcliiag  the  three  cold  cntlets  shuddering  in  the  lanler  behind  the 
viree — is  blandly  glancing  at  the  kitchen-maid  until  the  poor  wench 
&ncieB  the  piene  of  baixin  is  discovered  which  she  gave  to  the 
croeeixg-sweeper — and  calmly  penetrating  John  until  he  feels  sure 
bis  inmost  heart  is  revealed  to  her,  as  it  throbs  within  his  worsted- 
laced  waistcoat,  and  she  knows  about  that  pawning  of  master's  old 
boota  (beastly  old  higlilows !),  and— and,  in  fact,  all  the  most  inti- 
mate circumstancee  of  his  existence.  A  wretched  maid,  who  has 
been  ironing  collars,  or  what  not,  gives  her  mistress  a  shuddering 
curtsey,  and  slinks  away  with  her  laces ;  and  meanwhile  our  girl 
xaA  boy  are  prattling  in  the  drawing-roora. 

About  what'(  Aboal  everything  on  which  Philip  chooses  to 
talk,  There  is  nobody  to  contradict  him  but  himself,  and  then 
his  pretty  hearer  vows  and  declares  he  has  not  been  so  very  con- 
tradictory. He  Bpouta  his  favourite  poems.  "  Delightful !  Do, 
Philip,  read  us  some  Walter  Scott !  He  is,  as  you  say,  the  most 
&esh,  the  most  manly,  the  most  kindly  of  poetic  writers^not  of 
the  first  cla£s,  certainly.  In  fiict,  he  has  written  most  dreadful 
bo«h,  as  you  call  it  so  droUy ;  and  bo  hna  Wordsworth,  though  he 
is  one  of  the  greatest  of  men,  and  has  reached  sometimes  to  the 
very  greatest  height  and  sublimity  of  poetry  ;  but  now  you  put  it, 
I  must  confess  he  is  often  an  old  bore,  and  I  certainly  should  hare 

:  to  sleep  during  the  'Excuraion,'  only  you  read  it  so  nicely. 
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You  don't  think  the  new  compoeers  as  good  as  the  old  ones,  and 
love  mamma's  old-&shioned  playing  t  Well,  Philip,  it  is  delightliil, 
so  lady-like,  so  feminine  !  "  Or,  perhaps,  Philip  has  just  come  firom 
Hyde  Park,  and  says,  *'  As  I  passed  by  Apsley  House,  I  saw  the 
Duke  come  out,  with  his  old  blue  firock  and  white  trousers  and 
dear  face.  I  have  seen  a  picture  of  him  in  an  old  S%tropean 
Magazine^  which  I  think  I  like  better  than  all — gives  me  the  idea 
of  one  of  the  brightest  men  in  the  world.  The  brare  eyes  gleam 
at  you  out  of  the  picture  ;  and  there's  a  smile  on  the  resolute  lip^ 
which  seems  to  ensure  triumph.  Agnes,  Assaye  must  have  been 
glorious ! " 

'*  Glorious,  Philip  ! "  says  Agnes,  who  had  never  heard  of  Assaye 
before  in  her  life.  Arbela,  perhaps ;  Salamis,  Marathon,  Agincourt, 
Blenheim,  Busaco — where  dear  grandpapa  was  killed — Waterloo, 
Armageddon ;  but  Assaye )     Que  voulez-vatu  1 

*'  Think  of  that  ordinarily  prudent  man,  and  how  greatly  be 
knew  how  to  dare  when  occasion  came !  I  should  like  to  have 
died  after  winning  such  a  game.  He  has  never  done  anything  so 
exciting  since." 

"A  game?  I  thought  it  was  a  battle  just  now,"  murmurs 
Agnes  in  her  miud  ;  but  there  may  be  some  misunderstanding 
"  Ah,  Philip,"  she  says,  **  I  fear  excitement  is  too  much  the  life  of 
all  young  men  now.     When  will  you  be  quiet  and  steady,  sir  P 

"And  go  to  an  office  every  day,  like  my  uncle  and  cousin: 
and  read  the  newspaper  for  three  hours,  and  trot  back  and  see 
you." 

•  "  Well,  sir  I  that  ought  not  to  be  such  very  bad  amusement," 
says  one  of  the  ladies. 

"  What  a  clumsy  wretch  I  am  I  my  foot  is  always  trampling  on 
something  or  somebody  !  "  groans  Phil. 

"  You  must  oome  to  us,  and  we  will  teach  you  to  dance.  Bruin  I " 
says  gentle  Agnes,  smiling  on  him.  I  think  when  very  much 
agitated,  her  pulse  must  have  gone  up  to  forty.  Her  blood  must 
have  been  a  light  pink.  The  heart  that  beat  under  that  pretty 
white  chest,  which  she  exposed  so  liberally,  may  have  throbbed 
pretty  quickly  once  or  t^it^e  with  waltzing,  but  otherwise  nerff 
rose  or  fell  beyond  its  natural  gentle  undulation.  It  may  have  hid 
throbs  of  grief  at  a  disappointment  occasioned  by  the  milliner  not 
bringing  a  dress  home  ;  or  have  felt  some  little  fluttering  impolse  of 
youthful  passion  when  it  was  in  short  frocks,  and  Master  Grimsby 
at  the  dancing-school  showed  some  preference  for  another  yooig 
pupil  out  of  the  nurser}-.  But  feelings,  and  hopes,  and  blusheB,  and 
passions  now  ?  Psha  !  They  pass  away  like  nursery  dreams.  Nov 
there  are  only  proprieties.     What  is  love,  young  heart  t    It  is  tvo 
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tbooBand  a  year,  at  the  very  lowest  computation ;  and,  with  the 
present  riae  in  wages  and  house-rent,  that  calculation  can't  last  very 
long.  liOYet  Attachment?  Look  at  Frank  Maythom,  with  his 
TenuJ  blusheB,  his  leafy  whiskers,  his  sunshiny  laughing  fkce,  and 
all  the  birds  of  spring  carolling  in  his  jolly  voice ;  and  old  Oeneral 
Pinwood  hobbling  in  on  his  cork  leg,  with  his  stars  and  orders,  and 
leering  round  the  room  from  under  his  painted  eyebrows.  Will  my 
modest  nymph  go  to  Maythom,  or  to  yonder  leering  Satyr,  who 
totters  towards  her  in  his  white  and  rouge  ?  Nonsense.  She  gives 
her  garland  to  the  old  man,  to  be  sure.  He  is  ten  times  as  rich 
as  the  young  one.  And  so  they  went  on  in  Arcadia  itself,  really. 
Not  in  that  namby-pamby  ballet  and  idyll  world,  where  they 
tripped  up  to  each  other  in  rhythm,  and  talked  hexameters ;  but 
in  the  real  downright  no-mistake  country — Arcadia — where  Tityrus, 
fluting  to  Amaryllis  in  the  shade,  had  his  pipe  very  soon  put  out 
when  Meliboeus  (the  great  grazier)  performed  on  his  melodious, 
exquisite,  irresistible  cowhoni ;  and  where  Daphne's  mother  dressed 
her  up  with  ribbons  and  drove  her  to  market,  and  sold  her,  and 
swapped  her,  and  bartered  her  like  any  other  lamb  in  the  fidr. 
This  one  has  been  trotted  to  the  market  so  long  now  that  she  knows 
the  way  herself.  Her  baa  has  been  heard  for — do  not  let  us  count 
how  many  seasons.  She  has  nibbled  out  of  countless  hands ;  frisked 
in  many  thousand  dances ;  conic  quite  harmless  away  from  goodness 
knows  how  many  wolves.  Ah !  ye  lambs  and  raddled  innocents 
of  our  Arcadia !  Ah,  old  £ive  I  Is  it  of  your  ladyship  this 
fiible  is  narrated?  I  say  it  is  as  old  as  Cadmus,  and  man-and- 
matton-kind. 

So,  when  Philip  comes  to  Beaunash  Street,  Agnes  listens  to 
him  most  kindly,  sweetly,  gently,  and  affectionately.  Her  pulse 
goes  up  very  nearly  half  a  beat  when  the  echo  of  his  horse's  heels 
is  beard  in  the  quiet  street.  It  undergoes  a  corresponding  de- 
pression when  the  daily  grief  of  parting  is  encountered  and  over- 
come. Blanche  and  Agnes  don't  love  each  other  very  passionately. 
If  I  may  say  as  much  regarding  those  two  lambkins,  they  butt  at 
eadi  other — they  quarrel  with  each  other — but  they  have  secret 
anderstandings.  During  Phil's  visits  the  girls  remain  together, 
yon  understand,  or  mamma  is  ^ith  the  young  people.  Female 
friends  may  come  in  to  call  on  Mrs.  Twysden,  and  the  matrons 
whisper  together,  and  glance  at  the  cousins,  and  look  knowing. 
"  Poor  orphan  boy ! "  mamma  says  to  a  sister  matron.  ^'  I  am 
like  a  mother  to  him  since  my  dear  sister  die<l.  His  own  home 
is  so  Uank,  and  ours  so  merry,  so  affectionate  !  There  may  be 
Intimacy,  tender  reganl,  the  utmost  confidence  Itetween  cousins — 
there  may  be  future  and  even  closer  ties  between  them — but  you 
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understand,  dear  Mrs.  Matcham,  no  engagement  betwe^i  ihetiL 
He  is  eager,  hot-headed,  impetuous,  and  imprudent,  as  we  all 
know.  She  has  not  seen  the  world  enough — is  not  sure  of  herself^ 
poor  dear  child  !  Therefore  every  circumspection,  erery  caution 
is  necessary.  There  must  be  no  engagement,  no  letters  between 
them.  My  darling  Agnes  does  not  write  to  ask  him  to  dinner 
without  showing  the  note  to  me  or  her  fieither.  My  dearest  girls 
respect  themselves,"  "Of  course,  my  dear  Mrs.  Twyaden,  they 
are  admirable,  both  of  them.  Bless  you,  darlings !  Agnes,  you 
look  radiant !  Ah,  Rosa,  my  child,  I  wish  you  had  dear  Blanche's 
complexion ! " 

"And  isn't  it  monstrous  keeping  that  poor  boy  hanging  on 
until  Mr.  Woolcomb  has  made  up  his  mind  about  coming  for- 
ward?" says  dear  Mrs.  Matcham  to  her  own  dau^ter,  as  her 
brougham-door  closes  on  the  pair.  "Here  he  comes!  Here  is 
his  cab.  Maria  Twysden  is  one  of  the  smartest  women  in  En^and 
— that  she  is." 

"How  odd  it  is,  mamma,  that  the  beau  coutin  and  Captain 
Woolcomb  are  always  calling,  and  never  call  together!"  remarks 
the  ingenue. 

"  They  might  quarrel  if  they  met  They  say  young  Mr.  Flrmin 
is  very  quarrelsome  and  impetuous ! "  says  mamma. 

"  But  how  are  they  kept  apart  ? " 

"  Chance,  my  dear !  mere  chance  I "  says  mamma.     And  they 
agree  to  say  it  is  chance — and  they  agree  to  pretend  to  believe 
one  another.     And  the  girl  and  the  mother  know  everything  about 
Woolcomb's  property,  everything  about  Philip's  property  and  ex- 
pectations, everything  about  all  the  young  men  in  London,  and 
those  coming  on.      And  Mrs.   Matcham's  girl  fished  for  Captain 
Woolcomb  last  year  in  Scotland,  at  Loch-hookey ;  and  stalked  him 
to  Paris ;  and  they  went  down  on  their  knees  to  Lady  Banboir 
when  they  heard  of  the  theatricals  at  the  Cross ;  and  pursued  that 
man  about  until  he  is  forced  to  say,  "  Confound  me  !     Hang  mcl 
it's  too  bad  of  that  woman  and  her  daughter,  it  is  now,  I  give 
you  my  honour  it  is  !     And  all  the  fellows  chaff  me !     And  she 
took  a  house  in  Regent's  Park,  opposite  our  barracks,  and  asked 
for  her  daughter  to  learn   to  ride  in  our  school — Fm  blest  if  she 
didn't,  Mrs.  Twysden  !  and  I  thought  my  black  mare  would  hsw 
kicked  her  off  one  day — I  mean  the  (laughter — but  she  stuck  oo 
like  grim  death  ;   and  the  fellows  call  them  Mrs.  Grim  Death  and 
her  daughter.     Our  surgeon  called  them  so,  and  a  dooeid  rum  feUotr 
— and  they  chaff  me  alxMit  it,  you  know — ever  so  many  of  the  feDo^i 
do — and  Fm  not  going  to  he  had  in  that  way  by  Mrs.  Grim  DctA 
and  her  daughter !     No,  not  as  I  knows,  if  you  please ! " 
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''  You  are  a  dreadful  man,  and  you  gave  her  a  dreadful  name, 
Captain  Woolcomb ! "  says  mamma. 

''  It  wasn't  me.  It  was  the  sui^geon,  you  know,  Miss  A^es : 
a  doosid  funny  and  witty  fellow,  Nixon  is — and  sent  a  thing  once 
to  Punch,  Nixon  did.  I  heard  him  make  the  riddle  in  Albany 
Barracks  and  it  riled  Foker  so !  YouVe  no  idea  how  it  riled  Foker, 
for  he's  in  it ! " 

**  In  it  1 "  asks  Agnes,  with  the  gentle  smile,  the  candid  blue  eyes 
— the  same  eyes,  expression,  lips,  that  smile  and  sparkle  at  Philip. 

"  Here  it  is !  Capital !  Took  it  down  !  Wrote  it  into  my 
pocket-book  at  once  as  Nixon  made  it.  ^  All  doctors  like  my 
first,  that's  clear  I  *  Dr.  Firmin  does  that.  Old  Parr  Street  party  ! 
Don't  you  see,  Miss  Agnes !     Fee  !     Don't  you  see  ? " 

''Fee!  Oh,  you  droll  thing!"  cries  Agnes,  smiling,  radiant, 
7ery  much  puzzled. 

"  *  My  second,' "  goes  on  the  young  officer — '*  *  My  second  gives 
us  Foker's  heer  /  * " 

"  *  My  whalers  the  shortest  month  in  ail  the  year  I '  Don't  you 
see,  Mrs.  Twysden?  Fee-Brewery,  don't  you  see?  February! 
A  doosid  good  one,  isn't  it  now  %  and  I  wonder  Punch  never  put  it 
in.  And,  upon  my  word,  I  used  to  spell  it  Febuary  before,  I  did ; 
and  I  daresay  ever  so  many  fellows  do  still.  And  I  know  the  right 
way  now,  and  all  from  that  riddle  which  Nixon  made." 

The  ladies  declare  he  is  a  droll  man,  and  full  of  fim  He  rattles 
on,  artlessly  telling  his  little  stories  of  sport,  drink,  adventure,  in 
which  the  dusky  little  man  himself  is  a  prominent  figure.  Not 
honey-mouthed  Plato  would  be  listened  to  more  kindly  by  those 
three  ladies.  A  bland  frank  smile  shines  over  Talbot  Twysden's 
noble  face,  as  he  comes  in  from  his  office,  and  finds  the  Creole 
prattling.  "  What  I  you  here,  Woolcomb  ?  Hey !  Glad  to  see 
you  ! "  And  tiie  gallant  hand  goes  out  and  meets  and  grasps  Wool- 
comb's  tiny  kid  glove. 

'*  He  has  been  so  amusing,  papa !  He  has  been  making  us  die  with 
laughing  !     Tell  papa  that  riddle  you  made,  Captain  Woolcomb." 

"  That  riddle  I  made  ?  That  riddle  Nixon,  our  surgeon,  made 
*  All  doctors  like  my  first,  that's  clear,' "  &c. 

And  iia  capo.  And  the  family,  as  he  expounds  this  admirable 
rebus,  gather  round  the  young  officer  in  a  group,  and  the  curtain 
drops. 

As  in  a  theatre  booth  at  a  fair  there  are  two  or  three  perform- 
ances in  a  day,  so  in  Beaunash  Street  a  little  genteel  comedy  is 
played  twice : — at  four  o'clock  with  Mr.  Firmin,  at  five  o'clock 
with  Mr.  Woolcomb;  and  for  both  young  gentlemen,  same  smiles, 
same  eyes,  same  voice,  same  welcome.     Ah,  bravo  I  ah,  encore  I 


CHAPTER  X 

IN  WHICH  WE  VISIT  *' ADMIRAL  BYSG^ 

FROM  long  residence  in  Bohemia,  and  fieital  love  of  badidor 
ease  and  habits,  Master  Philip's  pure  tastes  were  so  destroyed, 
and  his  manners  so  perverted,  that,  you  will  hardly  bdieTe 
it,  he  was  actually  indifferent  to  the  pleasures  of  the  refined  home 
we  have  just  been  describing;  and,  when  Agnes  was  away,  some- 
times even  when  she  was  at  home,  was  quite  relieved  to  get  out  of 
Beaunash  Street     He  is  hardly  twenty  yards  from  the  door,  when 
out  of  his  pocket  there  comes  a  case ;  out  of  the  case  there  jumps 
an  aromatic  cigar,  which  is  scattering  fragrance  anmnd  as  he  is 
marching  briskly  northwards  to  his  next  house  of  calL     The  pace 
is  even  more  lively  now  than  when  he  is  hastening  on  what  you 
call  the  wings  of  love  to  Beaunash  Street.     At  the  house  whither 
he  is  now  going,  he  and  the  cigar  are  always  welcome.     There  is 
no  need  of  munching  orange  chips,    or  chewing  scented  pills,  or 
flinging  your  weed  away  half-a-mile  before  you  reach  Thomhangfa 
Street — the  low  vulgar  place.     I  promise  you  Phil  may  smoke  at 
Brandon's,  and  find  others  doing  the  same.     He  may  set  the  house 
on  fire,  if  so  minded,  such  a  favourite  is  he  there ;  and  the  Little 
Sister,  with  her  kind  beaming  smile,   will  be  there  to  bid  him 
welcome.     How  that  woman  loved  Phil,  and  how  he  loved  her,  is 
quite  a  curiosity  ;  and  both  of  them  used  to  be  twitted  with  this 
attachment  by  their  mutual  friends,   and  blush  as  they  acknow- 
ledged it.     Ever  since  the  little  nurse  had  saved  his  life  as  a  school- 
boy, it  was  a  la  vU  a  la   niort   between   them.     PhQ's   fiither's     j 
chariot  used  to  come  t4>  Thomhausrh   Street  sometimes — at  rare 
times — and  the  Doctor  descend  thence  and  have  colloquies  with  the 
Little  Sister.     She  attended  a  patient  or  two  of  his.     She  wis 
certainly  very  much  better  off  in  her  money  matters  in  these  late 
years,  since  she  had  known  Dr.  Firmin.     Do  you  think  she  took 
money  from  hiui  ?     As  a  novelist,  who  knows  everything  about  his 
people,  I  am  constrained  to  say.  Yes.     She  took  enough  to  psy 
some  little  bills  of  her  weak-mindetl  old  father,  and  send  the  hailifTs 
hand  fn)m  his  old  collar.     But  no  more.     "  I  think  you  owe  him 
as  much  as  that,"  she  said  to  the  Doctor.     But  as  for  oomplimeots 
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between  them — "  Dr.  Firmin,  I  would  die  rather  than  bo  beholden 
to  you  for  anything,"  she  said,  with  her  little  limbs  all  in  a  tremor, 
and  her  eyes  flashing  anger.  "  How  dare  you,  sir,  after  old  days, 
be  a  coward  and  pay  compliments  to  me ;  I  will  tell  your  son  of 
you,  sir ! "  and  the  little  woman  looked  az  if  she  could  have  stabbed 
the  elderly  libertine  there  as  he  stood.  And  he  shrugged  his 
handsome  shoulders :  blushed  a  little  too,  perhaps :  gave  her  one 
of  his  darkling  looks,  and  departed.  She  had  believed  him  once. 
She  had  married  him,  as  she  fancied.  He  had  tired  of  her; 
forsaken  her;  left  her — left  her  even  without  a  name.  She  had 
not  known  his  for  long  years  after  her  trust  and  his  deceit  "  No, 
sir,  I  wouldn't  have  your  name  now,  not  if  it  were  a  lord's,  I 
wouldn't,  and  a  coronet  on  your  carriage.  You  are  beneath  me 
now,  Mr.  Brand  Firmin  ! "  she  had  said. 

How  came  she  to  love  the  boy  so  ?  Years  back,  in  her  own 
horrible  extremity  of  misery,  she  could  remember  a  week  or  two 
of  a  brief,  strange,  exquisite  happiness,  which  came  to  her  in  the 
midst  of  her  degradation  and  desertion,  and  for  a  few  days  a  baby 
in  her  arms,  with  eyes  like  Philip's.  It  was  taken  from  her,  after 
a  few  days — only  sixteen  days.  Insanity  came  upon  her,  as  her 
dead  in&nt  was  carried  away : — insanity,  and  fever,  and  struggle 
— ah !  who  knows  how  dreadful  ?  She  never  does.  There  is  a 
gi^  in  her  life  which  she  never  can  recall  quite.  But  George 
Bnuid  Firmin,  Esq.,  M.D.,  knows  how  very  frequent  are  such 
cases  of  mania,  and  that  women  who  don't  speak  about  them  often 
vUl  cherish  them  for  years  after  they  appear  to  have  passed  away. 
The  Little  Sister  says,  quite  gravely,  sometimes,  '*  They  are  allowed 
to  come  back.  They  do  come  back.  Else  what's  the  good  of  little 
cbemba  bein'  bom,  and  smilin',  and  happy,  and  beautiful — say,  for 
axteen  days,  and  then  an  endf  I've  talked  about  it  to  many 
bdiea  in  grief  simlar  to  mine  was,  and  it  comforts  them.  And 
I  saw  that  child  on  his  sick-bed,  and  he  lifted  his  eyes,  / 
Aim,  I  tell  you,  Mrs.  Ridley.  I  don't  speak  about  it ;  but  I 
knew  him,  ma'am ;  my  angel  came  back  again.  I  know  him  by 
the  eyes.  Look  at  'em.  Did  you  ever  see  such  eyes  ?  They  look 
as  if  they  had  seen  heaven.  His  Other's  don't."  Mrs.  Ridley 
bdieres  this  theory  solenmly,  and  I  think  I  know  a  lady,  nearly 
ooonected  with  myself,  who  can't  be  got  quite  to  disown  it.  And 
thia  secret  opinion  to  women  in  grief  and  sorrow  over  their  new- 
born lost  infknts  Mrs.  Brandon  persists  in  imparting'.  *^  I  know 
a  CMe,"  the  nurse  murmurs,  "of  a  i>oor  mother  who  lost  her 
chfld  at  sixteen  days  old ;  and  sixteen  years  after,  on  the  very  day, 
die  flaw  him  again." 

Philip  knows  so  far  of  the  Little  Sinter  s  story,  that  he  is  the 
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object  of  this  ddunon,  and,  indeed,  it  very  strangdy  and  tenderiy 
affects  him.  He  remembers  fitfully  the  iUness  through  whkh  the 
Little  Sister  tended  him,  the  wild  paroxysms  of  his  fever,  his  head 
throbbing  on  her  shoulders — cool  tamarind  drinks  which  she  ai^died 
to  his  lips — great  gusty  night  shadows  flickering  throng  the  bare 
schod  dormitory — the  little  figure  of  the  nurse  gliding  in  and  out 
of  the  dark.  He  must  be  aware  of  the  recognition,  which  we  know 
of,  and  which  took  place  at  his  bedside,  though  he  has  never 
mentioned  it — not  to  his  fiither,  not  to  Caroline.  But  he  clings  to 
the  woman,  and  shrinks  from  the  man.  Is  it  instinctive  love  and 
antipathy  ?  The  special  reason  for  his  quarrel  with  his  &ther  the 
junior  Firmin  has  never  explicitly  told  me  then  or  since.  I  have 
known  sons  much  more  confidential,  and  who,  when  thdr  fiithers 
tripped  and  stumbled,  would  bring  their  acquaintances  to  jeer  at 
the  patriarch  in  his  £iil. 

One  day,  as  Philip  enters  Thomhaugh  Street,  and  the  SvBtef& 
little  parlour  there,  &ncy  his  astonishment  on  finding  his  fiither^s 
dingy  friend,  the  Reverend  Tufton  Hunt,  at  his  ease  by  the  fireside. 
"  Surprised  to  aee  me  here,  eh  ?  "  says  the  dingy  gentleman,  with  a 
sneer  at  Philip's  lonily  face  of  wonder  and  disgust.  "  Mrs.  Brandon 
and  I  turn  out  to  be  very  old  friends," 

''Yes,  sir,  old  acquaintances,"  says  the  Little  Sister,  very 
gravely. 

"The  Captain  brought  me  home  from  the  club  at  the  'B3rng.' 
Jolly  fellows  the  Byngs.  My  service  to  you,  Mr.  €rann  and  Mrs. 
Brandou."  And  the  two  persons  addressed  by  the  gentleman,  who 
is  "taking  some  refreshment,"  as  the  phrase  is,  made  a  bow  in 
acknowledgment  of  this  salutation. 

"You  should  have  been  at  Mr.  Philip's  call-supper.  Captain 
Gann,"  the  divine  resumes.  "  That  iras  a  night !  Tiptop  swells — 
noblemen — first-rate  claret.  That  claret  of  your  Other's,  Philip,  is 
pretty  nearly  drunk  doTi-n.  And  your  song  was  famous.  Did  you 
ever  hear  him  sing,  Mrs.  Brandon  ? " 

"  Who  do  you  mean  by  him  1 "  says  Philip,  who  always  boiled 
with  rage  before  this  man. 

Caroline  divines  the  antipathy.  She  lays  a  little  hand  on 
Philip's  arm.  "  Mr.  Hunt  hus  been  having  too  much,  I  think,"  she 
says.     "  I  did  know  him  ever  so  long  ago,  Philip ! " 

"  ^^llat  does  he  mean  by  Him  ? "  again  says  Philip,  snorting  at 
Tuflon  Hunt. 

"  Him  1— Dr.  Luther's  Hymn  !  *  Wein,  Weib,  und  Gesang,'  to 
be  sure ! "  cries  the  clergyman,  huuimiug  the  tune.  "  I  learned  it 
in  Gcnnany  myself — pjussed  a  gixni  (leal  of  time  in  Germany, 
Captain    Grann — six  months   in    a   specially  shady   plaoe — Quod 
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Straaw,  in  Frankfort-on- the -Maine  —  being  persecuted  by  some 
wkkfid  JewB  there.  And  there  waa  another  poor  English  chap  in 
tbe  place,  too,  who  used  to  chirp  that  song  behind  the  bars,  and 
died  there,  and  disappointed  the  Philistines.  IVe  seen  a  deal  of 
life,  I  have;  and  met  with  a  precious  deal  of  misfortune;  and 
bonie  it  pretty  stoutly,  too,  since  your  father  and  I  were  at  college 
tog^her,  Philip.  You  don't  do  anything  in  this  way?  Not  so 
eariy,  eh?  It's  good  rum,  Gann,  and  no  mistake."  And  again  the 
chaplain  drinks  to  the  Captain,  who  waves  the  dingy  hand  of 
ho^tality  towards  his  dark  guest. 

For  seTeral  months  past  Hunt  had  now  been  a  resident  in 
London,  and  a  pretty  constant  visitor  at  Dr.  Firmin's  house.  He 
came  and  went  at  liis  will.  He  made  the  place  his  house  of  call ; 
and  in  the  Doctor's  trim,  silent,  orderly  mansion  was  perfectly  free, 
talkatiye,  dirty,  and  familiar.  Philip's  loathing  for  the  man  in- 
creased till  it  reached  a  pitch  of  frantic  hatred.  Mr.  Phil,  theoreti- 
cally a  Radical,  and  almost  a  Republican  (in  opposition,  perhaps,  to 
his  £Bither,  who,  of  course,  held  the  highly  respectable  line  of  politics) 
— Mr.  Sansculotte  Phil  was  personally  one  of  the  most  aristocratic 
and  overbearing  of  young  gentlemen ;  and  had  a  contempt  and 
hatred  for  mean  people,  for  base  people,  for  servile  people,  and 
(Specially  for  too  ^miliar  people,  which  was  not  a  little  amusing 
sometimes,  which  was  provoking  often,  but  which  he  never  was  at 
the  least  pains  of  disguising.  His  uncle  and  cousin  Twysden,  for 
example,  he  treated  not  half  so  civilly  as  their  footmen.  Little 
Talbot  humbled  himself  before  Phil,  and  felt  not  always  easy  in 
hia  company.  Young  Twysden  hated  him,  and  did  not  disguise  his 
sentiments  at  the  dub,  or  to  their  mutual  acquaintance  behind  Phil's 
broad  back.  And  Phil,  for  his  part,  adopte<l  towards  his  cousin  a 
kick-me-downstairs  manner,  which  I  own  must  have  been  provoking 
to  that  gentleman,  who  was  Phil's  senior  by  three  years,  a  clerk  in 
a  public  office,  a  member  of  several  good  clubs,  and  altogether  a 
genteel  member  of  society.  Phil  would  often  forget  Ringwood 
Twyaden's  presence,  and  pursue  his  own  conversation  entirely  re- 
^tfdless  of  Ringwood's  observations.  He  was  very  rude,  I  own. 
Que  vouUz-vous?  We  have  all  of  us  our  little  failings,  and  one 
of  Philip's  was  an  ignorant  impatience  of  bores,  i>arasites,  and 
pretenders. 

So  no  wonder  my  young  gentleman  was  not  very  fond  of  his 
Other's  friend,  the  dingy  gaol  chaplain.  I,  who  am  the  most 
U^erant  man  in  the  world,  as  all  my  friends  know,  liked  Hunt  little 
better  than  Phil  did.  The  man's  presence  made  me  uneasy.  His 
dreaa,  his  complexion^  his  teeth,  his  l(»er  at  women — Qu^  sais-je  f — 
ererything  was  unpleasant  about  this  Mr.  Hunt,  and  his  gsiicty  and 
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&miliarity  more  specially  disgusting  than  even  his  hostility.  The 
wonder  was  that  battle  had  not  taken  place  between  Philip  and  the 
gaol  clergyman,  who,  I  suppose,  was  accustomed  to  be  disliked,  and 
laughed  with  cynical  good-humour  at  the  other's  disgust. 

Hunt  was  a  visitor  of  many  tavern-parlours;  and  one  day, 
strolling  out  of  the  "  Admiral  Byng,"  he  saw  his  friend  Dr.  Firmin's 
well-known  equipage  stopping  at  a  door  in  Thomhaugh  Street,  out 
of  which  the  Doctor  presently  came ;  "  Brandon  "  was  on  the  door. 
Brandon,  Brandon  ?  Hunt  remembered  a  dark  transaction  of  more 
than  twenty  years  ago — of  a  woman  deceived  by  this  Finnin,  who 
then  chose  to  go  by  the  name  of  Brandon.  "He  lives  with  her 
still,  the  old  hypocrite,  or  he  has  gone  back  to  her,"  thought  the 
parson.  Oh,  you  old  sinner !  And  the  next  time  he  called  in  Old 
Parr  Street  on  his  dear  old  college  friend,  Mr.  Hunt  waa  specially 
jocular,  and  frightfully  unpleasant  and  familiar. 

"Saw  your  trap  Tottenham  Court  Road  way,''  says  the  slang- 
parson,  nodding  to  the  physician. 

"  Have  some  patients  there.  People  are  ill  in  Tottenham  Court 
Road,"  remarks  the  Doctor. 

"  *  Pallida  mors  aequo  pede ' — hey,  Doctor  ?  What  used  Flaocus 
to  say,  when  we  were  undergrads  ?  " 

"  *  iEquo  pede,' "  sighs  the  Doctor,  casting  up  his  fine  eyes  to 
the  ceiling. 

"  Sly  old  fox !  Not  a  word  will  he  say  about  her ! "  thinks  the 
clergyman.  "  Yes,  yes,  I  remember.  Aid,  by  Jove !  €kum  was 
the  name," 

Gann  was  also  the  name  of  that  queer  old  man  who  frequented 
the  "Admiral  Byng,"  where  the  ale  was  so  good — the  old  boy 
whom  they  called  the  Captain.  Yes  ;  it  was  clear  now.  That  ugly 
business  was  patched  up.  The  astute  Hunt  saw  it  all.  The  Doctor 
still  kept  up  a  connection  with  the — the  party.  And  that  is  her 
old  father,  sure  enough.  "  The  old  fox,  the  old  fox !  I've  earthe*! 
him,  have  I  ?  This  is  a  good  game.  I  wanted  a  little  something 
to  do,  and  this  will  excite  mc,"  thinks  the  clergyman. 

I  am  describing  what  I  never  could  have  seen  or  heard,  and 
can  guarantee  only  verisimilitude,  not  truth,  in  my  report  of  the 
private  conversation  of  these  worthies.  The  end  of  scores  and 
scores  of  Hunt's  conversations  with  his  friend  waa  the  same— an 
application  for  money.  If  it  rained  when  Hunt  parted  from  his 
college  chum,  it  was,  "  I  say,  Doctor,  I  shall  spoil  my  new  hat, 
and  I'm  blest  if  I  have  any  money  to  take  a  cab.  Thank  you,  old 
boy.  Au  revoir."  If  the  day  was  fine,  it  was,  "  My  old  blacb 
show  the  white  seams  so,  that  you  must  out  of  your  charity  nig 
me  out  with  a  new  pair.     Not  your  tailor.     He  is  too  expenan. 
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Thank  you — a  couple  of  aoTereigns  will  do.''  And  the  Doctor  takes 
two  from  the  mantelpiece,  and  the  divine  retires,  jingling  the  gold 
in  his  greasy  pocket. 

The  Doctor  is  going  after  the  few  words  about  pallida  mon^ 
and  has  taken  up  tluit  well-brushed  broad  hat,  with  that  ever  fresh 
lining,  which  we  all  admire  in  him — "  Oh,  I  say,  Firmin  !  ^  breaks 
oQt  the  dei^^nuin.  '*  Before  you  go  out,  you  must  lend  me  a  few 
ion,  please.  They've  cleaned  me  out  in  Air  Street.  That  con- 
founded roulette  !     It's  a  madness  with  me." 

"By  George !"  cries  the  other,  with  a  strong  execration,  "you 
Me  too  bad,  Hunt.  Every  week  of  my  life  you  come  to  me  for 
money.  You  have  had  plenty.  Go  elsewhere.  I  won't  give 
it  you." 

"Yes,  you  will,  old  boy,"  says  the  other,  looking  at  him  a 

terrible  look ;  "for " 

"  For  what  ? "  says  the  Doctor,  the  veins  of  his  tall  forehead 
growing  very  full. 

'*For  old  times'  sake,"  says  the  clergyman.  "There's  seven 
of  'em  on  the  table  in  bits  of  pajjer — that'll  do  nicely."  And  he 
•veeps  the  fees  with  a  dirty  hand  into  a  dirty  pouch.  "  Halloa  ! 
Swetrin'  and  cursin'  before  a  clergj-man.  Don't  cut  up  rough,  old 
feUow !     Go  and  take  the  air.     It'll  cool  you." 

"  I  <lon't  think  I  would  like  that  fellow  to  attend  me,  if  I  was 
ack,"  says  Hunt,  shuffling  away,  rolling  the  plunder  in  his  greasy 
lumL  "  I  don't  think  I'd  like  to  meet  him  by  moonlight  alone, 
in  I  vay  quiet  lane.  He's  a  determinetl  chap.  And  his  eyes  mean 
nicking  maiecho,  his  eyes  do.  Phew ! "  And  he  laughs,  and 
nukes  a  rude  observation  about  Dr.  P^irmin's  eyes. 

That  afternoon,  the  gents  who  usetl  the  "Admiral  Byng"  re- 

mrked  the  reappearance  of  the  jiarty  who  looked  in  last  evening, 

tod  who  now  stood  glasses  round,  and  made  himself  uncommon 

agreeable  to  be  sure.     Old  Mr.  Ridley  says  he  is  quite  the  gentle- 

maa.     "  Hevident  have  been  in  foring  parts  a  great  deal,  and  si)eak8 

the  languages.     Probbly  have  'ail  misfortunes,   which  many  'ave 

ad    them.     Drinks    rum-and-water    tremei\jous.     'Ave    seance    no 

heppytite.     Many  get  into  this  way  from   misfortunes.     A  plesn 

nun,  most  well  infonned  on  almost  every  subjeck.     Think  he's  a 

dergyiuan.     He   and   Mr.    Gann    have   made   quite   a    friendnhip 

together,  he  and  Mr.  Gann  'ave.     Which  they  talked  of  Watloo, 

tod  Gann  is  very  fond  of  that,  Gann  is,  most  certny."     I  imagine 

Ridley  delivering  these  st^utenceH,  and  alternate  little  volleys  of 

ODoke,  as  he  sits  behind  his  sober  calumet  and  prattles  in  the 

tavern  parlour. 

AHer  Dr.  Firmin  has  (^reered  through  the  town,  standing  by 
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aick-beds  with  his  sweet  sad  smile,  fimdled  and  Ueswd  by  tender 
mothers  who  hail  him  as  the  saviour  of  their  chfldrai,  touching 
ladies'  pulses  with  a  hand  as  delicate  as  their  own,  patting  little 
fresh  cheeks  with  courtly  kindness — little  cheeks  that  owe  their 
roses  to  his  marvellous  skill ;  after  he  has  soothed  and  comforted 
my  Lady,  shaken  hands  with  my  Lord,  looked  in  at  the  dub,  and 
exchanged  courtly  salutations  with  brother  bigwigp,  and  driven 
away  in  the  handsome  carriage  with  the  noble  horses — admired, 
respecting,  respectful,  saluted,  saluting — so  that  every  man  says, 
''Excellent  man,  Firmin.  Excellent  doctor,  excellent  man.  Safe 
man.  Sound  man.  Man  of  good  fiunily.  Married  a  rich  wife. 
Lucky  man."  And  so  on.  After  the  day's  triumphant  career,  I 
&ncy  I  see  the  Doctor  driving  homeward,  with  those  sad  sad  eyes, 
that  haggard  smile. 

He  comes  whirling  up  Old  Parr  Street  just  as  Phil  sannters  in 
from  Regent  Street,  as  usual,  cigar  in  mouth.  He  flings  away  the 
dgar  as  he  sees  his  father,  and  they  enter  the  house  together. 

<'  Do  you  dine  at  home,  Philip  ?  "  the  &ther  asks. 

"  Do  you,  sir  ?  I  wiU  if  you  do,"  says  the  son,  "  and  if  yoa 
are  alone." 

"Alone.  Yes.  That  is,  there'll  be  Hunt,  I  suppose,  whom 
you  don't  like.     But  the  poor  fellow  has  few  places  to  dine  at 

What?     D Hunt]     That's  a  strong  expression  about  a  poor 

fellow  in  misfortune,  and  your  father's  old  fnend." 

I  am  afraid  Philip  had  used  that  wicked  monosyllable  whilst 
his  father  was  speaking,  and  at  the  mention  of  the  clergyman's 
detested  name.  '^  I  beg  your  pardon,  father.  It  slipped  out  in 
spite  of  me.     I  can't  help  it     I  hate  the  fellow." 

"  You  don't  disguise  your  likes  or  dislikes,  Philip,"  says,  or 
rather  groans,  the  safe  man,  the  sound  man,  the  prosperous  man, 
the  lucky  man,  the  miserable  man.  For  years  and  years  he  has 
known  that  his  boy's  heart  has  revolted  from  him,  and  detected 
him,  and  gone  from  him ;  and  with  shame  and  remorse,  and  sicken- 
ing feeling,  he  lies  awake  in  the  night-watches,  and  thinks  how  he  is 
alone — alone  in  the  world.  Ah  !  Love  your  parents,  young  ones  I 
0  Father  Beneficent !  strengthen  our  hearts  :  strengthen  and  purify 
them  so  that  we  may  not  have  to  blush  before  our  children  ! 

"  You  don't  disguise  your  likes  and  dislikes,  Philip,"  Ba3f8  the 
&ther  then,  with  a  tone  that  smites  strangely  and  keenly  on  the 
young  man. 

There  is  a  great  tremor  in  Philip's  voice,  as  he  says,  "No, 
father,  I  can't  bear  that  man,  and  I  can't  disguise  my  feelings.  I 
have  just  parted  from  the  man.     I  have  just  met  him." 

"  Where  ] " 
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'*At — at  Mrs.  Bnmdon's,  father.''  He  blushes  like  a  girl  as 
he  speaks. 

At  the  next  moment  he  is  scared  by  the  execration  which  hisses 
finom  his  fitther's  lips,  and  the  awful  look  of  hate  which  the  elder's 
fiiee  a»ames — that  fatal,  forlorn,  fallen,  lost  look  which,  man  and 
boy,  has  often  frightened  poor  Phil.  Philip  did  not  like  that  look, 
nor  indeed  that  other  one,  which  his  &ther  cast  at  Hunt,  who 
presently  swaggered  in. 

•*  What !  ycu  dine  here  ?  We  rarely  do  papa  the  honour  of 
dining  with  him,"  says  the  parson,  with  his  knowing  leer.  "I 
fuppose.  Doctor,  it  is  to  be  fatted-calf  day  now  the  prodigal  has 
oome  home.     There's  worse  things  than  a  good  fillet  of  veal ;  eh  ?  " 

WhateTer  the  meal  might  be,  the  greasy  chaplain  leered  and 
winked  oyer  it  as  he  gave  it  his  sinister  blessing.  The  two  elder 
guests  tried  to  be  liyely  and  gay,  as  Philip  thought,  who  took  such 
Uttle  trouble  to  disguise  his  own  moods  of  gloom  or  merriment. 
Nothing  was  said  regarding  the  occurrences  of  the  morning  when 
my  young  gentleman  had  been  rather  rude  to  Mr.  Hunt;  and 
Philip  did  not  need  his  father's  caution  to  make  no  mention  of  his 
prerious  meeting  with  their  guest.  Hunt,  as  usual,  talked  to  the 
butler,  made  sidelong  remarks  to  the  footman,  and  garnished  his 
cooTersation  with  slip|)ery  double-entendre  and  dirty  old-world  slang. 
Betting-houses,  gambling-houses,  Tattersall's,  fights  and  their  fre- 
quenters, were  his  cheerful  themes,  and  on  these  he  descanted  as 
usuaL  The  Doctor  swallowed  this  dose,  which  his  friend  poured 
out,  without  the  least  expression  of  disgust.  On  the  contrary,  he 
wms  cheerful :  he  was  for  an  extra  bottle  of  claret — it  neyer  oould 
be  in  better  order  than  it  was  now. 

The  bottle  was  scarce  put  on  the  table,  and  tasted  and  pro- 
nounoed  perfect,  when — oh  !  disappointment ! — the  butler  reappears 
with  a  note  for  the  Doctor.  One  of  his  patients.  He  must  go. 
She  has  little  the  matter  with  her.  She  Htcs  hard  by,  in  May^r. 
^  Yea  and  Hunt  finish  this  bottle,  unless  I  am  back  before  it  is 
done;  and  if  it  is  done,  we'll  have  another,"  says  Dr.  Firmin 
joTially.  "Don't  stir,  Hunt" — and  Dr.  Firmin  is  gone,  leaving 
Philip  alone  with  the  guest  to  whom  he  had  certainly  been  rude  in 
the  morning. 

"The  Doctor's  patients  of^en  grow  very  unwell  about  claret 
tiiue,"  growls  Mr.  Hunt,  some  few  minutes  after.  "  Never  mind. 
The  drink's  good — good !  as  somebody  said  at  your  famous  call- 
tnppeTf  Mr,  Philip — won't  call  you  Philip,  as  you  don*t  like  it. 
YoQ  were  uncommon  crusty  to  me  in  the  morning,  to  be  sure.  In 
my  time  there  would  have  been  littles  broke,  or  worse,  for  that 
•ort  €€  treatment" 
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*'I  have  asked  your  pardon,"  Philip  said.  *'I  was 
about — no  matter  what — and  had  no  right  to  be  rude 
Brandon's  guest" 

"  I  say,  did  you  tell  the  governor  that  you  saw  me 
haugh  Street  ? "  asks  Hunt 

'^  I  was  very  rude  and  ill-tempered,  and  again  I  conf 
wrong,"  said  Phil,  boggling  and  stuttering,  and  turning 
He  remembered  his  Other's  injunction. 

"  I  say  again,  sir,  did  you  tell  your  £Ekther  of  our  me 
morning  ?  "  demands  the  clergyman. 

''And  pray,  sir,  what  right  have  you  to  ask  me  s 
private  conversation  with  my  £Ekther  1 "  asks  Philip,  with 
dignity. 

"  You  won't  tell  me  1  Then  you  have  told  him.  H 
man,  your  &ther  is,  for  a  moral  man." 

''  I  am  not  anxious  for  your  opinion  about  my  father's 
Mr.  Hunt,"  says  Philip,  gasping  in  a  bewildered  mai 
drumming  the  table.  "  I  am  here  to  replace  him  in  Me 
and  treat  his  guest  with  civility." 

"  Civility  !     Pretty  civility  ! "  says  the  other,  glaring  a 

"  Such  as  it  is,  sir,  it  is  my  best,  and — I — I  have  r 
groans  the  young  man. 

"Old  friend  of  your  father's,  a  university  man,  a  ] 
Arts,  a  gentleman  bom,  by  Jove  !  a  clergyman — thoug 
that " 

"  Yes,  sir,  you  do  sink  that,"  says  Philip. 

'*  Am  I  a  dog,"  shrieks  out  the  clergj'man,  "  to  be  fc 
you  in  this  way  ?     Who  are  you  ?     Do  you  know  who  you 

"  Sir,  I  am  striving  with  all  my  strength  to  rememl 
Philip. 

"  Come  !  I  say  !  don't  try  any  of  your  confoimded  airs 
shrieks  Hunt,  with  a  profusion  of  oaths,  and  swallowing  ^ 
glass  from  the  various  decanters  before  him.  "Hang  m< 
was  a  young  man,  I  would  have  sent  one — two  at  your  no 
you  were  twice  as  tall !  Who  are  you,  to  patronise  yo^ 
your  father's  old  pal — a  university  man  : — you  confound 
cilious " 

"  I  am  here  to  pay  every  attention  to  my  father's  gu 
PhQ;  "but,  if  you  have  finished  your  wine,  I  shall  be 
break  up  the  meeting,  as  early  as  you  please." 

"  You  shall  pay  me ;  I  swear  you  shall,"  siiid  Hunt 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Hunt ! "  cried  Philip,  jumpini,'  up,  and  clei 
great  fists,  "I  should  desire  nothing  lx?tter/' 

The  man  shrank  back,  thinking  Philip  was  going  to  s 
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Philip  told  me  in  describing  the  scene),  and  made  for  the  bell. 

wboi  the  butler  came,  Philip  only  asked  for  coffee ;  and  Hunt, 

ing  a  mad  oath  or  two,  staggered  out  of  the  room  after  the 

It.     Brice  said  he  had  been  drinking  before  he  came.    He  was 

so.     And  Phn  blessed  his  stars  that  he  had  not  assaulted  his 

's  gnest  then  and  there,  under  his  own  roof-tree. 

He  went  out  into  the  air.     He  gasped  and  cooled  himself  under 

itars.     He  soothed  his  feelings  by  his  customary  consolation  of 

He  remembered  that  Ridley  in  Thomhaugh  Street  held 

i^iran  that  night ;  and  jumped  into  a  cab,  and  drove  to  his  old 

The  maid  of  the  house,  who  came  to  the  door  as  the  cab  was 
ining  away,  stopped  it ;  and  as  Phil  entered  the  passage,  he  found 
ie  Little  Sister  and  his  father  talking  together  in  the  hall.  The 
^Mtors  broad  hat  shade<l  his  face  from  the  hall-lamp,  which  was 
Inmg  with  an  extra  brightness,  but  Mrs.  Brandon's  was  very 
|rie;  anl  she  had  been  crying. 

She  gave  a  little  scream  when  she  saw  PhiL  "  Ah  !  is  it  you, 
kuV  she  said.  She  ran  up  to  him  :  seized  both  his  hands :  clung 
l»  him,  and  sobbed  a  thousand  hot  tears  on  his  hand.  "  I  never 
•iD.    Oh,  never,  never,  never  ! "  she  murmure<l. 

The  Doctor's  broad  chest  heaved  as  with  a  great  sigh  of  relief. 
'  Hf  looked  at  the  wonuin  and  at  his  son  with  a  strange  smile ; — not 

•  wert  smile. 

**CrtMl  bless  you,  Caroline,"  he  said,  in  his  pompous,  rather 
ikitrical  way. 

**Good  night,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Brandon,  still  clinging  to  Philip's 
kttd,  and  making  the  D(M'tor  a  little  humble  curtsey.  And  when 
Wvas  Kone,  again  she  kissecl  Philip's  hand,  and  dropped  her  tears 

•  it,  and  said,  "  Never,  my  dear ;  no,  never,  never ! " 


CHAPTER  XI 

IN  WHICH  PHIUP  IS  VERY  ILL-TEMPERED 

PHILIP  had  long  dinned  a  part  of  his  dear  little  fiioid's 
history.  An  uneducated  young  girl  had  been  found,  cigoled, 
deserted  by  a  gentleman  of  the  world.  And  poor  Caroline 
WB8  the  victim,  and  Philip's  own  fiither  the  seducer.  He  easily 
guessed  as  much  as  this  of  the  sad  little  story.  Dr.  finnin's 
part  in  it  was  enough  to  shock  his  son  with  a  thrill  of  disgust, 
and  to  increase  the  mistrust,  doubt,  aUenaticMi,  with  which  the 
fiither  had  long  inspired  the  son.  What  would  Philip  feel,  when 
all  the  pages  of  that  dark  book  were  opened  to  him,  and  he  came 
to  hear  of  a  false  marriage,  and  a  ruined  and  outcast  woman, 
deserted  for  years  by  the  man  to  whom  he  himself  was  most 
bound?  In  a  word,  Philip  had  considered  this  as  a  mere  case 
of  early  libertinism,  and  no  more;  and  it  was  as  such,  in  the 
very  few  words  which  he  may  have  uttered  to  me  respecting  this 
matter,  that  he  had  chosen  to  r^ard  it.  I  knew  no  more  than 
my  friend  had  told  me  of  the  story  as  yet ;  it  was  only  by  degrees 
that  I  learned  it,  and  as  events,  now  subsequent,  served  to  develop 
and  explain  it. 

The  elder  Firmin,  when  questioned  by  his  old  acquaintance, 
and,  as  it  appeared,  accomplice  of  former  days,  regarding  the  end 
of  a  certain  intrigue  at  Margate,  which  had  occiured  some  four 
or  five-and-twenty  years  back,  and  when  Firmin,  having  reason 
to  avoid  his  college  creditors,  chose  to  live  away  and  bear  a  &lse 
name,  had  told  the  clergyman  a  number  of  falsehoods  which  ap- 
peared to  satisfy  him.  AVhat  had  become  of  that  poor  little  thing 
about  whom  he  had  made  such  a  fool  of  himself?  Oh,  she  was 
dead,  dead  ever  so  many  years  before.  He  had  pensioned  her  ofL 
She  had  married,  and  died  in  Canada — yes,  in  Canada.  Poor  little 
thing!  Yes,  she  was  a  good  little  thing,  and,  at  one  time,  he 
had  been  very  soft  about  her.  I  am  sorry  to  have  to  state  of  a 
respectable  gentleman  that  he  told  lies,  and  told  lies  habitually 
and  easily.  But,  you  see,  if  you  commit  a  crime,  and  break  a 
seventh  commandment  let  us  say,  or  an  eighth,  or  choose  any 
number  you  will — you  will  probably  have  to  back  the  lie  of  action 
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by  the  lie  of  the  tongue,  and  so  you  are  foirly  warned,  and  I  have 
no  help  for  you.  If  I  murder  a  man,  and  the  policeman  inquires, 
''Pray,  sir,  did  you  cut  this  here  gentleman's  throat T'  I  must 
bear  fahe  witness,  you  see,  out  of  self-defence,  though  I  may  be 
naturally  a  most  reliable  truth-telling  man.  And  so  with  regard 
to  many  crimes  which  gentlemen  commit — it  is  painful  to  have 
to  say  respecting  gentlemen,  but  they  become  neither  more  nor 
less  than  habitual  liars,  and  have  to  go  lying  on  through  life  to 
you,  to  me,  to  the  servants,  to  their  wives,  to  their  children,  to 

oh,  awful  name !  I  bow  and  humble  myself     May  we  kneel, 

may  we  kneel,  nor  strive  to  speak  our  falsehoods  before  Thee  ! 

And  so,  my  dear  sir,  seeing  that  after  committing  any  infrac- 
tion of  the  moral  laws,  you  must  tell  lies  in  order  to  back  your- 
self out  of  your  scrape,  let  me  ask  you,  as  a  man  of  honour  and  a 
gentleman,  whether  you  had  not  better  for^o  the  crime,  so  as  to 
avoid  the  unavoidable,  and  unpleasant,  and  daily  recurring  necessity 
of  the  subsequent  perjury?  A  poor  young  girl  of  the  lower  orders, 
cigoled  or  ruine<l,  more  or  less,  is  of  course  no  great  matter.  The 
little  baggage  is  turned  out  of  doors — worse  luck  for  her ! — or  she 
get«  a  place,  or  she  marries  one  of  her  own  class,  who  has  not  the 
exquisite  delicacy  belonging  to  "gentle  blood'' — and  there  is  an 
end  of  her.  But  if  you  marr>'  her  privately  and  irregularly  your- 
self, and  then  throw  her  off,  and  then  marry  somebody  else,  you 
are  brought  to  book  in  all  sorts  of  unpleasant  ways.  I  am  writing 
of  quite  an  old  story,  l)e  pleased  to  remember.  The  first  part  of 
the  history  I  myself  printed  some  twenty  years  ago ;  and  if  you 
fimcy  I  allude  to  any  more  modem  period,  madam,  you  are  entirely 
out  in  your  conjecture. 

It  must  have  been  a  most  unpleasant  duty  for  a  man  of  fashion, 
honour,  and  good  family,  to  lie  to  a  poor  tipsy  disreputable  bank- 
rupt merchant's  daughter,  such  as  Caroline  Gann ;  but  George 
Brand  Firmin,  Esfjuire,  M.D.,  had  no  other  choice,  and  when  he 
lied — as  in  severe  cases,  when  he  administered  calomel — he  thought 
it  best  to  give  the  dnig  freely.  Thus  he  lied  to  Hunt,  saying;  that 
Mrs.  Brandon  was  long  since  deaii  in  Canada;  and  he  lied  to 
Caroline,  prescribing  for  her  the  very  same  pill,  as  it  were,  and 
saying  that  Hunt  was  long  since  dead  in  Camula,  too.  And  I  can 
hncy  few  more  painful  and  humiliating  jKisitions  for  a  man  of  rank 
and  &shion  and  reputation,  than  to  have  to  demean  himself  so  far  as 
to  tell  lies  to  a  little  low-bred  i)erHon,  who  gets  her  bread  as  a  nurse 
of  the  sick,  and  has  not  the  profHT  use  of  her  A's. 

"  Oh  yes.  Hunt ! "  Firmin  had  said  to  the  Little  Sister,  in  one 
of  those  sad  little  collrMjiiies  which  sometimes  took  place  between 
him  and  his  victim,  his  wife  of  old  days.     '*  A  wild  bad  man  Hunt 
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was — in  days  when  I  own  I  was  little  better!  I  have  deeply 
repented  since,  Caroline ;  of  nothing  more  than  of  my  ocmduct  to 
you ;  for  you  were  worthy  of  a  better  fitte,  and  you  loTcd  me 
truly — madly." 

"  Yes,"  says  CSaioline. 

"  I  was  wild  then !  I  was  desperate !  I  had  ruined  my 
fortunes,  estranged  my  ^Either  from  me,  was  hiding  from  my 
creditors  under  an  assumed  name — that  under  which  I  saw  you. 
Ah,  why  did  I  ever  come  to  your  house,  my  poor  child?  The 
mark  of  the  demon  was  upon  me.  I  did  not  dare  to  speak  of 
marriage  before  my  ^Either.  You  have  yours,  and  tend  him  with 
your  ever  constant  goodness.  Do  you  know  that  my  fitther  would 
not  see  me  when  he  died  t  Oh,  it's  a  cruel  thing  to  think  of ! "  and 
the  suffering  creature  slaps  his  tall  forehead  with  his  trembling 
hand ;  and  some  of  his  grief  about  his  own  fitther,  I  daresay,  is 
sincere,  for  he  feels  the  shame  and  remorse  of  being  alienated  from 
his  own  son. 

As  for  the  marriage — that  it  was  a  most  wicked  and  uigustifi- 
able  deceit,  he  owned ;  but  he  was  wild  when  it  took  place,  wild 
with  debt  and  with  despair  at  his  father's  estrangement  firom  him — 
but  the  fact  was,  it  was  no  marriage. 

"  I  am  glad  of  that !  "  sighed  the  poor  Little  Sister. 

"  Why  ? "  asked  the  other  eagerly.  His  love  was  dead,  but  his 
vanity  was  still  hale  and  well.  "  Did  you  care  for  somebody  else, 
Caroline  ?     Did  you  forget  your  George,  whom  you  used  to " 

"  No ! "  said  the  little  woman  bravely.  "  But  I  couldn't  live 
with  a  man  who  1)ehaveil  to  any  woman  so  dishonest  as  you  be- 
haved to  me.  I  liked  you  because  I  thought  you  was  a  gentleman. 
My  poor  painter  was  whom  you  used  to  despise  and  trample  to 
hearth  —and  my  dear  dear  Philip  is,  Mr.  Firmin.  But  gentlemen 
tell  the  truth  !  Gentlemen  don't  deceive  jxwr  innocent  girls,  and 
desert  'em  without  a  penny  !  " 

"  Caroline  !  I  was  driven  by  my  creditors.     I " 

"Never  mind.  It's  over  now.  I  bear  you  no  malice,  Mr. 
Firmin,  but  I  would  not  marry  you,  no,  not  to  be  doctor's  wife 
to  the  Queen  ! " 

This  ha*l  been  the  Little  Sister's  language  when  there  was  no 
thought  of  the  existence  of  Hunt,  the  clergyman  who  had  celebrated 
their  marriage ;  and  I  don't  know  whether  Firmin  was  most  piqued 
or  pleased  at  the  divorce  which  the  little  woman  pronounced  of  her 
own  decree.  But  when  the  ill-omeneii  Hunt  made  his  appearance, 
doubts  and  terrors  filled  the  physician's  mind.  Hunt  was  needy, 
greenly,  treacherous,  unscrupulous,  desperate.  He  could  hold  this 
marriage  over   the   Doctor.      He  could  threaten,  extort,  expose, 


ON    HIS   WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD     209 

perfaapB  inyalidate  Philip's  legitimacy.  The  first  marriage,  almost 
certainly,  was  Dull,  but  the  scandal  would  be  fatal  to  Firmin's 
reputation  and  practice.  And  the  quarrel  with  his  son  entailed 
consequences  not  pleasant  to  think  of.  You  see  George  Firmin, 
Esquire,  M.D.,  was  a  man  with  a  great  development  of  the  back 
heaid ;  when  he  willed  a  thing,  he  willed  it  so  fiercely  that  he 
must  have  it,  never  mind  the  consequences.  And  so  he  had 
willed  to  make  himself  master  of  poor  little  Caroline :  and  so  he 
hail  willed,  as  a  young  man,  to  have  horses,  splendid  entertain- 
ments, roulette  and  ^rt^,  and  so  forth  ;  and  the  bill  came  at  its 
natural  season,  and  George  Firmin,  Esquire,  did  not  always  like  to 
pay.  But  for  a  grand,  prosperous,  highly-bred  gentleman  in  the 
beKt  society — with  a  polished  forehead  and  manners,  and  universally 
looke<l  up  to — to  have  to  tell  lies  to  a  poor  little  timid  uncomplain- 
ing sick-room  nurse,  it  was  humiliating,  wasn't  it  ?  And  I  can  feel 
for  Firmin. 

To  have  to  lie  to  Himt  was  disgusting :  but  somehow  not  so 
exquisitely  mean  and  degnuling  as  to  have  to  cheat  a  little  trusting, 
humble,  houseless  creature,  over  the  bloom  of  whose  gentle  young 
life  his  aecurseil  foot  had  already  trampled.  But  then  this  Hunt 
waff  such  a  cad  and  nillian  that  there  need  be  no  scruple  about 
humbugging  htm ;  and  if  Firmin  had  hml  any  humour  he  might 
have  hail  a  grim  sort  of  pleasure  in  leading  the  dirty  clergyman  a 
dance  thro*  bush  thro*  briar.  So,  perhajis  (of  course  I  have  no 
means  of  ascertaining  the  fact),  the  Doctor  did  not  altogether  dis* 
like  the  duty  which  now  devolved  on  him  of  hoodwinking  his  old 
acfituiintance  and  accomplice.  I  don't  like  to  use  such  a  vulgar 
phrase  reganling  a  man  in  Dr.  Finnin's  high  social  {XNiition,  as  to 
say  of  him  ami  the  gaol  chaplain  that  it  was  '*  thief  (^atch  thief;" 
but  at  any  mte  Hunt  is  such  a  low,  gnicelcss,  friendless  vagabond, 
that  if  he  comes  in  for  a  few  kicks,  or  is  mystified,  we  nee<l  not  be 
vcf)'  sorry.  When  Mr.  Thurtell  is  hanged  we  don't  put  on  mourn- 
in;;.  His  is  a  {Kiinful  fMisition  for  the  moment ;  but,  after  all,  he 
has  munlen^l  Mr.  William  Wcarc. 

Firmin  was  a  lM)ld  and  courageous  man,  hot  in  pursuit,  fierce  in 
desire,  but  cool  in  danger,  and  rapid  in  action.  Some  of  his  great 
su4*cesses  as  a  physician  arose  from  his  daring  and  successful  practice 
in  sudden  emergency.  While  Hunt  was  only  lurching  about  the 
town  an  aimless  mis<'roant,  living  from  dirty  hand  to  dirty  mouth, 
and  as  long  as  he  (M)uld  get  drink,  cards,  and  shelter,  tolerably  con- 
tent, or  at  lea«t  pretty  easily  appe^isetl  by  a  guinea-<lose  or  two — 
Firmin  could  adopt  the  palliative  system  ;  soothe  his  patient  with 
an  ocrasional  l)ounty  ;  set  him  to  sleep  with  a  composing  draught 
of  claret  or  brandy  ;  and  let  the  day  take  care  of  itself     He  might 

u  o 
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die ;  he  might  have  a  hncy  to  go  abroad  again ;  he  nu^t  be  trans- 
ported for  forgery  or  some  other  rascaldom.  Dr.  Finnin  would  con- 
sole himself;  and  he  trusted  to  the  chapter  of  aocidenta  to  get  rid 
of  his  friend.  But  Hunt,  aware  that  the  woman  was  alive  whom 
he  had  actually,  though  unlawfully,  married  to  Finnin,  became  an 
enemy  whom  it  was  necessary  to  subdue,  to  agole,  or  to  bribe,  and 
the  sooner  the  Doctor  put  himself  on  his  defence  the  better.  What 
should  the  defence  bet  Perliaps  the  most  effectual  waa  a  fierce 
attack  on  the  enemy;  perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  bribe  him. 
The  course  to  be  taken  would  be  best  ascertained  after  a  little 
previous  reconnoitring. 

*'  He  will  try  and  inflame  Caroline,"  the  Doctor  thoq^t^  ''by 
representing  her  wrongs  and  her  rights  to  her.  He  wHl  show  her 
that,  as  my  wife,  she  has  a  right  to  ray  name  and  a  share  of  my 
income.  A  less  mercenary  woman  never  lived  than  this  poor  little 
creature.  She  disdains  money,  and,  except  for  her  fi^thei^a  ake, 
would  have  taken  none  of  mine.  But  to  punish  me  for  certainly 
rather  shabby  behaviour ;  to  claim  and  take  her  own  right  and  posi- 
tion in  the  world  as  an  honest  woman,  may  she  not  be  indnoed  to 
declare  war  against  me,  and  stand  by  her  marriage  1  After  she  left 
home,  her  two  Irish  half-sisters  deserted  her  and  spat  upon  her; 
and  when  she  would  have  returned,  the  heartless  women  drove  her 
from  the  door.  Oh,  the  vixens !  And  now  to  drive  by  them  in 
her  carriage,  to  claim  a  maintenance  from  me,  and  to  have  a  right 
to  my  honourable  name,  would  she  not  have  her  dearest  revenge 
over  her  sisters  by  so  declaring  her  marriage  ? " 

Firmin's  noble  mind  misgave  him  very  considerably  on  this 
point.  He  knew  women,  and  how  those  had  treated  their  little 
sister.  Was  it  in  human  nature  not  to  be  revenged?  These 
thoughts  rose  straightway  in  Finnin's  mind,  when  he  heard  that 
the  much  dreaded  meeting  between  Caroline  and  the  chaplain  had 
come  to  pass. 

As  he  ate  his  dinner  with  his  guest,  his  enemy,  opposite  to  him, 
he  was  determining  on  his  plan  of  action.  The  screen  was  up,  and 
he  was  laying  his  guns  behind  it,  so  to  8}>eak.  Of  course  he  was  as 
civil  to  Hunt  as  the  tenant  to  his  landlortl  when  he  comes  with  do 
rent.  So  the  Doctor  laughed,  joke<i,  bragged,  talked  his  best,  and 
was  thinking  the  while  what  was  to  be  done  against  the  danger. 

He  had  a  plan  which  might  succeed.  He  must  see  Caroline 
immediately.  He  knew  the  weak  point  of  her  heart,  and  where 
she  was  most  likely  to  be  vulnerable.  And  he  would  act  against 
her  as  barbarians  of  old  acted  against  their  enemies,  when  they 
brought  the  captive  wives  and  children  in  front  of  the  battle,  and 
bade  the  foe  strike  through  them.     He  knew  how  Caroline  loved 
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hiB  boy.  It  was  through  that  love  he  would  work  upon  her.  As 
he  washes  his  pretty  hands  for  dinner,  and  bathes  his  noble  brow, 
be  anunges  his  little  plan.  He  orders  himself  to  be  sent  for  soon 
after  the  second  bottle  of  claret — and  it  appears  the  Doctor's  ser- 
Tants  were  accustomed  to  the  delivery  of  these  messages  from  their 
master  to  himself.  The  plan  arranged,  now  let  us  take  our  dinner 
and  our  wine,  and  make  ourselves  comfortable  until  the  moment  of 
action.  In  his  wild-oats  days,  when  travelling  abroad  with  wild 
and  noble  companions,  Firmin  had  fought  a  duel  or  two,  and  was 
always  remarkable  for  his  gaiety  of  conversation  and  the  fine  appe- 
tite which  he  showed  at  breakfast  before  going  on  to  the  field.  So, 
iKThajjs,  Hunt,  had  he  not  been  stupefied  by  previous  drink,  might 
have  taken  the  alarm  by  remarking  Firmin's  extra  courtesy  and 
gaiety,  as  they  dined  together.     It  was  nunc  tnnum^  a-as  cequor. 

When  the  second  bottle  of  claret  was  engaged.  Dr.  Firmin 
starts.  He  lias  an  advance  of  half-an-hour  at  least  on  his  adversary, 
or  on  tlie  man  who  may  be  his  mlveraary.  If  the  Little  Sister  is 
at  home,  he  will  see  her — he  will  lay  bare  his  candid  heart  to  her, 
and  make  a  clean  breast  of  it.     The  Little  Sister  was  at  home. 

**  I  want  to  speak  to  you  very  particularly  about  that  case  of 
poor  Lady  Humandhaw,"  says  he,  dropping  his  voice. 

**  I  will  step  out,  my  dear,  and  take  a  little  fresh  air,"  says 
Captain  Gann  ;  meaning  that  he  will  be  off  to  the  "  Admiral  Byng  "  ; 
an<i  the  two  are  together. 

**  I  have  had  something  on  my  conscience.  I  have  deceived 
you,  Caroline,"  says  the  Doctor,  with  the  beautiful  sliining  forehead 
and  hat. 

'*  Ah,  Mr.  Finnin,"  says  she,  bending  over  her  work ;  "  youVe 
used  me  to  that.'' 

''A  man  whom  you  knew  once,  and  who  tempted  me  for  his 
own  selfish  ends  to  do  a  very  wrong  thing  by  you — a  man  whom  I 
th<Might  dead  is  alive  : — Tuflon  Hunt,  who  performed  that — that 
illegal  ceremony  at  Margate,  of  which  so  often  and  often  on  my 
knees  I  have  n*pente<l,  Caroline  ! " 

The  beautiftd  Iiands  arc  chisjied,  the  beautiful  deep  voice  thrills 
lowly  through  the  room ;  and  if  a  tear  or  two  can  be  squeezed  out 
of  the  beautiful  eyes,  I  daresay  the  Doctor  will  not  be  sorry. 

"  He  has  been  here  t^nlay.  Him  and  Mr.  Philip  was  here  and 
quarrelleil.     Philip  lisis  told  you,  I  sup})08e,  sir  ? " 

**  Before  Heaven,  *  on  the  wonl  of  a  gentleman,*  when  I  said  he 
was  deail,  Caroline,  I  thought  he  was  dead  !  Yes,  I  declare,  at  our 
collejje.  Maxwell — Dr.  Maxwell — who  liad  bt»eu  at  Cambridge  with 
OS,  told  me  that  our  old  friend  Himt  had  i\m\  in  Canada."  (This, 
my  beloved  friends  and  readers,  may  not  have  been  the  precise  long- 
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bow  which  Geoiige  Firmin,  Esquire,  M.D.,  pulled;  bat  that  he 
twanged  a  fitmous  lie  out,  whenever  there  was  oocadoa  for  the 
weapon,  I  assure  you  is  an  undoubted  hct.)  "Tea,  Br.  Maxwell 
told  me  our  old  Mend  was  dead — our  old  friend  1  My  worst 
enemy  and  yours !  But  let  that  pass.  It  was  he,  Oaioline,  who 
led  me  into  crimes  which  I  have  never  ceased  to  deplore." 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Firmin,'*  sighs  the  Little  Sister,  "  since  Fve  known 
you,  you  was  big  enough  to  take  care  of  yourself  in  that  way." 

''I  have  not  come  to  excuse  myself,  Caroline,"  says  the  deep 
sweet  voice.  *'  I  have  done  you  enough  wrong,  and  I  feel  it  here — 
at  this  heart  I  have  not  come  to  speak  about  myself^  but  of 
some  one  I  love  the  best  of  all  the  world — the  only  being  I  do  love 
— some  one  you  love,  you  good  and  generous  soul — about  Philip." 

"  What  is  it  about  Philip  ?  "  asks  Mrs.  Brandon  very  quickly. 

"  Do  you  want  harm  to  happen  to  him  f  " 

"  Oh,  my  darling  boy,  no  !  '*  cries  the  Little  Sister,  clasping  her 
little  hands. 

"  Would  you  keep  him  from  harm  ?  " 

"  Ah,  sir,  you  know  I  would.  When  he  had  the  scarlet  fever, 
didn't  I  pour  the  drink  down  his  poor  throat,  and  nurse  him,  and 
tend  him,  as  if,  as  if — as  a  mother  would  her  own  child  t " 

'*  You  did,  you  did,  you  noble,  noble  woman ;  and  Heaven  bless 
you  for  it !  A  father  does.  I  am  not  all  heartless,  Caroline,  as  you 
deem  me,  perhaps.'' 

"  I  don't  think  it's  much  merit,  your  loving  him"  says  Caroline, 
resuming  her  sewing.  And,  perhaps,  she  thinks  within  herself, 
"  What  is  he  a-coming  to  ] "  You  see  she  was  a  shrewd  little  person, 
when  her  passions  and  partialities  did  not  overcome  her  reason ; 
and  she  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  this  elegant  Dr.  Firmin, 
whom  she  had  admired  so  once,  was  a — not  altogether  veracious 
gentleman.  In  fact,  I  heard  her  myself  say  afterwards,  "  La !  he 
used  to  talk  so  fine,  and  slap  liis  hand  on  his  heart,  you  know  ;  but 
I  use<ln't  to  believe  him,  no  more  than  a  man  in  a  play."  "  It's  not 
much  merit  your  loving  that  boy,"  says  Caroline,  then.  "  But  what 
about  him,  sir  ? " 

Then  Firmin  explained.  This  man  Hunt  was  capable  of  any 
crime  for  money  or  revenge.     Seeing  Caroline  was  alive  .  .  . 

"  I  s'pose  you  told  him  I  was  dead  too,  sir,"  says  she,  looking 
up  from  the  work. 

"  Spare  me,  spare  me !  Years  ago,  perhaps,  when  I  had  lost 
sight  of  you,  I  may,  perhaps,  have  thought " 

"  And  it's  not  to  you,  George  Brandon — it's  not  to  you,"  cries 
Caroline,  starting  up,  and  speaking  with  her  sweet  innocent  ringing 
voice ;  "  it's  to  kind  dear  friends, — it's  to  my  good  CJod  that  I  owe 
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my  life,  which  you  hiul  flung  it  away.  And  I  pah!  ymi  Wk  by 
gojudiiig  your  boy's  doar  life,  I  did,  under — under  Him  who  itixTih 
and  taketh.     And  bless  His  name  ! " 

**  Yoa  are  a  good  woman,  and  I  am  a  bad  sinful  man,  (Proline,'' 
says  the  other.  '*  You  sayed  my  Philip's — our  Philip's  life,  at  the 
risk  of  your  own.  Now  I  tell  you  that  anotlier  immense  dani^er 
meoaoes  him,  and  may  come  upon  him  any  day  as  long  as  yonder 
scoundrel  is  alive.  Suppose  his  chiiracter  is  assailcci ;  sup|MMe, 
thinking  you  dead,  I  married  another  ? " 

"  Ah,  George,  you  never  thought  me  dead  ;  tho\igh,  |M«rha|Ni,  you 
wished  it,  sir.  And  many  would  have  died,"  aildo<l  the  iMM)r  Little 
Sister. 

"  Look,  Caroline !  If  I  was  married  to  you,  my  wife  Philip's 
mother — was  not  my  wife,  and  he  is  her  natural  son.  The  pn)|wrty 
he  inherits  does  not  belong  to  him.  The  childn^n  of  his  grand- 
father's other  daughter  claim  it,  and  Philip  is  a  Ix^Kgar.  Philif), 
bred  as  he  has  been — Philip,  the  heir  to  a  mother's  large  fortune." 

*'  And — and  his  father's  too  ? "  asks  Caroline  anxiously. 

'*  I  daren't  tell  you — though,  no,  by  heavens !  I  (^n  triMt  you 
with  everything.  My  own  great  gains  have  lieen  swallow(*<l  up  in 
speculations  which  have  been  almost  all  fatal.  There  has  lieen  a 
fittte  hanging  over  me,  Caroline — a  righteous  punishment  fc»r  having 
deserted  you.  I  sleep  with  a  sword  over  my  heail,  wliifh  may  fall 
and  destroy  me.  I  walk  with  a  volcano  under  my  fi'«;t,  which  may 
bunt  any  day  ami  annihilate  me.  And  ficiple  sjieak  of  the  fanMius 
l>r.  Firmin,  the  rich  Dr.  Firmin,  the  prrjsperrms  I>r.  Finn  in  f  I 
shall  have  a  title  soon,  I  believe.  I  am  Ijelievefl  to  Ije  )ia|#|»y,  an/l  I 
am  alooe,  and  the  wretchedest  man  alive/' 

^  Alooe,  are  yoa  ?  "*  said  Caroline.  *'  There  was  a  woman  rmr« 
wouiil  have  kept  by  you,  only  yoa — ycm  flung  Imt  away,  I>^#k 
httrt^  Geof^e  Brandoo.  It's  over  with  as.  Years  aiyj  yfam  agr/  il 
lit*  where  a  HttJe  ch«nib  was  buhed.  But  I  k/ve  my  HjjJip ;  and  I 
woo  t  hart  him,  not,  Derer.  never,  never ! " 

And  as  dke  lM^:Vtr  tumerl  to  go  away,  CaiVflifte  dA^mM  hm 
wistfoDy  ioto  th«  kali,  aavl  it  was  th^re  that  Philip  UttttA  th#tft. 

Capolioe's  tmkr  **  Mrver.  wn^ft."  nn;^  ia  PhiJip «  tntmfrtj  as  Im 
sat  at  Ridky*  F*r:T.  ami^t  t^  art^tA  and  arith/^fii  thi^e  wh^w.^4^. 
PhU  w:ia  t^'jm^ztil  uni  H>iit.  H^  *i*l  uA  la.%^  t^ry  ^^ftA.  fU 
«j>i  ooc  paam  'x  4hi'.&^  aATV^j  /vr.tnuy^«r^i7,  a<«  «m  '.s^  v^f,  ^4 
tbas  mtmL  <TOp^ttg-^  7'><bm?  ^e&itfn&sui.     H^^  ^t^tfp^i  '*r.Qtnir:^vrt  a 

aott  periiftfii.  wo^u  Lark.iM  «ft.t:  .V-;x'.'j»4  jtMf.  pu*- 

hf/wmmk*  jaic  3ij'»«*C  y.a^n>«i  a;aaj*i»if  »  '..i  v  •rr.nfu.  *  K.-»    *  ami 
iia  viuMKdci,  ^9  v;^7  '-.f  private  ia«:  i«^ui«.     ff^i  ju»  hM»m 
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in  hiB  usual  fine  spiritfi,  and  enjoying  his  ordinary  flow  of  talk,  he 
would  have  informed  Jjarkinfl  and  the  aaaembled  company  not  only 
that  Scumble  was  an  impostor,  but  that  he,  Laikms,  was  an  idiot 
for  admiring  him.  He  would  have  informed  Bunch  that  he  was 
in&tuated  about  that  jackass  Bowman,  that  cockney,  that  wretched 
ignoramus,  who  didn't  know  his  own  or  any  other  language.  He 
would  have  taken  down  one  of  Bowman's  stories  from  the  shelf,  and 
proved  the  folly,  imbecility,  and  crass  ignorance  of  that  author. 
(Ridley  hiis  a  simple  little  stock  of  novels  and  poems  in  an  old 
cabinet  in  his  studio,. and  reads  them  still  with  much  aiHesa  wonder 
and  respect)  Or,  to  be  sure,  Phil  would  have  asserted  propositions 
the  exact  contrary  of  those  here  maintained,  and  declared  that 
Bowman  was  a  genius,  and  Scumble  a  most  accomplished  artist 
But  then,  you  know,  somebody  else  must  have  commenced  by  taking 
the  other  side.  Certainly  a  more  paradoxical,  and  provoking,  and 
obstinate,  and  contradictory  disputant  than  Mr.  Phil  I  never  knew. 
I  never  met  Dr.  Johnson,  who  died  before  I  came  up  to  town ;  but 
I  do  believe  Phil  Firmin  would  have  stood  up  and  aigued  even 
with  him. 

At  these  Thursday  divans  the  host  provided  the  modest  and 
kindly  refreshment,  and  Betsy  the  maid,  or  Yirgilio  the  model, 
travelled  to  and  fro  with  glasses  and  water.  Each  guest  brought 
his  own  smoke,  and  I  promise  you  there  were  such  liberal  con- 
tributions of  the  article,  that  the  studio  was  full  of  it ;  and  new- 
comers used  to  be  saluted  by  a  roar  of  laughter  as  you  heanl, 
rather  than  saw,  them  entering,  and  choking  in  the  fog.  It  was, 
"  Holloa,  Protlgers !  is  that  you,  old  boy  1 "  and  the  beaitl  of 
Pnxlgers  (that  famous  sculptor)  would  presently  loom  througli 
the  cloud.  It  was  **  Newcome,  how  goes  ? "  and  Mr.  Clive  New- 
come  (a  mediocre  artist,  I  must  own,  but  a  famous  good  fellow, 
witli  an  uncommonly  pretty  villa  and  pretty  and  rich  wife  at 
\Vimble«lon)  would  make  his  appearance,  and  be  warmly  greeted 
by  our  little  host  It  was  "  Is  that  you,  F.  B.  ?  woiUd  you  like  a 
link,  old  boy,  to  see  you  through  the  fog?"  And  the  deep  voice 
of  Fretlerick  Bayham,  Esquire  (the  eminent  critic  on  Art),  would 
boom  out  of  the  tobacco-mist,  and  would  exclaim  "  A  link  1  I 
would  like  a  drink."  Ah,  ghosts  of  youth,  again  ye  draw  near ! 
Old  figures  glimmer  through  the  cloud.  Old  songs  echo  out  of 
the  distance.  What  were  you  saying  anon  about  Dr.  Johnson, 
boys?  I  am  sure  some  of  us  must  remember  him.  As  for  me, 
I  am  so  old,  that  I  might  have  been  at  Edial  school — the  other 
pupil  along  with  little  Davy  Garriek  and  his  brother. 

We  had  a  bachelor's  supper  in  the  Temple  so  lately  that  I 
think  we  must  pay  but  a  very  brief  visit  to  a  smoking  party  in 
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Tbornhaui^  Street,  or  the  ladies  will  say  that  we  are  too  fond  of 
bttchelor  habits,  and  keep  our  friends  away  from  their  charming 
and  amiable  society.  A  novel  must  not  smell  of  cigars  much,  nor 
should  its  refined  and  genteel  page  be  stained  with  too  frequent 
brandy-and-water.  Please  to  imagine,  then,  the  prattle  of  the 
artists,  authors,  and  amateurs  assembled  at  Ridley's  divan.  Fancy 
Jarman,  the  miniature  painter,  drinking  more  liquor  than  any  man 
present,  asking  his  neighbour  {sub  voce)  why  Ridley  does  not  give 
his  father  (the  old  butler)  five  shillings  to  wait ;  suggesting  that 
(lerhape  the  old  man  is  gone  out,  and  is  getting  seven-and-sixpenoe 
elsewhere ;  praising  Ridley's  picture  aloud,  and  sneering  at  it  in  an 
undertone ;  and  when  a  man  of  rank  happens  to  enter  the  room, 
shambling  up  to  him  and  fawning  on  him,  and  cringing  to  him 
with  fulsome  praise  and  flattery.  When  the  gentleman's  back  is 
turned,  Jarman  can  spit  epigrams  at  it.  I  hope  he  will  never 
forgive  Ridley,  and  always  continue  to  hate  him  :  for  hate  him 
Jarman  will,  as  long  as  he  is  prosperous,  and  curse  him  as  long  as 
the  world  esteems  him.  Look  at  Pym,  the  incumbent  of  Saint 
Bronze  hard  by,  coming  in  to  join  the  literary  and  artistic  assembly, 
and  choking  in  his  white  neckcloth  to  the  diversion  of  all  the 
company  who  can  sec  him !  Sixteen,  eighteen,  twenty  men  are 
assembled.  Open  the  windows,  or  sure  they  will  all  be  stifled 
with  the  smoke  !  Why,  it  fills  the  whole  house  so,  that  the  Little 
Sister  has  to  open  her  parlour  window  on  the  ground-floor,  and 
gasp  for  firesh  air. 

Phil's  head  and  cigar  are  thrust  out  from  a  window  above,  and 
be  lolls  there,  musing  about  his  own  affifprs,  as  his  smoke  ascends 
to  the  skies.  Young  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  is  known  to  be  wealthy, 
and  his  father  gives  very  good  parties  in  Old  Parr  Street,  so 
Jamian  sidles  up  to  Phil  and  wants  a  little  fresli  air  too.  He 
enters  into  conversation  by  abusing  Ridley's  picture  that  is  on 
the  easel. 

"  Everybody  is  praising  it !  what  do  i/au  think  of  it,  Mr. 
Firmin  t     Very  queer  dmwing  about  those  eyes,  isn't  there  1 " 

"  Is  there  ? "  growh*  Phil. 

**  Very  loud  colour." 

"  Oh  ! "  says  Phil. 

**  The  composition  is  so  clearly  prigged  from  Raphael." 

"  Indeed  ! " 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  I  don't  think  you  know  who  I  am," 
«t>ntinues  the  other,  with  a  simper. 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  says  Phil,  glaring  at  him.  "  You're  a  painter  and 
your  name  is  Mr.  Envy." 

*'  Sir ! "  shrieks  the  painter ;  but  he  is  addressing  himself  to 


216  THE   ADVENTURES   OF   PHILIP 

the  tails  of  Phil's  coat,  the  superior  half  of  Mr.  F!niim*8  body  n 
stretching  out  of  the  window.  Now,  you  may  speak  of  a  man 
behind  his  back,  but  not  to  him.  So  Mr.  Jannan  withdraws,  and 
addresses  himself,  fiice  to  face,  to  somebody  else  in  the  company. 
I  daresay  he  abuses  that  upstart,  impudent,  bumptious  young  doctor  s 
son.  Have  I  not  owned  that  Philip  was  often  very  rude  t  and  to- 
night he  is  in  a  specially  bad  humour. 

As  he  continues  to  stare  into  the  street,  who  is  that  who  has 
just  reeled  up  to  the  railings  below,  and  is  talking  in  at  Mrs. 
Brandon's  window  t  Whose  blackguard  voice  and  laugh  are  those 
which  Phil  recognises  with  a  shudder?  It  is  the  Toice  and  lau^ 
of  our  friend  Mr.  Hunt,  whom  Philip  left  not  very  long  since,  near 
his  fiEither's  house  in  Old  Parr  Street ;  and  both  of  those  familiar 
sounds  are  more  vinous,  more  odious,  more  impudent  than  they 
were  even  two  hours  ago. 

"  Holloa !  I  say ! "  he  calls  out  with  a  laugh  and  a  curse. 
"Pst!  Mrs.  What-d'you-call-'em !  Hang  it!  don't  shut  the  window. 
Let  a  fellow  in ! "  and  as  he  looks  towards  the  upper  window, 
where  Philip's  head  and  bust  appear  dark  before  the  tight.  Hunt 
cries  out,  ^*  Holloa  !  what  game's  up  now,  I  wonder  ?  Supper  and 
ball.  Shouldn't  be  surprised."  And  he  hiccups  a  waltx  tune,  and 
clatters  time  to  it  with  liis  dirty  boots. 

"  Mrs.  What  -  d'you  -  call !  Mrs.  B — ! "  the  sot  then  recom- 
mences to  shriek  out.  '^  Must  see  you — most  particular  business. 
Private  and  confidential.  Hear  of  something  to  your  advantage,*' 
And  rap,  nip,  rap,  lie  is  now  thimderiug  at  the  door.  In  the  clatter 
of  twenty  voices  few  hear  Hunt's  noise  except  Philip ;  or,  if  they 
do,  only  imagine  that  another  of  Ridley's  guests  is  arriving. 

At  the  hall-<ioor  there  is  talk  and  altercation,  and  the  high 
shriek  of  a  well-known  wlious  voice.  Philip  moves  quickly  from 
his  window,  shoulders  friend  Jannan  at  the  studio  door,  and  hw^tling 
past  him  obtains,  no  doubt,  more  good  wishes  from  that  ingenious 
artist.  Philip  is  so  rude  and  overbearing  that  I  really  have  a  mind 
to  depose  him  fn)m  his  placre  of  hero — only,  you  see,  we  are  com- 
mit te<l.  His  name  is  on  the  fKige  overhead,  and  we  can't  take  it 
down  and  put  up  another.  The  Little  Sister  is  standing  in  her  hall 
by  the  just  oi>oneil  door,  and  remonstrating  with  Mr.  Hunt,  who 
appears  to  \*isli  to  force  his  way  in. 

"  Pooh !  slituft*,  ujy  dear !  If  he's  here  I  musht  see  him — 
particular  business — ^'et  out  of  that ! "  and  he  reels  forward  and 
against  little  Caroline's  shoulder. 

"  Get  away,  you  bnite,  you ! "  cries  the  little  lady.  "  €fo 
home,  Mr.  Hunt ;  you  are  worse  than  you  were  this  morning."  She 
is  a  resolute  little  woman,  and  puts  out  a  firm  little  arm  against 
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this  odious  inTader.  She  has  seen  patients  in  hospital  raging  in 
ftrer :  she  is  not  frightened  by  a  tipsy  man.  "  La !  is  it  you,  Mr. 
Philip  t  Who  ever  will  take  this  horrid  man  ?  He  ain't  fit  to  go 
upstairs  among  the  gentlemen  ;  indeed  he  ain'f 

•*You  said  Firmin  was  here — and  it  isn't  the  father.  It's  the 
cub!  I  want  the  Doctor.  Where's  the  Doctor?"  hiccups  the 
chaplain,  lurching  against  the  wall ;  and  then  he  looks  at  Philip 
with  bloodshot  eyes,  that  twinkle  hate.  "  Who  wantsh  you,  I 
shlike  to  know  ?  Had  enough  of  you  already  to-day.  Conceited 
brute.  Don't  look  at  me  in  that  sortaway  !  I  ain't  afraid  of  you — 
ain't  afraid  anylxxiy.  Time  was  when  I  was  a  young  man  fight  you 
as  soon  as  look  at  you.     I  say,  Philip !  " 

*'  Go  home,  now.  Do  go  home,  there's  a  good  man,"  says  the 
landlady. 

"  I  say !  Look  here — hie — hi !  Philip !  On  your  word  as  a 
^sentleman,  your  father's  not  here  1  He's  a  sly  old  boots,  Brummell 
Firmin  is — Trinity  man — I'm  not  a  Trinity  man — Corpus  man.  I 
aay,  Philip,  give  us  your  hand.  Bear  no  malice.  Look  here — 
something  very  particular.  After  dinner — went  into  Air  Street — 
you  know — rott^^e  gcigney  et  couleur — cleaned  out.  Cleaned  out,  on 
the  honour  of  a  gentleman  and  master  of  arts  of  the  University  of 
Cambridge.  So  was  your  father — no,  he  went  out  in  medicine.  I 
say,  Philip,  hand  us  out  five  sovereigns,  and  let's  try  the  luck 
again  !     What,  you  won't !     It's  mean,  I  say.     Don't  be  mean." 

"  Oh,  here's  five  shillings !  Go  and  have  a  cab.  Fetch  a  cab 
for  him,  Virgil io,  do !  "  cries  the  mistress  of  the  house. 

"  That's  not  enough,  my  dear ! "  cries  the  chaplain,  advancing 
towanls  Mrs.  Brandon,  with  such  a  leer  and  air,  tliat  Philip,  half 
choked  with  passion,  runs  fom-ard,  grips  Hunt  by  the  collar,  and 
crying  out,  *'  You  filthy  scoundrel !  as  this  is  not  my  house,  I  may 
kick  you  out  of  it ! " — in  another  instant  has  run  Hunt  through  the 
pnssiige,  hurled  him  down  the  ste[)s,  and  sent  him  sprawling  into 
the  kennel. 

"  Row  down  below,"  says  Roeebury  placidly,  looking  from 
above.  "Personal  conflict.  Intoxicated  individual  —  in  gutter. 
Our  impetuous  friend  has  floored  him." 

Hunt,  after  a  moment,  sits  up  and  glares  at  Philip.  He  is 
not  hurt.  Perhaps  the  shock  has  Bobere<i  him.  He  thinks,  |>er- 
hajMs  Philip  is  going  to  strike  again.  "  Hands  off.  Bastard  ! " 
shrieks  out  the  prostrate  wretch. 

**  O  Philip,  Philip !  he's  mad,  he's  tipsy  ! "  cries  out  the  Little 
Sister,  running  into  the  street.  She  puts  her  arms  roimd  Philip. 
"Don't  mind  him,  dear— he's  nuul !  Policeman!  The  gentleman 
has  had  too  mu<*h.     Come  in,  Philip  ;  come  in  !  " 


218  THE   ADVENTURES    OF    PHILIP 

She  took  him  into  her  little  room.  She  was  pleased  with  the 
gaUantry  of  the  boy.  She  liked  to  see  him  just  now  standing 
over  her  enemy,  courageous,  yietorious,  her  champion.  **  La !  how 
savage  he  did  look ;  and  how  brsTe  and  strong  you  are !  But  the 
little  wretch  ain't  fit  to  stand  before  such  as  you ! "  And  she  passed 
her  little  hand  down  his  arm,  of  which  the  muscles  weie  all  in  a 
quiver  from  the  recent  skirmish. 

"  What  did  the  scoundrel  mean  by  calling  me  bastard  1 "  said 
Philip,  the  wild  blue  eyes  glaring  round  about  with  more  than 
ordinary  fierceness. 

"  Nonsense,  dear !  Who  minds  anything  he  sayB^  that  beast  ? 
His  language  is  always  horrid ;  he's  not  a  gentleman.  He  had  had 
too  much  this  morning  when  he  was  here.  What  matters  what  he 
says  1  He  won't  know  anything  about  it  to-morrow.  But  it  was 
kind  of  my  Philip  to  rescue  his  poor  little  nurse,  wasn't  it  t  lake 
a  novel.  Gome  in,  and  let  me  make  you  some  tea.  Don't  go 
to  no  more  smoking:  you  have  had  enou^.  Gome  in  and  talk 
tome." 

And,  as  a  mother,  with  sweet  pious  &ce,  yearns  to  lier  little 
children  from  her  seat,  she  fondles  him,  she  watches  him ;  she  fiDs 
her  tea-pot  from  her  singing  kettle.  She  talks — ^talks  in  her  homely 
way,  and  on  this  subject  and  that  It  is  a  wonder  how  she  prattles 
on,  who  is  generally  rather  silent  She  won't  see  Phil's  eyes,  which 
are  following  her  about  very  strangely  and  fiercely.     And  when 

again  he  matters,  "  What  did  he  mean  by "     "  La,  my  dear, 

how  cross  you  are  !  "  she  breaks  out.  ''  It's  always  so ;  you  won*t 
be  happy  without  your  cigar.  Here's  a  cheroot,  a  beauty !  Pa 
brought  it  home  from  tlie  club.  A  China  captain  gave  him  some. 
You  must  light  it  at  the  little  end.  There ! "  And  if  I  could  draw 
the  picture  which  my  mind  sees  of  her  lighting  Phil's  cheroot  for 
him,  and  smiling  the  while,  the  little  innocent  Delilah  coaxing  and 
wheedling  this  young  Samson,  I  know  it  would  be  a  pretty  picture. 
I  wish  Ridley  would  sketch  it  for  me. 


CHAPTER   XII 

DAMOCLES 

ON  the  next  morning,  at  an  hour  bo  early  that  Old  Parr  Street 
was  scarce  awake,  and  even  the  maids  who  wash  the  broad 
steps  of  the  houses  of  the  tailors  and  medical  gentlemen  who 
inhabit  that  region  had  not  yet  gone  down  on  their  knees  before  their 
respective  doors,  a  ring  was  heard  at  Dr.  Firmin's  night-bell,  and  when 
the  door  was  opened  by  the  yawning  attendant,  a  little  person  in  a 
grey  gown  and  a  black  bonnet  made  her  appearance,  handed  a  note 
to  the  8er>'ant,  and  said  the  case  was  most  urgent  and  the  Doctor 
must  a)me  at  once.  Was  not  Lady  Humandhaw  the  noble  person 
whom  we  last  mentioned,  as  the  invalid  about  whom  the  Doctor  and 
the  nurse  had  spoken  a  few  words  on  the  previous  evening?  The 
Little  Sister,  for  it  was  she,  used  the  very  same  name  to  the  servant, 
who  retired  grumbling  to  waken  up  his  master  and  deliver  the  note. 

Nurse  Brandon  sat  a  while  in  the  great  gaunt  dining-room  where 
hung  the  portrait  of  the  Doctor  in  his  splendid  black  collar  and 
cufk,  and  contemplated  this  masterpiece,  until  an  invasion  of  house- 
maids drove  her  from  the  apartment,  when  she  took  refuge  in  that 
other  little  room  to  which  Mrs.  Firmin's  portrait  had  been  con- 
signed. 

**  That's  like  him  ever  so  many  years  and  years  ago,"  she  thinks. 
'*  It  is  a  little  handsomer ;  but  it  has  his  wicked  l(K)k  that  I  uwhI 
to  think  so  killing,  and  so  did  my  sisters,  both  of  them — they  were 
rra<ly  to  tear  out  each  other's  eyes  for  jealousy.  And  that's  Mrs. 
Finnin  !  Well,  I  suppose  the  painter  haven't  flattenni  her.  If  he 
have  she  could  have  been  no  great  things,  Mrs.  F.  couldn't"  And 
the  Doctor,  entering  softly  by  the  ojieneii  door  and  over  the  thick 
Turkey  carpet,  comes  up  to  her  noiselessly,  and  finds  the  Little 
Sister  >!azing  at  the  {portrait  of  the  departed  laily. 

"  Oh,  it's  you,  is  it  ?  I  wonder  whctlier  you  treated  her  no 
better  tlian  you  treated  me,  Dr.  F.  I've  a  notion  she's  not  tlie 
only  one.     She  don't  look  happy,  {Kwr  thing  !  "  says  the  little  laiiy. 

"  What  is  it,  Can)line  1 "  asks  the  deep- voiced  Doctor ;  "  and 
what  brings  you  so  early  ?  *' 

The  Little  Sister  then  explains  to  him.     '*  Last  night  after  he 
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went  away  Hunt  came  sure  enou^.  He  had  been  drinking.  He 
was  rery  rude,  and  Philip  wouldn't  bear  it.  Philip  had  a  good 
courage  of  his  own  and  a  hot  blood.  And  Philip  tiiought  Hont 
was  insulting  her,  the  Little  Sister.  So  he  up  with  his  hand  and 
down  goes  Mr.  Hunt  on  the  pavement.  Well,  when  he  was  down 
he  was  in  a  dreadful  way,  and  he  called  Philip  a  dreadfiil  name." 

'*  A  name  7  what  name  7  "  Then  Caroline  told  the  Doctor  the 
name  Mr.  Hunt  had  used;  and  if  Firmin's  fiice  usually  lookeil 
wicked,  I  daresay  it  did  not  seem  very  angelical  when  he  heard 
how  this  odious  name  had  been  applied  to  his  son.  "  Can  he  do 
Philip  a  mischief?  "  Caroline  continued.  "  I  thou^t  I  was  bound  to 
tell  his  &ther.  Look  here,  Dr.  F.,  I  don't  want  to  do  my  dear  boy 
a  harm.  But  suppose  what  you  told  me  last  ni^t  isn't  true — as  I 
don't  think  you  much  mind  ! — mind — saying  things  as  are  inccnrect, 
you  know,  when  us  women  are  in  the  case.  But  suppose  when  yoa 
played  the  villain,  thinking  only  to  take  in  a  poor  innocent  girl  of 
sixteen,  it  was  you  who  were  took  in,  and  that  I  was  your  real 
wife  after  all  7     There  would  be  a  punishment ! " 

"  I  should  have  an  honest  and  good  wife,  Caroline,"  said  the 
Doctor,  with  a  groan. 

"  This  would  be  a  punishment,  not  for  you,  but  for  my  poor 
Philip,"  the  woman  goes  on.  '*  What  has  he  done,  that  his  honest 
name  should  be  took  from  him — and  his  fortune  perhaps  7  I  have 
been  lying  broad  awake  all  night  thinking  of  him.  Ah,  George 
Brandon  !  Why,  why  did  you  come  to  my  poor  old  Other's  house, 
and  bring  this  misery  down  on  me,  and  on  your  child  unborn  ? " 

"  On  myself,  the  worst  of  all,"  says  the  Doctor. 

"  You  deserve  it.  But  it's  us  innocent  that  has  had,  or  will 
have,  to  suffer  most.  0  Greorge  Brandon !  Think  of  a  poor  child, 
flung  away,  and  left  to  starve  and  die,  without  even  so  much  as 
knowing  your  real  name  !  Think  of  your  boy,  perhaps  brought  to 
shame  and  poverty  through  your  fault ! " 

"  Do  you  suppose  I  don't  often  think  of  my  wrong  t "  says  the 
Doctor.  "  That  it  does  not  cause  me  sleepless  nights,  and  hoiors  of 
anguish  7  Ah  !  Caroline  !  "  and  he  looks  in  the  glass.  "  I  am  not 
shaved,  and  it's  very  unbecoming,"  he  thinks;  that  is,  if  I  may 
dare  to  read  his  thoughts,  as  I  do  to  report  his  unheanl  words. 

"  You  think  of  your  wrong  now  it  may  be  found  out,  I  dare- 
say ! "  says  Caroline.  '^  Suppose  this  Hunt  turns  against  you  \ 
He  is  desperate  ;  mad  for  drink  and  money ;  has  been  in  gaol — as 
he  said  this  very  night  to  me  and  my  papa.  Hell  do  or  say  any- 
thing. If  you  treat  him  hard,  and  Philip  have  treated  him  hard — 
not  harder  than  scn'eil  hiiu  right,  though — he'll  pull  the  house 
down  and  himself  under  it  but  he'll  be  revenged.    Perhaps  he  drank 
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BO  much  last  night  that  he  may  have  forgot.  But  I  fear  he  meana 
mischief,  and  I  came  here  to  say  so,  anil  hoping  that  you  might  be 
kep'  on  your  guard.  Doctor  F.,  ami  if  yoii  ha^e  to  quarrel  with  liini, 
I  doa't  know  what  you  ever  will  do,  I  am  sure— no  more  than  if 
you  had  to  fight  a  chimney-sweep  in  the  street.  I  have  been  awake 
ail  night  thinking,  and  as  soon  as  ever  I  saw  the  dayh'ght,  I  deter- 
1  I  would  nin  and  tell  you." 

Wheu  he  cidled  Philip  that  name,  did  the  boy  seem  much 
idisturbed?"  asl<ed  the  Doi'tor. 

Yes ;  he  referred  to  it  again  and  again^— though  I  tried  to 
nns  him  out  of  it.  But  it  waa  on  his  mind  last  night,  aud  I  am 
sure  he  will  think  of  it  the  first  thing  this  nioming.  Ah,  yea, 
Itoctor !  conscience  will  sometimes  let  a  gentleman  doze  ;  but  after 
diacoYery  haa  come,  and  opened  your  curtains,  and  said,  '  You 
desired  to  be  called  early  ! '  there's  little  use  in  trying  Ut  sleep 
inuck.  You  look  very  much  frightened.  Doctor  F.,"  the  nurao 
luntinues.  "  You  haven't  such  a  courage  as  Philip  has ;  or  as  you 
had  when  you  were  a  young  man,  aud  came  a-leadiug  poor  girls 
astray.  You  used  to  be  afraid  of  nothing  then.  Do  you  remember 
that  feUow  on  board  tlie  steamboat  in  Scotland  in  our  wedding-trip, 
and,  lal  I  thought  you  was  going  to  kill  iiim.  That  poor  little 
Lonl  Cinqbars  told  me  ever  so  many  stories  then  about  your  courage 
and  shooting  people.  It  wasn't  very  courogeoua,  leaving  a  poor 
girt  without  even  a  name,  and  scarce  a  guinea,  was  it  t  But  I  ain't 
come  to  call  up  old  stories— ouly  to  warn  you.  Even  in  old  times, 
when  he  married  us,  and  I  thought  he  was  doing  a  kindness,  I  never 
cijulil  abide  this  horrible  mas.  In  Scotland,  when  you  was  away 
shooting  with  your  poor  little  lord,  the  things  Hunt  used  to  say  and 
look  was  dreadful.  I  wonder  how  ever  jou,  who  were  gentlemen, 
coulil  put  up  with  such  a  fellow  I  Ah,  thiit  was  a  sad  honeymoon 
of  ours  I  I  wonder  why  I'm  a-thinking  of  it  now  1  I  suppose  it's 
from  having  seeu  the  picture  of  the  other  one — poor  lady  ! " 

"  I  have  told  you,  Caroline,  that  I  was  so  wild  and  desperate 
at  tliat  unhappy  time,  I  waa  scarcely  accountable  for  njy  actions. 
If  I  left  you,  it  was  because  I  had  no  other  resource  but  dight.  I 
was  a  nuned,  penniless  man,  but  for  my  marriage  with  Ellen  Hing- 
wood.  You  don't  suppiose  the  marriage  waa  hujipy  ?  Happy ! 
when  have  I  erer  been  happy  T  My  lot  is  to  be  wretched,  and 
bririg  wretchedness  down  ou  those  I  love !  On  you,  on  my  father, 
on  my  wife,  on  my  boy — I  am  a  doomed  man.  Ah,  that  the  inno- 
cent should  suffer  for  me !  "  And  our  friend  looks  askance  in  the 
^aaa,  at  the  blue  chin  and  hollow  eyes  which  make  his  guilt  look 
the  more  hazard. 

"  I  never  had  my  lines,"  the  Little  Sister  continued  ;  "  I  never 


222  THE   ADVENTURES   OF   PHILIP 

knew  there  were  papers,  or  writrngs,  or  anythiiig  bat  a  ring  and  a 
deigyman,  when  you  married  me.  But  IVe  heard  tell  that  peof^ 
in  Scotland  don't  want  a  clergjrman  at  all ;  and  if  they  call  them- 
selves man  and  wife,  they  are  man  and  wife.  Now,  flor,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Brandon  certainly  did  travel  together  in  Scotland — witneas 
that  man  whom  you  were  going  to  throw  into  the  lake  for  being 
rude  to  your  wife — and  ...  La !  don't  fly  out  so !  '  It  wasn't  me, 
a  poor  girl  of  sixteen,  who  did  wrong.  It  was  you,  a  man  of  the 
world,  who  was  years  and  years  older." 

When  Brandon  carried  off  his  poor  little  victim  and  wife,  there 
had  been  a  journey  to  Scotland,  where  Lord  Cinqbars,  then  alive, 
liad  sporting  quarters.  His  Lordship's  chaplain,  Mr.  Hunt,  had 
been  of  the  party,  which  fate  very  soon  afterwards  separated. 
Death  seized  on  Cinqbars  at  Naples.  Debt  caused  firmin — 
Brandon,  as  he  called  himself  then — to  fly  the  country.  The 
chaplain  wandered  from  gaol  to  gaoL  And  as  for  poor  little 
Caroline  Brandon,  I  suppose  the  husband  who  had  married  her 
under  a  false  name  thought  that  to  escape  her,  leave  her,  and  dis- 
own her  altogether  was  an  easier  and  less  dangerous  plan  than  to 
continue  relations  with  her.  So  one  day,  four  months  after  their 
marriage,  the  young  couple  being  then  at  Dover,  Caroline's  husband 
happened  to  go  out  for  a  walk.  But  he  sent  away  a  portmanteau 
by  the  back-door  when  he  went  out  for  the  walk,  and  as  Caroline 
was  waiting  for  her  little  dinner  some  hours  after,  the  porter  who 
carried  the  higgage  came  with  a  little  note  from  her  dearest  G.  B. ; 
and  it  was  full  of  little  fond  expressions  of  regard  and  affection,  such 
as  gentlemen  put  into  little  notes;  but  dearest  G.  B.  said  the  bailifib 
were  upon  him,  and  one  of  them  had  arrived  that  morning,  and  he 
must  fly :  and  he  took  half  the  money  he  had,  and  left  half  for  his 
little  Carry.  And  he  would  be  back  soon,  and  arrange  matters ; 
or  tell  her  where  to  write  and  follow  him.  And  she  was  to  take 
care  of  her  little  health,  and  to  write  a  great  deal  to  her  Georgy. 
And  she  did  not  know  how  to  write  very  well  then ;  but  she  did 
her  best,  and  improved  a  great  deal ;  for,  indeed,  she  wrote  a  great 
deal,  poor  thing  !  Sheets  and  sheets  of  paper  she  blotted  with  ink 
and  tears.  And  then  the  money  was  spent ;  and  the  next  money ; 
and  no  more  came,  and  no  more  letters.  And  she  was  alone  at  sea, 
sinking,  sinking,  when  it  pleased  Heaven  to  send  that  friend  who 
rescued  her.  It  is  such  a  siul,  sad  little  story,  that  in  feet  I  don't 
like  dwelling  on  it ;  not  caring  to  look  upon  poor  innocent  trusting 
creatures  in  pain. 

.  .  .  Well,  then,  when  Caroline  exclaimed,  "  La !  don't  fly  out 
so,  Dr.  Firmin  ! "  I  suppose  the  Doctor  had  been  crying  out,  and 
swearing  fiercely,  at  the  recollections  of  his  friend  Mr.  Brandon  and 
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;he  danger  which  possibly  hung  over  that  gentleman.  Marriage 
^monies  are  dangerous  risks  in  jest  or  in  earnest.  You  can't 
tend  to  marry  even  a  poor  old  bankrupt  lodging-house  keeper's 
ghter  without  some  risk  of  being  brought  subsequently  to  book. 
rou  have  a  vulgar  wife  alive,  and  afterwards  choose  to  leave  her 
marry  an  earFs  niece,  you  will  come  to  trouble,  however  well 
neeted  you  are  and  highly  placed  in  society.  If  you  have  had 
-ty  thousand  pounds  with  Wife  No.  2,  and  have  to  pay  it  back 
a  sudden,  the  payment  may  be  inconvenient.  You  may  be  tried 
bigamy,  and  sentenced  goodness  knows  to  what  punishment, 
any  rate,  if  the  matter  is  made  public,  and  you  are  a  most  re- 
ctable  man,  moving  in  the  highest  scientific  and  social  circles, 
se  circles  may  be  disposed  to  request  you  to  walk  out  of  their 
umference.  A  novelist,  I  know,  ought  to  have  no  likes,  dislikes, 
f,  partiality  for  his  characters ;  but  I  declare  I  cannot  help  feel- 
a  respectflil  compassion  for  a  gentleman  who,  in  consequence  of 
outhfiil,  and,  I  am  sure,  sincerely  regretted  folly,  may  be  liable 
lose  his  fortune,  his  place  in  society,  and  his  considerable  practice. 
Qishment  hasn't  a  right  to  come  with  such  a  pede  ciaudo.  There 
;ht  to  be  limitations  ;  and  it  is  shabby  and  revengeful  of  Justice 
present  her  little  bill  when  it  has  been  more  than  twenty  years 
ing.  .  .  .  Having  had  his  talk  out  with  the  Little  Sister,  having 
mg  post  crime  suddenly  taken  down  from  the  shelf;  having  a 
lone  long  since  supitosccl  to  \ye  dead  and  buried,  suddenly  start- 
up in  the  most  blustering,  boisterous,  inconvenient  manner; 
ring  a  rage  and  terror  tearing  him  within ;  I  can  fancy  this  most 
pectable  physician  going  about  his  day's  work,  and  most  sincerely 
npathise  with  him.  Who  is  to  heal  the  physician  ?  Is  he  not 
re  sick  at  heart  than  most  of  his  patients  that  day  ?  He  has  to 
€n  t4>  Lady  Megrim  cackling  for  half  an-hour  at  least,  and  de- 
ibing  her  little  ailments.  He  has  to  listen,  and  never  once  to 
■e  to  say,  **  Confound  you,  old  chatterbox !  What  are  you 
iting  about  your  ailments  to  me,  who  am  suffering  real  torture 
ilst  I  am  smirking  in  your  face  t "  He  has  to  wear  the  inspirit- 
:  smile,  to  breathe  the  gentle  joke,  to  console,  to  whisper  hope, 
administer  remedy;  and  all  day,  perhaps,  he  sees  no  one  so 
eriy  sick,  so  sad,  so  despairing  as  himself. 
The  first  person  on  whom  he  had  to  practise  hypocrisy  that  day 
B  his  own  son,  who  chose  to  come  to  breakfast — a  meal  of  which 
I  and  father  seldom  now  partook  in  company.  "  What  does  he 
>w,  an<l  what  does  he  8usi)ect  ? "  are  the  father's  thoughts ;  but  a 
ring  gloom  is  on  Philip  s  face,  and  the  f&ther's  eyes  look  into  the 
/s  but  i-annot  penetrate  their  darkness. 
•* Did  you  stay  late  last  night,  Philip?" says  papa. 
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"  Yes,  sir,  rather  late,"  answers  the  son. 

"  Pleasant  party  ? " 

''No,  sir,  stupid.  Your  friend  Mr.  Hunt  wanted  to  oome  in. 
He  was  drunk,  and  rude  to  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  I  mm  ohliged  to 
put  him  out  of  the  door.     He  was  dreadfully  violent  and  abusiYe.'' 

"  Swore  a  good  deal,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Fiercely,  sir,  and  called  names." 

I  daresay  Philip's  heart  beat  so  when  he  said  these  last  wcmls, 
that  they  were  inaudible :  at  all  events,  Philip's  fiither  did  not 
appear  to  pay  much  attention  to  the  words,  for  he  was  busy  reading 
the  Morning  Pastj  and  behind  that  sheet  of  &shionaUe  news  hid 
whatever  expression  of  agony  there  might  be  on  his  fauce.  Philip 
afterwards  told  his  present  biographer  of  this  break&st  meeting  and 
dreary  tSte-h-tete,  ''  I  burned  to  ask  what  was  the  meaning  of  that 
scoundrers  words  of  the  past  night,"  Philip  said  to  his  biographer; 
''but  I  did  not  dare,  somehow.  You  see,  Pendennisy  it  is  not 
pleasant  to  say  point-blank  to  your  &ther, '  Sir,  are  you  a  confirmed 
scoundrel,  or  are  you  not?  Is  it  possible  that  you  have  made  a 
double  marriage,  as  yonder  other  rascal  hinted ;  and  that  my  own 
legitimacy  and  my  mother's  fair  fame,  as  well  as  poor  hsurmless 
Caroline's  honour  and  happiness,  have  been  destroyed  by  yonr 
crime?'  But  I  ha^l  lain  awake  all  night  thinking  about  that 
scoundrel  Hunt's  words,  and  whether  there  was  any  meaning  beyond 
drunken  malice  in  what  he  said."  So  we  find  that  three  people 
had  passed  a  bad  night  in  consequence  of  Mr.  Firmin's  evil 
behaviour  of  five-and-twenty  years  back,  which  surely  was  a  most 
unreasonable  punishment  for  a  sin  of  such  old  date.  I  wish,  dearly 
beloved  brother  sinners,  we  could  take  all  the  punishment  for  our 
individual  crimes  on  our  individual  shoulders  :  but  we  drag  them  all 
down  \iith  us — that  is  the  fact ;  and  when  Macheath  is  condenmed 
to  hang,  it  is  Polly  and  Lucy  who  have  to  weep  and  suffer  and 
wear  piteous  mourning  in  their  hearts  long  after  the  dare-devil 
rogue  has  jumped  off  the  Tyburn  ladder. 

"  Well,  sir,  he  did  not  say  a  word,"  said  Philip,  recounting  the 
meeting  to  his  friend ;  "  not  a  wonl,  at  least,  regarding  the  matter 
both  of  us  had  on  our  hearts.  But  about  fashion,  parties,  politics 
he  discoursed  much  more  freely  than  was  usual  with  hiuL  He 
said  I  might  have  had  Lord  Ringwood's  seat  for  Whipham  but  for 
my  unfortunate  politics.  What  made  a  Radical  of  me,  he  asked, 
who  was  naturally  one  of  the  most  haughty  of  men  ?  ("  and  that,  I 
think,  perhaps  I  am,"  says  Phil,  "and  a  good  many  Liberal  fellows 
are '').  I  should  calm  down,  he  was  sure — I  should  calm  down, 
and  i>e  of  the  politics  des  hommes  du  nuynde" 

Philip  could  not  say  to  his  father,  "  Sir,  it  is  seeing  you  cringe 
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before  great  ones  that  has  set  my  own  back  up.'*  There  were 
countless  points  about  which  father  and  son  could  not  speak ;  and 
an  invisible,  unexpressed,  perfectly  unintelligible  mistrust,  always 
was  present  when  those  two  were  tete-a-tete. 

Their  meal  was  scarce  ended  when  entered  to  them  Mr.  Hunt, 
with  his  hat  on.  I  was  not  present  at  the  time,  and  cannot  speak 
as  a  certainty;  but  I  should  think  at  his  ominous  appearance 
Philip  may  have  turned  red  and  his  father  pale.  *'  Now  is  the 
time,"  both,  I  daresay,  thought ;  and  the  Doctor  remembered  hia 
fttormy  young  days  of  foreign  gambling,  intrigue,  and  duel,  when  he 
was  put  on  his  ground  before  his  adversary,  and  bidden,  at  a  given 
signal,  to  fire.  One,  two,  three !  f^h  man's  hand  was  armed 
with  malice  and  murder.  Philip  had  plenty  of  pluck  for  his  part, 
but  I  should  think  on  such  an  occasion  might  be  a  little  nervous 
and  fluttered,  whereas  his  father's  eye  was  keen,  and  his  aim  rapid 
and  steady. 

'*  You  and  Philip  had  a  difference  last  night,  Philip  tells  me," 
said  the  Doctor. 

**  Yes,  ami  I  promised  he  should  pay  me,"  said  the  clergyman. 

"  And  I  said  I  should  desire  no  better,"  says  Mr.  Phil. 

''  He  struck  his  senior,  his  father's  friend — a  sick  man,  a 
clergyman, "  gasped  Hunt. 

•*  Were  you  to  rei^eat  what  you  did  last  night,  I  should  repeat 
what  I  did,"  said  Phil.     "  You  insulted  a  good  woman." 

**  It's  a  lie,  sir,"  cries  the  other. 

**  You  insulted  a  goo<l  woman,  a  lady  in  her  own  house,  and  I 
tumetl  you  out  of  it,"  said  Phil. 

*'  I  say  again,  it  is  a  lie,  sir ! "  screams  Hunt,  with  a  stamp  on 
the  table. 

"That  you  should  give  me  the  lie,  or  otherwise,  is  perfectly 
immaterial  to  me.  But  whenever  you  insult  Mrs.  Brandon,  or  any 
luimdess  woman  in  my  presents,  I  shall  do  my  best  to  chastise  you," 
fries  Philip  of  the  re<l  moustaches,  curling  them  with  much  dignity. 

**  You  hear  him,  Finuin  ? "  says  the  fNirson. 

"  Faith,  I  do.  Hunt ! "  says  the  phyHician  ;  "  and  I  think  he 
means  what  he  says,  too." 

**0h!  i/c/K  take  that  line,  do  you?"  crit»8  Hunt  of  the  dirty 
iiands,  the  dirty  teeth,  the  dirty  neckcloth. 

"  I  take  what  you  call  that  line  ;  and  whenever  a  rudeness  is 
<»ffere<l  to  that  admirable  woman  in  my  son's  hearing,  I  shall  be 
a«tonishe<l  if  he  does  not  resent  it,"  says  the  Doctor.  "Thank 
you,  Philip ! " 

The  father's  resolute  speech  an<l  behaviour  gave  Philip  great 

momentary  comfort.     Hunts  wonls  of  the  night  before  had  been 
11  P 
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oocapying  the  young  man's  thou^ts.     Had  Finnin  been  criminal, 
he  could  not  be  so  bold. 

**  You  talk  this  way  in  presence  of  your  son  1  You  have  been 
talking  over  the  matter  together  before  t "  asks  Hunt. 

"  We  have  been  talking  over  the  matter  before — ^yea.  We  were 
engaged  on  it  when  you  came  in  to  breakfast,"  says  the  Doctor. 
"  Shall  we  go  on  with  the  conversation  where  we  left  it  off t  ** 

"  Well,  do — that  is,  if  you  dare,"  said  the  deigyman,  somewhat 
astonished. 

"  Philip,  my  dear,  it  is  ill  for  a  man  to  hide  his  head  before  his 
own  son ;  but  if  I  am  to  speak — and  speak  I  must  one  day  or  the 
other — why  not  now  ?  " 

"  Why  at  all,  Finnin  ? "  asks  the  deigyman,  astonished  at  the 
other's  rather  sudden  resolve. 

''Why!  Because  I  am  sick  and  tired  of  you,  Mr.  Tufton 
Hunt,"  cries  the  phirsician,  in  his  most  lofty  manner,  "  of  you  and 
your  presence  in  my  house ;  your  blackguard  behaviour  and  yoor 
lascal  extortions — because  you  will  force  me  to  speak  one  day  or 
the  other — and  now,  Philip,  if  you  like,  shall  be  the  day." 

"  Hang  it,  I  say  !     Stop  a  bit ! "  cries  the  clergyman. 

'*  I  understand  you  want  some  more  money  from  me." 

*'  I  did  promise  Jaaibs  I  would  pay  him  to-day,  and  that  was 
what  made  me  S4)  sulky  last  ni^ht ;  and,  perhaps,  I  took  a  little 
too  much.  You  see  my  min<l  was  out  of  onler ;  and  what  s  the  use 
of  telling  a  story  that  is  no  good  to  any  one,  Finnin — least  of  all  to 
you  ?  "  cries  the  parson  darkly. 

"Because,  you  ruDian,  1*11  bear  with  you  no  more,''  cries  the 
Doctor,  the  veins  of  his  forehead  swelling  as  he  looks  fiercely  at  his 
dirty  adversiir>'.  "  In  the  last  nine  mouths,  Philip,  this  man  has 
had  nine  hundred  pounds  from  nie." 

"  The  luck  has  been  so  very  bad,  so  ba<l,  upon  my  honour,  now," 
grumbli^  the  pareun. 

"  To-morrow  he  will  want  more ;  and  the  next  day  more ;  and 
the  next  day  more ;  and,  in  fine,  I  won*t  live  with  this  accursed 
man  of  tlie  sea  round  niv  neck.  You  shall  have  the  storv :  and 
Mr.  Hunt  shall  sit  by  and  witness  against  his  own  crime  and  mine. 
I  had  been  very  wild  at  Cambridge,  when  I  was  a  young  man.  I 
had  quarrelle<l  with  uiy  father,  liveil  with  a  dissipated  set,  and 
beyond  my  means ;  and  had  had  my  debts  paid  so  often  by  your 
grandfather,  that  I  was  afraid  to  ask  for  more.  He  was  stern  to 
me ;  I  was  not  dutiful  to  him.  I  own  my  fault.  Mr.  Hunt  can 
bear  witness  to  what  I  say. 

"  I  was  in  hiding  at  Margate,  under  a  fiilse  name.  You  know 
the  name.*' 
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"Yes,  sir,  I  think  I  ktiuw  the  name,"  Philip  eaiii,  thinking 
he  liked  his  father  better  now  than  he  haii  ever  likeJ  him  in 
his  life,  and  eighiug,  "  Ah,  if  lie  had  always  been  Irank  and 
true  with  me  !  " 

"I  took  humhle  lodgings  with  an  obanure  family."  [If  Dr. 
Flrmin  had  a  pmitigiouB  idcu  of  his  own  gnincieur  and  iniportmii-e, 
you  Me  I  rannot  lielp  it — uud  he  wua  long  h(;ld  to  be  Biiith  a. 
respertable  man.]  "And  there  I  found  a  young  girl— one  of  the 
mo6t  innocent  beings  that  ever  a  man  ]>liiyed  with  and  hetrayeiL 
Betrayeil,  I  own  it,  Heaven  forgive  nie !  The  crime  has  been  tlie 
ihaine  of  my  life,  and  darkened  my  whole  career  with  misery.  1 
got  a  man  worse  than  myself,  if  that  cotild  be.  I  got  Hunt  for  a 
few  pomida,  which  lie  owed  me,  to  inaku  a  sham  marriage  between 
me  and  pwr  Caroline.  My  money  was  boob  gone.  My  creditors 
were  after  nie.     I  fted  the  country,  and  I  left  her." 

"  A  eham  marriage  I  a  sham  marriage ! "  eriM  the  clergyman. 
"  Didn't  yon  make  me  perform  it  by  holding  a  pistol  to  my  thnmt  1 
A  fellow  won't  risk  transportation  for  nothing.  But  I  owed  him 
money  for  canLs,  and  bo  bad  my  bill,  and  he  «nid  he  wonld  let 
me  off,  and  that's  why  I  helped  him,  Ndver  mind.  I  am  out  of 
the  business  now,  Mr.  Bruniraell  Firaiin,  and  you  are  in  it.  I 
hare  read  the  Act,  sir.  The  clergyman  who  performs  the  marriflge 
ia  liable  to  punishment,  if  infonned  against  within  three  yeara,  and 
i^a  twenty  year?  or  more.  But  you,  Mr.  Bruminell  Firmin,— your 
case  is  different :  and  you,  my  young  gentleman  with  the  fiery 
whiskers,  who  strike  down  old  men  of  a  night— you  may  find 
some  of  uB  know  how  to  revenge  ourselves,  though  we  are  down.'' 
And  witli  this.  Hunt  rushed  to  his  greasy  hat,  and  •jitittfHi  tlie 
house,  di^harging  imprecations  at  his  hosts,  as  he  passed  throii<:h 
the  hall. 

Son  and  father  sat  a  while  silent,  after  the  departure  of  their 
common  enemy.     At  last  the  father  spoke. 

"  This  is  the  eword  that  has  always  been  hanging  ovct  my  hciid, 
and  it  is  now  falling,  Philip." 

"What  can  the  man  do?  la  the  first  mnrriage  a  good 
moniager'  asked  Pliilip,  widi  alarmed  face. 

"It  is  no  marriage.  It  is  void  to  nil  intrnts  and  purposes. 
Vou  may  suppose  I  have  taken  care  to  ieam  llie  law  about  that. 
Your  legitimacy  is  liafe,  sure  enough.  But  that  man  ram  ruin  me, 
or  nearly  so.  He  will  try  to-morrow,  if  not  to-day.  As  long  as 
fou  or  I  can  give  him  a  guinea,  he  will  take  it  to  the  gambling- 
bouse.  I  hail  the  mania  on  me  myself  once.  Aly  poor  father 
quarretW  with  me  in  uonsequenrc,  and  dinl  without  seeing  me. 
_J  nftnied  your  mother — Heaven  help  her,  poor  soul!  and  lurgive 
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me  for  being  but  a  harsh  husband  to  her — with  a  Tiefw  of  mending 
my  shattered  fortunes.  I  wished  she  had  been  m<»e  happy,  poor 
thing !  But  do  not  blame  me  utterly,  Philip.  I  was  despenite, 
and  she  wished  for  the  marriage  so  much !  I  had  good  looks  and 
high  spirits  in  those  days.  People  said  so.''  [And  here  he  glanees 
obliquely  at  his  own  handsome  portrait.]  ''Now  I  am  a  wreck, 
a  wreck ! " 

''I  conceive,  sir,  that  this  will  annoy  you;  but  how  can  it 
ruin  you  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"  What  becomes  of  my  practice  as  a  fiemiily  physician  t  The 
practice  is  not  now  what  it  was,  between  ourselves,  Philip,  and  the 
expenses  greater  than  you  imagine.  I  have  made  unlucky  specu- 
lations. If  you  count  upon  much  increase  of  wealth  from  me,  my 
boy,  you  will  be  disappointed ;  though  you  were  never  mero^iary, 
no,  never.  But  the  story  bruited  about  by  this  raacal,  of  a 
physician  of  eminence  engaged  in  two  marriages,  do  you  suppose 
my  rivals  won't  hear  it,  and  take  advantage  of  it — my  patients 
hear  it,  and  avoid  me  ] " 

"  Make  terms  with  the  man  at  once,  then,  sir,  and  silence  him." 

"  To  make  terms  with  a  gambler  is  impossible.  My  purse  is 
always  there  open  for  him  to  thrust  his  band  into  when  he  lose^. 
No  man  can  withstand  such  a  temptation.  I  am  glad  you  have 
never  fallen  into  it.  I  have  quarrelled  with  you  sometimes  for 
living  with  people  below  your  rank :  perha|>s  you  were  right,  and 
I  was  wrong.  I  have  liked,  always  did,  I  don't  disguise  it,  to 
live  with  persons  of  8t<atiou.  And  these,  when  I  was  at  the 
imiversity,  taught  me  play  and  extravagance;  and  in  the  world 
haven't  helped  me  much.  Wlio  would  ]  Who  would  ? "  and  the 
Doctor  relapse<l  into  meditation. 

A  little  catastrophe  j)resently  oi^t-urred,  after  which  Mr.  Philip 
Firmin  told  me  the  substiuice  of  this  story.  He  described  his 
father's  long  acquiescence  in  Hunt's  demantls,  and  sudden  resistance 
to  them,  and  was  at  a  loss  to  aciM^unt  for  the  change.  I  did  not 
tell  ray  friend  in  express  terms,  but  I  fancied  I  could  account  for 
the  change  of  l>eh:iviour.  Dr.  Finnin,  in  his  interviews  with 
Caroline,  had  had  his  mind  set  at  rest  about  one  part  of  his  danger. 
The  Doctor  need  no  longer  fear  the  charge  of  a  double  marriage. 
The  Little  Sister  resigned  her  claims  i)ast,  present,  future. 

If  a  gentleman  is  sentenced  to  l>e  hanged,  I  wonder  is  it  a 
matter  of  comfort  to  him  or  not  to  know  beforehand  the  day  of  the 
operation]  Hunt  would  take  his  revenge.  When  and  how? 
Doctor  Firmin  asked  himself  Nay,  possibly,  you  will  have  to 
learn  that  this  eminent  practitioner  walked  about  with  more  than 
danger  hanging  imminent  over  him.    Perhaps  it  was  a  rope :  perhaps 
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it  was  u  sword :  some  weafwin  iif  execution,  at  any  rate,  as  ws 
frwiuently  may  see.  A  day  paaseB ;  no  assasmn  darts  at  the 
Doctor  as  he  threads  the  dim  Opera  Colonnade  passage  on  his  way 
to  hifl  rhib.  A  week  goes  by  :  no  stiletto  is  plunged  intA  his  weil- 
wailded  breast  as  he  steps  ftnm  his  carriage  at  some  noble  patient'a 
door.  Philip  aaya  be  never  knew  his  father  more  plejwant,  easy, 
[ii-md- humoured,  and  affable  than  during  this  period,  when  he  must 
liiive  felt  that  a  danger  was  hanging  over  him  of  which  his  son  at 
tiiis  time  had  no  idea.  I  dined  in  Old  Parr  Stre«t  once  in  this 
iiieiiiorable  period  (memorable  it  seemed  to  me  from  immediately 
'iibsequent  events).  Never  was  the  dinner  better  served  :  the  wine 
more  eiirellent :  the  guests  and  eonrersation  more  gravely  respectable 
than  at  this  entertainment ;  and  my  neighbour  remarked  with 
pleasure  how  the  father  and  son  seemed  tc  lie  on  innch  better  ternie 
thwi  ordinary.  The  Doctor  addressed  Philip  pointedly  once  or  twice  ; 
alluded  to  his  foreign  travels,  spoke  of  his  mother's  family^it  was 
most  gratifying  to  see  the  pair  together.  Day  after  day  passes  so. 
The  enemy  haa  diHappeared.  At  least,  the  lining  of  his  dirty  liat 
ia  DO  longer  visible  on  the  broad  marble  table  of  Dr.  Firmin'a  liall. 

But  one  day — it  may  be  ten  days  after  the  quarrel— a  little 

meseenger  eomes  to  Philip,  and  sajw,  "  Philip  dear.  I  am  sure  there 

is  something  wrong  ;  that  horrible  Hunt  haa  lieen  here  with  a  very 

i|uiet  soft-spoken  old  gentleman,  and  they  have  been  going  on  with 

my  poor  pa  about  my  wrongs  and  his — his,  indeed  ! — ami  they  have 

worked  him  up  to  believe  that  somebody  has  cheated  hia  dangler 

out  of  a  great  fortune ;  and  who  can  that  somebody  be  but  your 

fiitherl     And  whenever  they  see  me  coming,  papa  and  that  horrid 

Hunt  go  off  to  the  '  Aduiintl  Byng ' :  and  one  night  when  ]ia  camo 

home   he  said,  '  Bleiis  you,  bless  you,    mj  poor  innocent  injured 

child  ;  and  blessed  you  imll  be,  mark  a  fond  fether'a  words ! '    They 

are  scheming  something  against  Philip  and   Philip's  father.     Mr. 

Bond  the  soft-spoken  old  gentleman's  name  is  :  and  twice  there  haa 

I'faoBD  a  Mr.  Walls  to  iminire  if  Mr.  Hunt  was  at  our  house." 

^m    "Mr.  Bond  ^— Mr.  Walla  ?— A  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Bond 

WBh»  Uncle  Twysden's  attorney.     An  old  gentleman,  with  a  KiUl 

iHwd,  and  one  eye  bigger  than  the  other  1" 

"  Well,  this  old  man  haa  one  smaller  than  the  other,  1  do 
think."  aaj's  Caroline.  "First  man  who  rame  was  Mr.  Walls— a 
milling  young  fashionable  chap,  always  laughing,  talking  about 
theatres,  oiieras,  everything — came  home  from  the  'Byng'  along 
with  pa  and  hia  new  friend — ob  !  I  ilo  hate  liim,  that  man,  that 
Hunt !— then  lie  bniuglit  the  ol<l  man,  this  Mr.  Bond.  What  are 
they  scheming  against  you,  Philip  1  I  tell  you  this  matter  ia  all 
«bout  yon  and  your  father." 
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Years  an<i  years  ago,  in  the  poor  mother's  lifetime,  Philip 
remembered  an  outbreak  of  wrath  on  his  fiither's  part,  who  called 
Uncle  Twysden  a  swindling  miser,  and  this  very  Mr.  Bond  a 
scoundrel  who  deserved  to  be  hanged,  for  interfering  in  aome  war 
in  the  management  of  a  part  of  the  property  which  Mrs.  Twysiien 
and  her  sister  inherited  from  their  own  mother.  That  quarrel  had 
been  made  up,  as  such  quarrels  are.  The  brothers-in-law  had  ciHi- 
tinued  to  mistrust  each  other ;  but  there  was  no  reason  why  the 
feud  should  descend  to  the  children ;  and  Philip  and  his  aunt,  and 
one  of  her  daughters  at  leasts  were  on  good  terms  together.  Philip's 
uncle's  lawyers  engaged  with  his  Other's  debtor  and  eDemy  against 
Dr.  Firmin  :  the  alliance  boded  no  good. 

"  I  won't  tell  you  what  I  think,  Philip,"  said  the  &iher.  ''  Ton 
are  fond  of  your  cousin  ? " 

"  Oh  !  for  ev " 

"  For  ever,  of  course  !  At  least  until  we  change  our  mind,  or 
one  of  us  grows  tired,  or  finds  a  better  mate." 

Ah,  sir ! "  cries  Philip,  but  suddeidy  stops  in  his  remonstrance. 
What  were  you  going  to  say,  Philip,  and  why  do  you  pause  t " 

'*  I  was  going  to  say,  father,  if  I  might  without  offending,  that 
I  think  you  judge  hardly  of  women.  I  know  two  who  have  been 
very  faithful  to  you." 

'*  And  I  a  traitor  to  both  of  them.  Yes ;  and  my  remorse, 
Philip,  my  remon^ ! "  says  his  father  in  his  deepest  tragedy  voioe, 
clutching  his  hand  over  a  heart  that  I  believe  beat  very  coolly. 
But,  psha !  why  am  I,  Philip's  biographer,  going  out  of  the  way  to 
abuse  Philip's  papa  ?  Is  not  the  threat  of  bigamy  and  exposure 
enough  to  disturb  any  man's  equanimity  ?  I  say  again,  suppose 
there  is  another  swonl — a  rope,  if  you  will  so  call  it — hanging  over 
the  head  of  our  Damocles  of  Old  Parr  Street  ?  .  .  .  Howbeit,  the 
father  and  the  son  met  and  parted  in  these  days  with  unusual 
gentleness  and  conliality.  And  these  were  the  last  days  in  which 
they  were  to  meet  together.  Nor  could  Philip  recall  without  satis- 
faction, afterwanls,  that  the  hand  which  he  took  was  pressed  and 
given  with  a  real  kindness  and  cordiality. 

Why  were  these  the  last  days  son  and  father  were  to  pass 
together?  Dr.  Firmin  is  still  alive.  Philip  is  a  very  tolerably 
prosperous  gentleman.  He  and  his  father  parted  good  friends,  and 
it  is  the  biographer's  business  to  narrate  how  and  wherefore.  When 
Philip  told  his  father  that  Messrs.  Bond  and  Selby,  his  Unde 
Twvsden's  attornevs,  were  suddenlv  interested  about  Mr.  Brandon 
and  his  affairs,  the  father  instantly  guessed,  though  the  son  was  too 
simple  as  yet  to  understand,  how  it  was  that  these  gentlemen  inter- 
fereil.     If  Mr.  Brandon- Firmin's  marriage  with  Miss  Riiigwood 


ON    HIS   WAY    THROUGH    THE    WORLD     231 

Doll  her  son  was  illegitimate,  and  her  fortune  went  to  her  sister. 
Painful  as  such  a  duty  might  be  to  such  tender-hearted  people  as 
oar  Twysden  acquaintances  to  deprive  a  dear  nephew  of  his  fortune, 
jret,  after  all,  duty  is  duty,  and  a  parent  roust  sacrifice  everything 
for  justice  and  his  own  children.  "  Had  I  been  in  such  a  case," 
Talbot  Twysden  subsequently  and  repeatedly  declared,  "  I  should 
never  have  been  easy  a  moment  if  I  thought  I  possessed  wrongfully 
a  beloved  nephew's  property.  I  could  not  have  slept  in  peace ;  I 
could  not  have  shown  my  face  at  my  own  club,  or  to  my  own  con- 
science, had  I  the  weight  of  such  an  injustice  on  my  mind."  In  a 
wonl,  when  he  found  that  there  was  a  chance  of  annexing  Philip's 
share  of  the  property  to  his  own,  Twysden  saw  clearly  that  his 
duty  wan  to  stand  by  his  own  wife  and  children. 

The  information  upon  which  Talbot  Twysden,  Esquire,  acted 
was  brought  to  him  at  his  ofhce  by  a  gentleman  in  dingy  black,  who, 
after  a  long  interview  with  him,  accompanied  him  to  his  lawyer, 
Mr.  Bond,  before  mentioned.  Here,  in  South  Square,  Gray's  Inn, 
the  three  gentlemen  held  a  consultation,  of  which  the  results  began 
quickly  to  show  themselves.  Messrs.  Bond  and  Selby  had  an  ex- 
ceedingly lively,  cheerful,  jovial,  and  intelligent  confidential  clerk, 
who  combined  business  and  pleasure  with  the  utmost  affability,  and 
waa  acquainted  with  a  thousand  queer  things,  and  queer  histories 
about  queer  people  in  this  town :  who  lent  money ;  who  wanted 
money  ;  who  was  in  debt ;  and  who  was  outrunning  the  constable ; 
mhose  diamonds  were  in  i>awn ;  whose  estates  were  over-mortgaged ; 
who  was  over-building  himself;  who  was  casting  eyes  of  longing  at 
what  pretty  operanlancer — about  races,  fights,  bill-brokers,  quicquid 
ngunt  hotnirus.  This  Tom  Walls  had  a  deal  of  information,  and 
imparted  it  so  as  to  make  you  die  of  laughing. 

The  Reverend  Tuflon  Hunt  brought  this  jolly  fellow  first  to 
the  **  Admiral  Byng,"  where  his  amiability  won  all  hearts  at  the 
club.  At  the  **  Byng "  it  was  not  very  difiicult  to  gain  Captain 
Gann's  easy  confidence.  And  this  old  man  was,  in  the  course  of  a 
very  trifling  consumption  of  rum-and-water,  brought  to  see  that  his 
daughter  had  been  the  object  of  a  wicked  conspiracy,  and  was  the 
rightful  and  most  injured  wife  of  a  man  who  ought  to  declare  her 
fiur  fame  before  the  world,  and  put  her  in  possession  of  a  portion  of 
his  great  fortune. 

A  great  fortune  1  How  great  a  fortune  ?  Was  it  three  hun- 
dred thousand,  say]  Those  doctors,  many  of  them,  had  fifteen 
thousand  a  year.  Mr.  Walls  (who  perhaps  knew  better)  was  not 
at  liberty  to  say  what  the  fortune  was :  but  it  was  a  shame  that 
Mrs.  Brandon  was  kept  out  of  her  rights,  that  was  clear. 

Old  Gann's  excitement  when  this  matter  was  first  broached 
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to  him  (under  vows  of  profotmd  secrecy)  was  so  intense  that  his  old 
reason  tottered  on  its  rickety  old  throne.  He  well-nigh  burst  with 
longing  to  speak  upon  this  mystery.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Oves,  the 
esteemed  landlord  and  lady  of  the  **  Byng,"  never  saw  h^  so 
excited.  He  had  a  great  opinion  of  the  judgment  of  his  firiend, 
Mr.  Ridley ;  in  £Eu;t,  he  must  have  gone  to  Bedlam,  unless  he  had 
talked  to  somebody  on  this  most  ne&rious  transactiony  which  might 
make  the  blood  of  every  Briton  curdle  with  horror — as  he  was 
free  to  say. 

Old  Mr.  Ridley  was  of  a  much  cooler  temperament,  and  alto- 
gether a  more  cautious  person.  The  Doctor  rich  I  He  wished  to 
tell  no  secrets,  nor  to  meddle  in  no  gentleman's  affairs :  but  he  have 
heard  very  different  statements  regarding  Dr.  Firmin's  affairs. 

When  dark  hints  about  treason,  wicked  desertion,  rights  denied, 
"  and  a  great  fortune  which  you  are  kep'  out  of,  my  poor  Caroline, 
by  a  rascally  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,  you  are ;  and  I  alwa3rB  mis- 
trusted him,  from  the  moment  I  saw  him,  and  said  to  your  mother. 
'  Emily,  that  Brandon  is  a  bad  ieUow,  Brandon  is ; '  and  bitterly 
bitterly  I've  rued  ever  receiving  him  under  my  root"  When 
speeches  of  this  nature  were  made  to  Mrs.  Caroline,  strange  to  say, 
the  little  lady  made  light  of  them.  "  Oh,  nonsense,  pa !  Don't 
be  bringing  that  sad  old  story  up  again.  I  have  suffered  enough 
from  it  already.  If  Mr.  F.  left  me,  he  wasn't  the  only  one  who 
flung  me  away ;  and  I  have  been  able  to  live,  thank  merry, 
through  it  all." 

This  was  a  hard  hit,  and  not  to  be  parried.  The  truth  is,  that 
when  poor  Caroline,  deserted  by  her  husband,  had  come  bark,  in 
wretchedness,  to  her  father's  door,  the  man,  and  the  wife  who  then 
ruled  him,  had  thought  fit  to  thrust  her  away.  And  she  ha<i 
foigiven  them :  and  had  been  enabled  to  heap  a  rare  quantity  of 
coals  on  that  old  gentleman's  head. 

When  the  Captain  remarke<l  his  daughter's  indifference  and  un- 
willingness to  reop>en  this  painful  question  of  her  sham  marriajiie 
with  Firmin,  his  wrath  was  moved,  and  his  suspicion  excite«l. 
**  Ha ! "  says  he,  "  have  this  man  been  a-tampering  with  you 
again?" 

"Nonsense,  pa!"  once  more  says  Caroline.  "I  tell  you  it 
\A  this  fine-talking  law>'ers'  clerk  has  been  tampering  with  yov. 
You're  made  a  tool  of,  pa !  and  you've  been  made  a  tool  of  all 
vour  life ! " 

"Well,  now,  upon  my  honour,  my  good  madam,"  inteiposes 
Mr.  Walls. 

"  Don't  talk  to  me,  sir !  I  don't  want  any  lawyers'  clerks  to 
meddle  in  my  business !  '  cries  Mrs.  Brandon,  very  briskly.     **  I 


ON   HIS   WAY   THROUGH   THE   WORLD     2SS 

don't  know  what  you're  come  about.  I  don't  want  to  know,  and 
I'm  most  certain  it  is  for  no  good." 

I  suppose  it  was  the  ill  success  of  his  ambassador  that  brought 
Mr.  Bond  himself  to  Thomhaugh  Street ;  and  a  more  kind  fatherly 
little  man  never  looked  than  Mr.  Bond,  although  he  may  have 
had  one  eye  smaller  than  the  other.  "What  is  this,  my  dear 
madam,  I  hear  from  my  confidential  clerk,  Mr.  WaUs  ? "  he  asked 
of  the  Little  Sister.  "You  refuse  to  give  him  your  confidence 
because  he  is  only  a  clerk  ?  I  wonder  whether  you  will  accord  it 
to  me  as  a  principal  7  " 

**  She  may,  sir,  she  may — every  confidence ! "  says  the  Captain, 
laying  his  hand  on  that  snuffy  satin  waistcoat  which  all  his  friends 
so  long  admired  on  him.     "  She  might  have  spoken  to  Mr.  Walls." 

"  Mr.  Walls  is  not  a  family  man.  I  am.  I  have  children  at 
home,  Mrs.  Brandon,  as  old  as  you  are,"  says  the  benevolent 
Bond.     "  I  would  have  justice  done  them,  and  for  you  too." 

**  You're  very  good  to  take  so  much  trouble  about  me  all  of  a 
sudden,  to  be  sure  "  says  Mrs.  Brandon  demurely.  "  I  suppose  you 
don't  do  it  for  notning." 

"  I  should  not  require  much  fee  to  help  a  good  woman  to  her 
rights ;  and  a  lady  I  don't  think  needs  much  persuasion  to  be 
helped  to  her  advantage,"  remarks  Mr.  Bond. 

**  That  depends  who  the  helper  is." 

"  Well,  If  I  can  do  you  no  harm,  and  help  you  possibly  to  a 
name,  to  a  fortune,  to  a  high  place  in  the  world,  I  don't  think  you 
need  be  frightened.     I  don't  look  very  wicked         ery  artful,  do  I  ? " 

"  Many  is  that  don't  look  so.  I've  leame  .  as  much  as  that 
about  you  gentlemen,"  remarks  Mrs.  Brandon. 

"  You  have  been  wronged  by  one  man,  and  doubt  all." 

**  Not  all.     Some,  sir  ! " 

"  Doubt  about  me  if  I  can  by  any  possibility  injure  you.  But 
how  and  why  should  I  ?  Your  good  father  knows  what  has  brought 
nie  here.  I  have  no  secret  from  hiuL  Have  I,  Mr.  Oann,  or 
Captain  Gann,  as  I  have  heard  you  addressed  1 " 

"  Mr.,  sir — plain  Mr. — No,  sir ;  your  conduct  have  been  most 
o|ien,  honourable,  and  like  a  gentleman.  Neither  would  you,  sir, 
do  aught  to  disparage  Mrs.  Brandon  ;  neither  would  I,  her  father. 
No  ways,  I  think,  would  a  parent  do  harm  to  his  own  child.  May 
I  offer  you  any  refreshment,  sir?"  and  a  shaky,  a  dingy,  but  an 
hospitable  hand,  is  laid  upon  the  glossy  cupboard,  in  which  Mrs. 
Brandon  keeps  her  modest  little  store  of  strong  waters. 

"  Not  one  dn»p,  thank  you  !  You  trust  me,  I  think,  more  than 
Mrn.  Finn — I  beg  your  pardon — Mfh.  Brandon  is  disposed  to  do." 

At  the  utterance  of  that  monosyllable  Fimi  Caroline  became  so 
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white,  and  trembled  so,  that  her  interlocutor  stopped,  rather  alarmed 
at  the  effect  of  his  word — ^his  word  ! — his  syllable  of  a  word. 

The  old  lawyer  recovered  himsdf  with  much  grace. 

*' Pardon  me,  madam,"  he  said;  "I  know  your  wrongs;  I 
know  your  most  melancholy  history ;  I  know  your  name,  and  was 
going  to  use  it,  but  it  seemed  to  renew  painful  rocoUectioos  to  you, 
which  I  would  not  needlessly  recall." 

Captain  (rann  took  out  a  snuffy  pocket-handkerchief  wiped 
two  red  eyes  and  a  shirt-front,  and  winked  at  the  attorney,  and 
gasped  in  a  pathetic  manner. 

^  You  know  my  story  and  name,  sir,  who  are  a  stranger  to  me. 
Have  you  told  this  old  gentleman  all  about  me  and  my  affidrs, 
pat"  asks  Caroline,  with  some  asperity.  ''Have  you  told  him 
that  my  ma  never  gave  me  a  word  of  kindness — that  I  toiled  for 
you  and  her  like  a  servant — and  when  I  came  back  to  you,  after 
being  deceived  and  deserted,  that  you  and  ma  shut  the  door  in  my 
fiftoe  t  You  did  !  you  did  !  I  forgive  you ;  but  a  hundred  thousand 
billion  years  can't  mend  that  injury,  father,  while  you  broke  a 
poor  child's  heart  with  it  that  day  !  My  pa  has  told  you  all  this, 
Mr.  What's-your-name  7  I'm  s'prised  he  didn't  find  MMoething 
pleasanter  to  talk  about,  I'm  sure ! " 

"  My  love ! "  interposed  the  Captain. 

"  Pretty  love !  to  go  and  tell  a  stranger  in  a  public-home,  and 
ever  so  many  there  besides,  I  suppose,  your  daughter's  misfortunes, 
pa.     Pretty  love  !     That's  what  I've  had  from  you  ! " 

''  Not  a  soul,  on  the  honour  of  a  gentleman,  except  me  and 
Mr.  Walls." 

"  Then  what  do  you  come  to  talk  about  me  at  all  for  ?  and  what 
scheme  on  hearth  are  you  driving  at  ?  and  what  brings  this  old  man 
here  ? "  cries  the  landlady  of  Thomhaugh  Street,  stamping  her  foot 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  fhmkly,  my  good  lady  ?  I  called  you  Mrs. 
Firmin  now,  because,  on  my  honour  and  word,  I  believe  such  to  be 
your  rightful  name — because  you  are  the  lawful  wife  of  Creoige 
Brand  Firmin.  If  such  be  your  lawful  name,  others  bear  it  who 
have  no  right  to  bear  it — and  inherit  property  to  which  they  can 
lay  no  just  claim.  In  the  year  18*27,  you,  Caroline  Gann,  a  child 
of  sixteen,  were  married  by  a  clergyman  whom  you  know,  to 
Gfeorge  Brand  Firmin,  calling  himself  Greorge  Brandon.  He  was 
guilty  of  deceiving  you  ;  but  you  were  guilty  of  no  deceit.  He  was 
a  hardened  and  wily  man ;  but  you  were  an  innocent  child  out  of  a 
schoolroom.  And  though  he  thought  the  marriage  was  not  binding 
upon  him,  binding  it  is  by  Act  of  Parliament  and  judges'  decision  ; 
and  you  are  as  assuredly  George  Finnin's  wife,  madam,  as  Mrs. 
Bond  is  mine  ! " 
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*'  You  have  been  craelly  injured,  Caroline,"  says  the  Captain, 
wagging  his  old  nose  over  his  handkerchief. 

Caroline  seemed  to  be  very  well  versed  in  the  law  of  the 
transaction.  "  You  mean,  sir,"  she  said  slowly,  ''  that  if  me  and 
Mr.  Brandon  was  married  to  eaeh  other,  he  knowing  that  he  was 
only  playing  at  marriage,  and  nie  believing  that  it  was  all  for 
good,  we  are  really  married.'' 

"  Undoubtedly  you  are,  madam — my  client  has — that  is,  I  have 
had  advice  on  the  point" 

"  But  if  we  both  knew  that  it  was — was  only  a  sort  of  a 
marriage — an  irregidar  marriage,  you  know  ? " 

''Then  the  Act  says  that  to  all  intents  and  piirjH)ses  the 
marriage  is  null  and  void." 

"  But  you  didn't  know,  my  poor  mnocent  child ! "  cries  Mr. 
Oann.  '*  How  should  you  ?  How  old  was  you  ?  She  was  a  cliild 
in  the  nursery,  Mr.  Bond,  when  the  villain  inveigled  her  away  from 
her  }ioor  old  &thcr.     She  knew  nothing  of  irregular  marriages." 

**  Of  course  she  didn't,  the  |MH>r  creature,"  cries  the  old  gentle- 
man, rubbing  his  hands  together  with  perfect  good-humour.  '*  Poor 
young  thing,  poor  young  thing ! " 

As  he  was  speaking,  Caroline,  very  pale  and  still,  was  sitting 
looking  at  Ridley's  sketch  of  Philip,  which  him^  in  her  little  room. 
Presently  she  turned  round  on  the  attorney,  fohling  her  little  hands 
over  her  work. 

''Mr.  Bond,"  she  said,  ''girls,  though  they  may  be  ever  so 
young,  know  more  than  some  folks  fancy.  I  was  more  than  sixteen 
when  that — that  business  hapfiened.  I  wasn't  happy  at  home,  and 
eager  to  get  away.  I  knew  tliat  a  gentleman  of  his  rank  wouldn't 
be  likely  really  to  marry  a  poor  Cinderella  out  of  a  lodging-house, 
like  me.  If  the  truth  must  be  told,  I — I  knew  it  was  no  nuirriage 
— never  thought  it  was  a  marriage — not  for  good,  you  know." 

And  she  folds  her  little  hands  together  as  she  utters  the  words, 
and  I  daresay  once  more  looks  at  Philip's  {lortrait. 

"  Gracious  goodness,  madam,  you  must  be  under  some  error ! " 
cries  the  attorney.  "  How  should  a  child  like  you  know  that  the 
marriage  was  irregular  1 " 

"  Because  I  had  no  lines  ! "  cries  Caroline  c|uickly.  "  Never 
asked  for  none!  And  our  maid  we  had  then  said  to  me,  'Miss 
(*arry,  where's  your  lines  1  And  it's  no  good  without.'  And  I 
knew  it  wasn't  And  I'm  ready  to  go  before  the  Lord  Chancellor 
to-morrow  and  say  so ! "  cries  Caroline,  to  the  bewilderment  of  her 
father  and  her  croes-ezaminant 

^'  Pause,  pause !  my  good  madam  ! "  exclaims  the  meek  old 
gentleman,  rising  frum  his  chair. 
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*<Go  and  tell  this  to  them  as  sent  you,  sir!"  cries  OtfoiiBe, 
▼eiy  imperiously,  leaving  the  lawyer  aimuBBd,  and  her  fiilho^a  free 
in  a  bewilderment^  over  which  we  will  fling  his  snof^  old  pockil- 
handkerchiel 

"  If  such  is  mifbrtimately  the  case — if  yon  actually  meu  ti 
abide  by  this  astonishing  confession — which  depriyes  yon  of  a  lug^ 
place  in  society — and — and  casts  down  the  hope  we  had  fonned  d 
redressing  your  ii^ured  repatadon — I  hare  nothing  for  it !  I  tib 
my  leave,  madam  !  Grood  morning,  Mr.  Hum ! — Mr.  (3ann ! "  Aii 
the  old  lawyer  walks  out  of  the  Little  Sister^s  room. 

**  She  won't  own  to  the  marriage !  She  is  food  of  some  one  ck 
— the  little  suicide ! "  thinks  the  old  lawyer,  as  he  datten  doffi 
the  street  to  a  neighbouring  house,  where  his  anxious  principal  wm 
in  waiting.     '*  She's  fond  of  some  one  else ! " 

Tea.  But  the  some  one  else  whom  Oaroline  loved  was  Bnii 
Firmin's  son  ;  and  it  was  to  save  Philip  from  rain  tiiat  the  poor 
Little  Sister  chose  to  foiget  her  marriage  to  his  fiUher. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

LOFE  ME  LOVE  MY  DOG 

WHILST  the  battle  is  raging,  the  old  folks  and  ladies  peep 
over  the  battlements,  to  watch  the  turns  of  the  combat, 
an<i  the  behaviour  of  the  knights.  To  princesses  in  old 
ays,  whose  lovely  hands  were  to  be  bestowed  upon  the  conqueror, 
:  must  have  been  a  matter  of  no  small  interest  to  know  whether 
lie  slim  young  champion  with  the  lovely  eyes  on  the  milk-white 
teed  should  vanquish,  or  the  dumpy,  elderly,  square-shouldered, 
liiinting,  carroty  whiskerando  of  a  warrior  who  was  laying  about 
im  so  savagely  ;  and  so  in  this  liattle,  on  the  issue  of  which 
epended  the  keeping  or  losing  of  poor  Philip's  inheritance,  there 
rerc  several  non-combatants  deeply  interested.  Or  suppose  we 
rithdraw  the  cliivalrous  simile  (as  in  fact  the  conduct  and  views 
f  certain  parties  engaged  in  the  matter  were  anything  but  what  we 
;ill  chivalrous),  and  imagine  a  wily  old  monkey  who  engages  a 
at  to  take  certain  chestnuts  out  of  the  fire,  and  pussy  putting 
cr  |Miw  through  the  bars,  seizing  the  nut  and  then  dropping  it? 
acko  is  (lisappointe<l  and  angry,  shows  his  sharp  teeth,  and  bites 
r  he  <lares.  Wlien  the  attorney  went  do^-n  to  do  battle  for 
'hilip's  patrimony,  some  of  those  who  wanted  it  were  spectators 
f  the  fight,  and  lurking  up  a  tree  hani  by.  When  Mr.  Bond  came 
»rwanl  to  try  and  seize  Phil's  chestnuts,  there  was  a  wily  old 
nonkey  who  thrust  the  cat's  paw  out,  and  proiK)se<l  to  gobble  up 
he  smoking  prize. 

If  you  have  ever  been  at  the  "  Admiral  Byng,"  you  know,  my 
ear  mailam,  that  the  parlour  where  the  club  meets  is  just  behind 
►Irs.  Oves's  bar,  so  that  by  lifting  up  the  sash  of  the  window  which 
ommunicates  between  the  two  apartments,  that  gixxi-natured 
roman  may  put  her  face  into  the  club-room,  and  actually  be  one 
f  the  society.  Sometimes,  for  company,  old  Mr.  Ri«llcy  gf»es  ami 
itM  with  Mrs.  O.  in  her  bar,  and  rea<ls  the  paper  there.  He  is 
low  at  his  reading.  The  long  words  puzzle  the  worthy  gentleman. 
U  he  has  plenty  of  time  to  spare,  he  does  not  grudge  it  to  the 
tudy  of  his  paper. 

On  the  day  when  Mr.  Bond  went  to  persuade  Mrs.  Brandon 
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in  Thornhaugh  Street  to  claim  Dr.  Firmin  for  her  husbuid,  and  to 
disinherit  poor  Philip,  a  little  gentleman  wrapped  moat  solemnly 
and  mysteriously  in  a  great  doak  appeared  at  ihe  bar  of  the 
"  Admiral  Byng,"  and  said  in  an  aristocratic  manner,  *'  Ton  haTe 
a  parlour,  show  me  to  it"  And  being  introduced  to  the  parlour 
(where  there  are  fine  pictures  of  Oves,  Mrs.  O.,  and  '*  Spotty-noee,'' 
their  &Yourite  defunct  buU-dog),  sat  down  and  called  for  a  glass 
of  sherry  and  a  newspaper. 

The  civil  and  intelligent  potboy  of  the  "  Byng  "  took  the  party 
The  Advertiser  of  yesterday  (which  to-day's  paper  was  in  'and), 
and  when  the  gentleman  b^an  to  swear  over  the  old  paper, 
Frederic  gave  it  as  his  opinion  to  his  mistress  that  the  new-comer 
was  a  harbitrary  gent, — ^as,  indeed,  he  was,  with  the  omission, 
perhaps,  of  a  single  letter ;  a  man  who  bullied  everybody  who 
would  submit  to  be  bullied.  In  fact,  it  was  oar  fnend  Talbot 
Twysden,  Esq.,  Commissioner  of  the  Powder  and  Pomatum  Office ; 
and  I  leave  those  who  know  him  to  say  whether  he  is  arbitrary 
or  not 

To  him  presently  came  that  bland  old  gentleman,  Mr.  Bond, 
who  also  asked  for  a  parlour  and  some  sherry  and  water;  and 
this  is  how  Philip  and  his  veracious  and  astute  biographer  came 
to  know  for  a  certainty  that  dear  Uncle  Talbot  was  the  person  who 
wished  to — to  have  Philip's  chestnuts. 

Mr.  Bond  and  Mr.  Twysden  had  been  scarcely  a  minute  together, 
when  such  a  storm  of  imprecations  came  clattering  through  the 
glass  window  which  communicates  with  Mrs.  Oves's  bar,  that  I 
daresay  they  made  tlie  jugs  and  tumblers  clatter  on  the  shelves, 
and  Mr.  Ridley,  a  very  modest-spoken  man,  reading  his  paper,  lay 
it  down  with  a  scared  face,  and  say — "  Well,  I  never."  Nor  did 
he  often,  I  dare  to  say. 

This  volley  was  fired  by  Talbot  Twysden,  in  consequence  of  his 
rage  at  the  news  which  Mr.  Bond  brought  him. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Bond  ;  well,  Mr.  Bond  !  What  does  she  say  t"  he 
aske<i  of  his  emissary. 

"  She  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  business,  Mr.  Twywien. 
We  can't  touch  it ;  and  I  don't  see  how  we  can  move  her.  She 
denies  the  marriage  as  much  as  Firmin  does ;  says  she  knew  it  was 
a  mere  sham  when  the  ceremony  was  performed." 

"Sir,  you  didn't  bribe  her  enough,"  shrieked  Mr.  Twysden. 
"  You  have  bungled  this  business ;  by  Greorge,  you  have,  sir ! " 

"  Go  and  do  it  yoiu-self,  sir,  if  you  are  not  ashamed  to  appear 
in  it,"  says  the  lawyer.  "You  don't  suppose  I  did  it  because  I 
liked  it ;  or  want  to  take  that  poor  young  fellow's  inheritance  from 
him,  as  you  do." 
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"  I  wish  justice  and  the  law,  sir.  If  I  were  wrongfully  detain- 
ing his  property  I  would  give  it  up.  I  would  be  the  first  to  give 
it  up.  I  desire  justice  and  law,  and  employ  you  because  you  are 
a  law  agent     Are  you  not  1 " 

*'  And  I  have  been  on  your  errand,  and  shall  send  in  my  bill 
in  due  time ;  and  there  will  be  an  end  of  my  connection  with  you 
as  your  law  agent,  Mr.  Twysden,"  cried  the  old  lawyer. 

*'You  know,  sir,  how  badly  Firmin  acted  to  me  in  the  last 
matter.'' 

"  Faith,  sir,  if  you  ask  my  opinion  as  a  law  agent,  I  don't 
think  there  was  much  to  choose  between  you.  How  much  is  the 
*herry-and-water  t — keep  the  change.  Sorry  I'd  no  better  news  to 
bring  you,  Mr.  T.,  and,  as  you  are  dissatisfied,  again  recommend 
you  to  employ  another  law  agent." 

"  My  good  sir,  I " 

"  My  good  sir,  I  have  had  other  dealings  with  your  family,  and 
am  no  more  going  to  put  up  with  your  highti-tightiness  than  I  woidd 
with  Lonl  Ring^'fMxi's  when  I  was  one  of  lus  law  agents.  I  am 
not  j^oing  to  tell  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  that  his  uncle  and  aunt  propose 
to  ease  him  of  his  property ;  but  if  anybody  else  does — that  good 
little  Mrs.  Brandon — or  that  old  goose  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-um,  her 
father  —  I  don't  suppoAc  he  will  be  over  well  pleased.  I  am 
speaking  as  a  gentleman  now,  not  as  a  law  agent.  You  and  your 
nephew  had  each  a  half-share  of  Mr.  Philip  Firmin's  grandfiftther's 
pro|)erty,  and  you  wantc<l  it  all,  that's  the  truth,  and  set  a  law 
agent  to  get  it  for  you ;  and  swore  at  him  because  he  could  not  get 
it  from  its  right  owner.  And  so,  sir,  I  winh  you  a  good  morning, 
and  recommend  you  to  take  your  papers  to  some  other  agent,  Mr. 
Twysilen."  And  with  this,  f.nt  Mr.  Bond.  And  now,  1  ask  you, 
if  that  secret  could  be  kept  which  was  known  through  a  trembling 
glass  diJOT  to  Mrs.  Oves  of  the  **  A<lmiral  Byng,"  and  to  Mr.  Ridley 
the  father  of  J.  J.,  and  the  obsei|uious  husliand  of  Mrs.  Ridley  1 
On  that  very  afternoon,  at  tea-time,  Mrs.  Ridley  was  made  ae- 
quainted  by  her  husbanil  (in  his  noble  and  circumlocutory  manner) 
with  the  conversation  which  he  had  overheard.  It  was  agreed  that 
an  embassy  should  be  sent  to  J.  J.  on  the  business,  and  his  advice 
taken  reganling  it ;  and  J.  J.'s  opinion  was  that  the  conversation 
certainly  should  Ik:  re]M)rted  to  Mr.  Philip  Firmin,  who  might  after- 
wanis  act  upon  it  as  he  shouhl  think  Iwst. 

What  7  His  own  aunt,  cousins,  and  uncle  agreed  in  a  scheme  to 
overthrow  his  legitimacy,  and  deprive  him  of  his  grandfather's  in- 
heritance 7  It  seemed  impossible.  Big  with  the  tremendous  news, 
Philip  came  to  his  adviser,  Mr.  Pendennis,  of  the  Temple,  and  told 
him  what  hail  occurred  on  the  part  of  Panther,  Uncle,  and  Little 
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Sister.  Her  abnegation  had  been  so  noble,  that  you  may  be  sure 
Philip  appreciated  it ;  and  a  tie  of  friendship  was  formed  between 
the  yomig  man  and  the  little  laily  even  more  close  and  tender  than 
that  which  had  bound  them  previously.  But  the  Twysdens,  his 
kinsfolk,  to  employ  a  lawyer  in  order  to  rob  him  of  his  inheritainoe ! 
— Oh,  it  was  dastardly !  Philip  bawled,  and  stamped,  and  thumped 
his  sense  of  the  wrong  in  his  usual  energetic  manner.  As  for  his 
cousin  Ringwood  Twysden,  Phil  had  often  entertained  a  strong 
desire  to  wring  his  neck  and  pitch  him  downstairs.  "  As  for  Uncle 
Talbot :  that  he  is  an  old  pump,  that  he  is  a  pompous  old  humbug, 
and  the  queerest  old  sycophant,  I  grant  you ;  but  I  couldn't  have 
believed  him  guilty  of  this.  And  as  for  the  giils — oh,  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis,  you  who  are  good,  you  who  are  kind,  altiiough  you  hate 
them,  I  know  you  do — you  can't  say,  you  won't  say,  ^t  they 
were  in  the  conspiracy  t " 

"  But  suppose  Twysden  was  asking  only  for  what  he  conodves 
to  be  his  ri^ts  t "  asked  Mr.  Pendennis.  "  Had  your  hiher  been 
married  to  Mrs.  Brandon,  you  wotdd  not  have  been  Dr.  Firmin's 
legitimate  son.  Had  you  not  been  his  legitimate  son,  you  had  no 
right  to  a  half-share  of  your  grand&ther's  property.  Uncle  Talbot 
acts  only  the  part  of  honour  and  justice  in  the  transaction.  He  is 
Brutus,  and  he  orders  you  off  to  death,  with  a  bleeding  heart." 

*'  And  he  orders  his  family  out  of  the  way,"  roars  Phil,  "  so  that 
they  mayn't  be  pained  by  seeing  the  execution !  I  see  it  aU  now. 
I  wish  somebody  would  send  a  knife  through  me  at  once,  and  put 
an  end  to  me.  I  see  it  all  now.  Do  you  know  that  for  the  last 
week  I  have  been  to  Beaunash  Street,  and  found  nobody  I  Agnes 
had  the  bronchitis,  and  her  mother  was  attending  to  her ;  Blanche 
came  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  was  as  cool — as  cool  as  I  have  seen 
Lady  Iceberg  be  cool  to  her.  Then  they  must  go  away  for  change 
of  air.  They  have  been  gone  these  three  days :  whUst  Uncle  Talbot 
and  that  viper  of  a  Ringwood  have  been  closeted  with  their  nice  new 

friend,  Mr.  Hunt.     Oh,  conf !  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am  ;  but 

I  know  you  always  allow  for  the  energy*  of  my  language." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  that  Little  Sister,  Mr.  Flrmin.  She  has 
not  been  selfish,  or  had  any  scheme  but  for  your  good,"  remarks 
my  wife. 

"  A  little  angel  who  drops  her  h's — a  little  heart,  so  good  and 
tender  that  I  melt  as  I  think  of  it,"  says  Philip,  drawing  his  Wg 
hand  over  his  eyes.  "  What  have  men  done  to  get  the  love  of  some 
women  ?  We  don't  earn  it :  we  don't  deserve  it,  perhapa.  We 
don't  return  it  They  bestow  it  on  us.  I  have  given  nothing 
back  for  all  this  love  and  kindness,  but  I  look  a  little  like  my  &ther 
of  old  days,  for  whom — for  whom  she  had  an  attachment     And 
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aee  now  how  she  would  die  to  serre  me !  You  are  wonderful, 
women  are !  your  fidelities  and  your  ficklenesses  alike  mairellous. 
What  can  any  woman  have  found  to  adore  in  the  Doctor?  Do 
you  think  my  hther  could  ever  have  been  adorable,  Mrs.  Pendennis  1 
And  yet  I  have  heard  my  poor  mother  say  she  was  obliged  to  marry 
him.  She  knew  it  was  a  bad  match,  but  she  couldn't  resist  it. 
In  what  was  my  &ther  so  irresistible!  He  is  not  to  my  taste. 
Between  ourselves,  I  think  he  is  a well,  never  mind  what." 

*'  I  think  we  had  best  not  mind  what,''  says  my  wife  with  a 
smile. 

"  Quite  right — quite  right ;  only  I  blurt  out  everything  that  is 
on  my  mind.  Can't  keep  it  in,"  cries  Phil,  gnawing  his  mustachios. 
^  If  my  fortune  depended  on  my  silence  I  should  be  a  beggar,  that's 
the  fact.  And,  you  see,  if  you  had  such  a  father  as  mine,  you 
yourself  would  find  it  rather  difiicult  to  hold  your  tongue  about 
him.  But  now,  tell  me :  this  ordering  away  of  the  girls  and  Aunt 
Twysden,  whilst  the  little  attack  upon  my  property  is  being  carried 
on — isn't  it  queer  1 " 

'*  The  question  is  at  an  end,"  said  Mr.  Pendennis.  '*  You  are 
restored  to  your  atavis  regibiis  and  ancestral  honours.  Now  that 
Uncle  Twysden  can't  get  the  property  without  you  ;  have  courage, 
my  boy — he  may  take  it,  along  with  the  encumbrance." 

Poor  Phil  had  not  known — but  some  of  us,  who  are  pretty 
clear-sighted  when  our  noble  selves  are  not  concerned,  had  perceived 
that  Philip's  dear  aunt  was  playing  fast  and  loose  with  the  lad,  and 
when  his  back  was  turned  was  encouraging  a  richer  suitor  for  her 
daughter. 

Hand  on  heart  I  can  say  of  my  wife,  that  she  meddles  with 
her  neighbours  as  little  as  any  person  I  ever  knew ;  but  when 
treacheries  in  love  affairs  are  in  question,  she  fires  up  at  once,  and 
would  persecute  to  death  almost  the  heartless  male  or  female 
criminal  who  would  break  love's  sacred  laws.  The  idea  of  a  man  or 
woman  trifling  with  that  holy  compact  awakens  in  her  a  flame  of 
indignation.  In  certain  confidences  (of  which  let  me  not  vulgarise 
the  arcana)  she  had  given  me  her  mind  about  some  of  Miss 
TwvMlen's  behaviour  with  that  o^lious  blackamoor,  as  she  chose  to 
rail  Captain  Woolcomb,  who,  I  own,  had  a  ver>'  slight  tinge  of 
complexion  :  and  when,  quoting  the  words  of  Hamlet  re^^nling  his 
father  and  mother,  I  asked,  '*  Could  she  on  this  fair  nnnintain  leave 
to  feed,  and  batten  on  this  Moor  7 "  Mrs.  Pendennis  crio<l  out  that 
this  matter  was  all  too  serious  for  jest,  and  wondered  how  her 
husband  amid  make  word-plays  about  it.  Perhaps  she  has  not 
the  exquisite  sense  of  humour  possessed  by  some  folks;  or  is  it 
that  she  has  more  reverence  7     In  her  creed,  if  not  in  her  churefa, 
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marriage  is  a  Bacrament,  and  the  fond  believer  never  wpt/^  of  it 
without  awe. 

Now,  as  she  expects  both  parties  to  the  mairitgB  engagement 
to  keep  that  compact  holy,  she  no  more  underetands  trifling  with  it 
than  she  could  comprehend  laughing  and  joking  in  a  cfaorch.  She 
has  no  patience  with  flirtations  as  ihej  are  called.  "Don't  tdl 
me,  sir,"  says  the  enthusiast,  "  a  light  word  between  a  man  and  a 
married  woman  ought  not  to  be  permitted."  And  this  is  why  she 
is  harder  on  the  woman  than  the  man,  in  cases  where  sodi  dismal 
matters  happen  to  &11  under  discussion.  A  look,  a  word  fi:om  a 
woman,  she  says,  will  check  a  libertine  tiiooght  or  word  in  a  man ; 
and  these  cases  might  be  stopped  at  once  if  the  woman  bat  showed 
the  slightest  resolution.  She  is  thus  more  angry  (I  am  only  men- 
tioning the  peculiarities,  not  defending  the  ethics  of  this  individual 
moralist) — she  is,  I  say,  more  angrily  disposed  towards  the  woman 
than  the  man  in  such  delicate  cases ;  and,  I  am  afiraid,  considerB 
that  women  are  for  the  most  part  only  victims  becaose  they  choose 
to  be  so. 

Now,  we  had  happened  during  this  seascm  to  be  at  several 
entertainments,  routs,  and  so  forth,  where  poor  Phil,  owing  to  his 
unhappy  Bohemian  preferences  and  love  of  tobacco,  dx.,  was  not 
present — and  where  we  saw  Miss  Agnes  Twysden  carrying  on  such 
a  game  with  the  tawny  Woolcomb  as  set  Mrs.  Laura  in  a  tremw 
of  indignation.  What  though  Agnes's  blue-eyed  mamma  sat  near 
her  blue-eyed  daughter  and  kept  her  keei)  clear  orbs  perfectly  wide 
open  and  cognisant  of  all  that  happened  1  So  much  the  worse  for 
her,  the  worse  for  both.  It  was  a  shame  and  a  sin  that  a  Christian 
English  mother  should  sufier  her  daughter  to  deal  lightly  with  the 
most  holy,  the  most  awful  of  human  contracts ;  should  be  preparing 
her  chUd  who  knows  for  what  after  misery  of  mind  and  souL 
Three  months  ago,  you  saw  how  she  encouraged  poor  Philip,  and 
now  see  her  with  this  mulatto ! 

"Is  he  not  a  man,  and  a  brother,  my  dear ? "  perhaps  at  this 
Mr.  Pendennis  interposes. 

"  Oh,  for  shame,  Pen,  no  levity  on  this — no  sneers  and  laughter 
on  this  the  most  sacred  subject  of  all."  And  here,  I  daresay,  the 
woman  faWs  to  caressing  her  own  children  and  hugging  them  to  her 
heart  as  her  manner  was  when  moved.  Que  vaulez-voiu  f  There 
are  some  women  in  the  world  to  whom  love  and  truth  are  all  in  all 
here  below.  Other  ladies  there  are  who  see  the  benefit  of  a  good 
jointure,  a  town  and  country  house,  and  so  forth,  and  who  are  not 
so  very  particular  as  to  the  character,  intellect,  or  complexion  of 
gentlemen  who  are  in  a  position  to  offer  their  dear  girls  these 
benefits.     In  fine,  I  say,  that  regarding  this  blue-eyed  mother  and 
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danghter,  lira.  Laura  Pendennis  was  in  such  a  state  of  mind  that 
she  was  ready  to  tear  their  blue  eyes  out. 

Nay,  it  was  with  no  little  difficulty  that  Mrs.  Laura  could  be 
induced  to  hold  her  tongue  upon  the  matter  and  not  give  Philip  her 
opinion.  "  What  1 "  she  would  ask,  "  the  poor  young  man  is  to  be 
deceived  and  cajoled  ;  to  be  taken  or  left  as  it  suits  these  people ; 
to  be  made  miserable  for  life  certainly  if  she  marries  him  ;  and  liis 
friends  are  not  to  dare  to  warn  him  7  The  cowards !  The  cowardice 
of  you  men,  Pen,  ui)on  matters  of  opinion,  of  you  masters  and  lords 
of  creation,  is  really  despicable,  sir !  You  dare  not  have  opinions, 
or  holding  them  you  dare  not  declare  them  and  act  by  them.  You 
compromise  with  crime  every  day  because  you  think  it  would  be 
officious  to  declare  yourself  and  interfere.  You  are  not  afraid  of 
outraging  morals,  but  of  inflicting  ennui  upon  society,  and  losing 
your  }M>piilarity.  You  are  «is  cynical  as — as,  what  was  the  name 
of  the  horrid  old  man  who  lived  in  the  tub — Demosthenes  1 — well, 
Diogenes,  then,  and  the  name  does  not  matter  a  pin,  air.  You  are 
as  cynical,  only  you  wear  fine  ruffled  shirts  and  wristbands,  and  you 
carry  your  lantern  dark.  It  is  not  right  to  '  put  your  oar  in '  as 
you  say  in  yoiur  jargon  (and  even  your  shmg  is  a  sort  of  cowardice, 
sir,  for  you  are  afraid  to  speak  the  feelings  of  your  heart) : — it  is 
not  right  to  meddle  and  speak  the  truth,  not  right  to  rescue  a  poor 
soul  who  is  drowning — of  course  not.  What  call  have  you  fine 
gentlemen  of  the  world  to  put  yoiu*  oar  in  ?  Let  him  perish ! 
What  did  he  in  that  galley  ?  That  is  the  language  of  the  world, 
baby  darling.  And  my  poor  poor  child,  when  you  are  sinking; 
nobody  is  to  stretch  out  a  hand  to  save  you  !  "  As  for  tliat  wife  of 
mine,  when  she  sets  forth  the  maternal  plea,  and  appeals  to  the 
exuberant  school  of  philosophers,  I  know  there  is  no  reasoning  with 
her.  I  retire  to  my  books,  and  leave  her  to  kiss  out  the  rest  of  the 
argument  over  the  children. 

Philip  did  not  know  the  extent  of  the  obligation  which  he  owed 
to  his  little  friend  and  guanlian,  Caroline ;  but  he  was  aware  that 
he  had  no  better  friend  than  herself  in  the  world  ;  an<i,  I  daresay, 
returned  to  her,  as  the  wont  is  in  such  bargains  between  man  and 
woman — woman  and  man,  at  least— a  sixpence  for  that  pure  gold 
treasure,  her  soverei^  affection.  I  suppose  Caroline  thought  her 
sacrifice  gave  her  a  little  authority  to  counsel  Philip  ;  for  she  it  was 
who,  I  believe,  first  bid  him  to  inquire  whether  that  en^gement 
which  he  harl  virtually  contracted  with  his  cousin  was  likely  to  lead 
to  good,  and  was  to  be  binding  upon  him  but  not  on  her  ?  She 
brought  Ridley  to  add  hia  doubts  to  her  remonstran<'cs.  She 
showed  Philip  that  not  only  his  uncle's  conduct,  but  his  cousin  s, 

interested,  and  set  him  to  inquire  into  it  further. 
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That  peculiar  form  of  bronchitis  under  which  poor  dear  AgneB 
was  suffering  was  relieved  by  absence  from  London.  The  smoke, 
the  crowded  parties  and  assemblies,  the  late  hours,  and,  perhaps, 
the  gloom  of  the  house  in  Beaunash  Street^  distressed  the  poor 
dear  child  ;  and  her  cough  was  very  much  soothed  by  that  fine  cat- 
ting east  wind,  which  blows  so  liberally  along  the  ^i^toii  diflfa, 
and  which  is  so  good  for  coughs,  as  we  all  know.  But  there  was 
one  &ult  in  Brighton  which  could  not  be  helped  in  her  bad  case :  it 
is  too  near  London.  The  air,  that  chartered  Hbertine,  can  blow 
down  from  London  quite  easily ;  or  people  can  come  fiom  London 
to  Brighton,  bringing,  I  daresay,  the  insidious  London  fog  along 
with  theuL  At  any  rate,  Agnes,  if  she  wished  for  quiet,  poor  thing; 
might  have  gone  fiEirther  and  fared  better.  Why,  if  you  owe  a  tailor 
a  bill,  he  can  run  down  and  present  it  in  a  few  hours.  Vulgar 
inconvenient  acquaintances  thrust  themselves  upon  you  at  erery 
moment  and  comer.  Was  ever  such  a  tohu-bohu  of  people  as  there 
assembles!  You  can't  be  tranquil  if  you  wilL  Organs  pipe  and 
scream  without  cease  at  your  windows.  Your  name  is  put  down  in 
the  papers  when  you  arrive ;  and  everybody  meets  everybody  ever 
80  many  times  a  day. 

On  finding  that  his  uncle  had  set  lawyers  to  work,  with  the 
charitable  purpose  of  ascertaining  whether  Philip's  property  was 
legitimately  his  own,  Philip  was  a  good  deal  disturbed  in  mind. 
He  could  not  appreciate  that  high  sense  of  moral  obligation  by 
which  Mr.  Twysden  was  actuated.  At  least,  he  thought  that  these 
inquiries  should  not  have  been  secretly  set  a-foot ;  and  as  he  him- 
self was  perfectly  open — a  great  deal  too  open,  perhaps — in  his 
words  and  his  actions,  he  was  hard  with  those  who  attempted  to 
hoodwink  or  deceive  him. 

.  It  could  not  be  ;  ah  !  no,  it  never  could  be,  that  Agnes  the  pure 
and  gentle  was  privy  to  this  conspiracy.  But,  then,  how  very — 
very  often  of  late  she  had  been  from  home ;  how  very  very  cold 
Aunt  Twysden's  shoulder  had  somehow  become.  Once,  when  he 
reached  the  door,  a  fishmonger's  boy  was  leaving  a  fine  salmon  at 
the  kitchen, — a  salmon  and  a  tub  of  ice.  Once,  twice,  at  five 
o'clock,  when  he  called,  a  smell  of  cooking  pervaded  the  hall, — that 
hall  which  culinary  odours  very  seldom  .visited.  Some  of  those 
noble  Twysden  dinners  were  on  the  tapisy  and  Philip  was  not  asked. 
Not  to  be  asked  was  no  great  deprivation  ;  but  who  were  the  guests! 
To  be  sure,  these  were  trifles  light  as  air ;  but  Philip  smelt  mischief 
in  the  steam  of  those  Twysden  dinners.  He  chewed  that  salmon 
with  a  bitter  sauce  as  he  saw  it  sink  down  the  area  steps  and  dis- 
appear with  its  attendant  lobster  in  the  dark  kitchen  regions. 

Yes;  eyes  were  somehow  averted  that  used  to  look  into  his 
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Tory  fisokly ;  a  glove  somehow  had  grown  over  a  little  hand  which 
ODoe  used  to  lie  very  comfortably  in  his  broad  palm.  Was  anybody 
elae  going  to  aeixe  it,  and  was  it  going  to  paddle  in  that  blackamoor's 
noblest  fingen  f  Ah  !  fiends  and  tortures !  a  gentleman  may  cease 
to  love,  bat  does  he  like  a  woman  to  cease  to  love  him  ?  People 
carry  on  ever  so  long  for  fear  of  that  declaration  that  all  is  over. 
No  confession  is  more  dismal  to  make.  The  sun  of  love  has  set. 
We  sit  in  the  dark.  I  mean  you,  dear  madam,  and  Corydon,  or  I 
and  Amaryllis;  uncomfortably,  with  nothing  more  to  say  to  one 
another ;  with  the  night  dew  falling,  and  a  risk  of  catching  cold, 
drearily  contemplating  the  fading  west,  with  **  the  cold  remains  of 
lostre  gone,  of  fire  long  post  away.''  Sink,  fire  of  love !  Rise, 
gentle  moon,  and  mists  of  chilly  evening.  And,  my  good  Madam 
Amaryllis,  let  us  go  home  to  some  tea  and  a  fire. 

So  Philip  determined  to  go  and  seek  his  cousin.  Arrived  at  his 
hotel  (and  if  it  were  the  ♦  ♦  I  can't  conceive  Philip  in  much 
better  quarters),  he  had  the  opportunity  of  in8|>ecting  those  delight- 
ful newspaper  arrivals,  a  perusal  of  which  has  so  often  edified  us  at 
Brighton.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Penfold,  he  was  informed,  continued  their 
residence.  No.  96  Horizontal  Place  ;  and  it  was  with  those  guardians 
he  knew  his  Agnes  was  stayin?.  He  speeds  to  Horizontal  Place. 
Miss  Twysden  is  out.  He  heaves  a  sigh,  and  leaves  a  card.  Haa 
it  ever  happened  to  you  to  leave  a  card  at  tJiat  house — tliat  house 
which  was  once  the  house — almost  your  own ;  where  you  were  ever 
welcome ;  where  the  kindest  hand  was  ready  to  grasp  yours,  the 
brightest  eye  to  greet  you  7  And  now  your  friendship  has  dwindled 
away  to  a  little  bit  of  pasteboard,  shed  once  a  year,  and  poor  dear 
Mra.  Jones  (it  is  with  J.  you  have  quarrelle<l)  still  (^Ih  on  the 
ladies  of  your  fiunily  and  slips  her  husband's  ticket  upon  the  hall 
table.  Oh,  life  and  time,  that  it  should  have  come  to  this !  Oh, 
gracious  powers  !  Do  you  recall  the  time  when  AniWlla  Tliomi)son 
was  Arabella  Briggs !  You  call  and  talk  /adai»es  to  her  (at  first 
she  is  rather  nervous,  and  has  the  children  in) ;  you  talk  rain  and 
fine  weather ;  the  last  mtvel ;  the  next  party ;  Thompson  in  the 
City  f  Yes,  Mr.  Thompson  is  in  the  City.  He's  pretty  well,  thank 
you  !  Ah  !  Daggers,  ropes,  and  poisons,  has  it  come  to  this  ?  You 
are  talking  about  the  weather,  and  another  man's  health,  and 
another  man's  children,  o\  which  she  is  mother,  to  her  f  Time  was 
the  weather  was  all  a  burning  sunshine,  in  which  you  and  she 
basked ;  or  if  clouds  gathered,  and  a  storm  fell,  such  a  glorious  rain- 
bow haloed  round  you,  such  delicious  tears  fell  an<l  refreshed  you, 
that  the  storm  was  more  ravishini;  than  the  calm.  And  now 
another  manV  children  are  sitting  on  her  knee  their  mother's  knee ; 
and  once  a  year  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Thomi>sou  reciue:^t  the  honour 
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of  Mr.  Brown's  compaDy  at  dinner ;  and  once  a  year  you  read  in  Thi 
TimeSf  "  In  Nursery  Street,  the  wife  of  J.  Thompson,  Esq.,  of  a 
Son."  To  come  to  the  once-beloved  one's  door,  and  find  the  knocker 
tied  up  with  a  white  kid  glove,  is  humiliating — say  what  you  will, 
it  is  humiliating. 

Philip  leaves  his  card,  and  walks  on  to  the  Olifl^  and  of  oooiae, 
in  three  minutes,  meets  Clinker.  Indeed,  who  ever  went  to  Brighton 
for  half-an-hour  without  meeting  Clinker? 

"  Father  pretty  well  ?  His  old  patient.  Lady  Qeminy,  Is  down 
here  with  the  children ;  what  a  number  of  them  there  are,  to  he 
sure !  Come  to  make  any  stay  1  See  your  cousin.  Miss  Twysden, 
is  here  with  the  Penfolds.  Little  party  at  the  Qrigsons'  last  night ; 
she  looked  uncommonly  well ;  danced  ever  so  many  times  with  the 
Black  Prince,  Wooicomb  of  the  Greens.  Suppose  I  may  congratulate 
you.  Six  thousand  five  hundred  a  year  now,  and  thirteen  thousand 
when  his  grandmother  dies ;  but  those  negresses  live  fat  ever.  I 
suppose  the  thing  is  settled.  I  saw  them  on  the  pier  just  now,  and 
Mis.  Penfold  was  reading  a  book  in  the  arbour.  Book  of  sennoiis  it 
was — pious  woman,  Mrs.  Penfold.  I  daresay  they  are  on  the  pier 
stilL"  Striding  with  hurried  steps  Philip  Firmin  makes  ibr  the 
pier.  The  breathless  Clinker  cannot  keep  alongside  of  his  free.  I 
should  like  to  have  seen  it  when  Clinker  said  that  ''the  thing" 
was  settled  between  Miss  Twysden  and  the  cavalry  gentknoan. 

There  were  a  few  nursery  governesses,  maids,  and  duldien 
paddling  about  at  the  end  of  the  pier ;  and  there  was  a  &t  woman 
reading  a  book  in  one  of  the  arbours — but  no  Agnes,  no  Woolcombi 
Where  can  they  be  ?  Can  they  be  weighing  each  other  t  or  buying 
those  mad  pebbles,  which  people  are  known  to  purchase  f  or  having 
their  silhouettes  done  in  black  ?  Ha !  ha  !  Wooicomb  would  hardly 
have  his  fiice  done  in  hVdck.  The  idea  would  provoke  odious 
comparisons.     I  see  Philip  is  in  a  dreadfully  bad  sarcastic  humour. 

Up  there  comes  from  one  of  those  trap-doors  which  lead  down 
from  the  pier-head  to  the  green  sea-waves  ever  restlessly  jumping 
below — up  there  conies  a  little  Skye-terrier  dog  with  a  red  collar, 
who  as  soon  as  she  sees  Philip,  sings,  squeaks,  whines,  runs,  jumps, 
flumps  up  on  him,  if  I  may  use  the  expression,  kisses  his  hands, 
and  with  eyes,  tongue,  paws,  and  tail  shows  him  a  thousand  marks 
of  welcome  and  affection  "  What,  Brownie,  Brownie  ! "  Philip 
is  glad  to  see  the  do<;.  an  old  friend  who  has  many  a  time  licked  his 
hand  and  bounced  \x\yovk  his  knee. 

The  greeting  over,  Brownie,  wagging  her  tail  with  prodigious 
activity,  trots  before  Philip — trots  down  an  opening,  down  the 
steps  imder  which  the  waves  shimmer  greenly,  and  into  quite  a 
quiet  remote  comer  ju.st  over  the  water,  whence  you  may  command 
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Mt  beautiful  view  of  the  sea,  the  shore,  the  Marine  Parade,  and 
"  Albion  Hotel,"  and  where,  were  I  five-and-twenty  say,  with 
ing  elfle  to  do,  I  would  gladly  pass  a  quarter  of  an  hour  talking 
it  '*  Qlaucus,  or  the  Wonders  of  the  Deep  "  with  the  object  of 
iffections. 

Bere,  amongst  the  labyrinth  of  piles.  Brownie  goes  flouncing 
g  till  she  comes  to  a  young  couple  who  are  looking  at  the  view 
described.  In  order  to  view  it  better,  the  yoimg  man  has  laid 
land,  a  pretty  little  hand,  most  delicately  gloved,  on  the  lady's 
I ;  and  Brownie  comes  up  and  nuzzles  against  her,  and  whines 
talks  as  much  as  to  say,  "Here's  somebody,"  and  the  lady 
,  "Down,  Brownie,  miss." 

'*  It's  no  good,  Agnes,  that  dog,"  says  the  gentleman  (he  has 

curly,  not  to  say  woolly,  hair  under  his  natty  little  hat).    "  111 

you  a  pug  witli  a  nose  you  can  hang  your  hat  on.     I  do  know 

>ne  now.      My  man  Rummins  knows  of  one.      Do  you  like 

iT' 

"  I  adore  them,"  says  the  lady. 

"  ni  give  you  one,  if  I  have  to  pay  fifty  pounds  for  it.  And 
'  fetch  a  good  figure,  the  real  pugs  do,  I  can  tell  you.     Once  in 

don  there  was  an  exhibition  of  'em,  and " 

"  Brownie,  Brownie,  <iown  ! "  cries  Agnes.  The  dog  was  jump- 
at  a  gentleman,  a  tall  gentleman  with  a  red  moustache  and 
d,  who  advances  through  the  chequered  shade,  under  the  {ton- 
us beams,  over  the  translucent  sea. 

**  Pray  don't  mind,  Brownie  won't  hurt  me,"  says  a  perfectly 
-known  voice,  the  sound  of  which  sends  all  the  colour  shuddering 
of  Miss  Agnes's  pink  cheeks. 

"  You  see  I  gave  my  cousin  this  d«)g.  Captain  Woolcomb,"  says 
gentleman  ;  "  and  the  little  slut  remembers  me.     Perhaps  Miss 
'8<len  prefers  the  pug  better." 
"  Sir ! " 

"  If  it  has  a  nose  you  can  hang  your  hat  on,  it  must  be  a 
'  pretty  dog,  and  I  suppose  you  intend  to  hang  your  hat  on  it 
<mI  deal." 

"  Oh,  Philip !  "  says  the  lady  ;  but  an  attack  of  that  dreadful 
^hing  stops  further  utterance. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

CONTAINS  TWO  OF  PHIUFS  MISHAPS 

YOU  know  that,  in  some  parts  of  India,  in&nticide  is  the 
common  custom.  It  is  part  of  the  religion  of  the  land,  as, 
in  other  districts,  widow-burning  used  to  be.  I  can't  imagine 
that  ladies  like  to  destroy  either  themselves  or  their  children, 
though  they  submit  with  bravery,  and  even  cheerfulness,  to  the 
decrees  of  that  religion  which  orders  them  to  make  away  with  their 
own  or  their  young  ones'  lives.  Now,  suppose  you  and  I,  as 
Europeans,  happened  to  drive  up  where  a  young  creature  was  just 
about  to  roast  herself^  under  the  advice  of  her  fiunily  and  the 
highest  dignitaries  of  her  church;  what  could  we  dot  Rescue 
her?  No  such  thing.  We  know  better  than  to  interfere  with 
her,  and  the  laws  and  usages  of  her  country.  We  turn  away  with 
a  sigh  from  the  mournful  scene;  we  pull  out  our  pocket-handker- 
chiefs, tell  ooacliman  to  drive  on,  and  leave  her  to  her  sad  &te. 

Now  about  poor  Agnes  Twysdeu  :  how,  in  the  name  of  goodness, 
can  we  help  her  ?  You  see  she  is  a  well-brought-up  and  religious 
young  woman  of  tlie  Brahminical  sect.  If  she  is  to  be  sacrificed, 
that  old  Brahmin,  her  father,  that  good  and  devout  mother,  that 
most  special  Brahmin  her  brother,  and  that  admirable  girl  her 
straitlaced  sister,  all  insist  upon  her  undergoing  the  ceremony,  and 
deck  her  with  flowers  ere  they  lead  her  to  that  dismal  altar  flame. 
Suppose,  I  say,  she  has  made  up  her  mind  to  throw  over  poor 
Philip,  and  take  on  with  some  one  else?  What  sentiment  ought 
our  virtuous  bosoms  to  entertain  towards  her?  Anger?  I  have 
just  been  holding  a  conversation  with  a  young  fellow  in  rags  and 
without  shoes,  whctse  bed  is  commonly  a  dry  arcli,  who  has  been 
repeatedly  in  prison,  whose  father  and  mother  were  thieves,  and 
whose  grandfathers  were  thieves ; — are  we  to  be  angry  with  him 
for  following  the  paternal  profession?  With  one  eye  brimming 
with  pity,  the  other  steadily  keeping  watch  over  the  family  spoons, 
I  listen  to  his  artless  tale.  I  have  no  anger  against  that  child : 
nor  towards  thee,  Agnes,  daughter  of  Talbot  the  Brahmin. 

For  though  duty  is  duty,  wlien  it  comes  to  the  pinch,  it  is 
often  hard  to  do.     Though  dear  papa  and  mamma  say  that  here 
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iA  a  geDtlenian  with  ever  so  many  thousandB  a  year,  an  undoubted 
part  in  So-and-So-Bhire,  and  whole  islands  in  the  western  main, 
who  is  wildly  in  loTe  with  your  fair  skin  and  blue  eyes,  and  is 
ready  to  fling  all  his  treasures  at  your  feet ;  yet,  after  all,  when 
you  consider  that  he  is  very  ignorant,  though  very  cunning ;  very 
stingy,  thou^  very  rich ;  very  ill-tempered,  probably,  if  feuxs  and 
eyes  and  mouths  can  tell  truth  :  and  as  for  Philip  Firmin — though 
actually  his  legitimacy  is  dubious,  as  we  have  lately  heard,  in  which 
case  his  maternal  fortune  is  ours — and  as  for  his  paternal  inheritance, 
we  don't  know  whether  the  Doctor  is  worth  thirty  thousand  pounds 
or  a  shilling ; — yet,  after  all — as  for  Philip — he  is  a  man  ;  he  is  a 
gentleman ;  he  has  brains  in  his  head,  and  a  great  honest  heart 
of  which  he  has  offered  to  give  the  best  feelings  to  his  cousin : — 
I  aay,  when  a  poor  girl  has  to  be  off  with  that  old  love,  that  honest 
and  fair  love,  and  be  on  with  the  new  one,  the  dark  one,  I  feel 
for  her;  and  though  the  Brahmins  are,  as  we  know,  the  most 
genteel  sect  in  Hindostan,  I  rather  wish  the  poor  child  could  have 
belonged  to  some  lower  and  less  rigid  sect.  Poor  Agnes !  to  think 
that  be  has  sat  for  hours,  with  mamma  and  Blanche  or  the  gover- 
ness, of  eourse,  in  the  room  (for,  you  know,  when  she  and  Philip 
were  quite  wee  wee  things  dear  mamma  had  little  amiable  plans 
in  view)  ;  has  sat  for  hours  by  Miss  Twysden's  side  pouring  out  his 
heart  to  her ;  has  had,  mayhap,  little  precious  moments  of  confi- 
dential talk — little  hasty  whispers  in  corridors,  on  stairs,  behind 
window-curtains,  and — and  so  forth,  in  fact.  She  must  remember 
all  this  past ;  and  can't,  without  some  pang,  listen  on  the  same 
■ofi^  behind  the  same  window-curtains,  to  her  dark  suitor  pouring 
out  his  artless  tales  of  barracks,  boxing,  horeeflesh,  and  the  tender 
passion.  He  is  dull,  he  is  mean,  he  is  ill-tempered,  he  is  ignorant, 
and  the  other  was  .  •  .  ;  but  she  will  do  her  duty :  oh  yes !  she 
wiU  do  her  duty !  Poor  Agnes  I  (Test  d  fendre  U  coeur.  I 
declare  I  quite  feel  for  her. 

When  Philip's  temper  was  roused,  I  have  been  compelled,  as 
his  biographer,  to  own  how  very  rude  and  disagreeable  he  could  be  ; 
and  you  must  acknowledge  that  a  young  man  has  some  reason  to 
be  displeased,  when  he  finds  the  girl  of  his  heart  hand-in-hand  with 
another  young  gentleman  in  an  occult  and  shady  recess  of  the  wood- 
work of  Brighton  Pier.  The  green  waves  are  softly  murmuring : 
so  is  the  ofllcer  of  the  Life  Guards  Green.  The  waves  are  kissing 
the  beach.  Ah,  agonising  thought !  I  will  not  pursue  the  simile, 
which  may  be  but  a  jealous  man's  mad  fantasy.  Of  this  I  am 
sore,  no  pebble  on  that  beach  is  cooler  than  polished  Agnes.  But, 
then,  Philip  drunk  with  jealousy  is  not  a  reasonable  being  like 
Philip  sober.     '*He  had  a  dreadful  temper,"  Philip's  dear  aunt 
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said  of  him  afterwardB, — ''I  trembled  for  my  deur  gentle  child, 
united  for  ever  to  a  man  of  that  violence.  Never,  in  my  secret 
mind,  could  I  think  that  their  union  could  be  a  happy  one.  Besidea, 
you  know,  the  nearness  of  their  reUtionahip.  My  acraples  on  that 
score,  dear  Mrs.  Candour,  never,  never  could  be  quite  got  over.'^ 
And  these  scruples  came  to  weigh  whole  tons,  when  Ifaogrove  Hall, 
the  house  in  Berkeley  Square,  and  Mr.  Woolcomb's  West  India 
island  were  put  into  the  scale  idong  with  theuL 

Of  course  there  was  no  good  in  remaining  amongst  those  damp 
reeking  timbers,  now  that  the  pretty  little  Ute-^'tSU  was  over. 
Little  Brownie  hung  fondling  and  whining  round  Philip's  ankles,  as 
the  party  ascended  to  the  upper  air.  ''My  child,  how  pale  you 
look ! "  cries  Mrs.  Penfold,  putting  down  her  volume.  Out  of  the 
Captain's  opal  eyeballs  shot  lurid  flames,  and  hot  blood  burned 
behind  his  yellow  cheeks.  In  a  quarrel  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  could 
be  particularly  cool  and  self-possessed.  When  Miss  Agnes  rather 
piteously  introduced  him  to  Mrs.  Penfold,  he  made  a  bow  as  polite 
and  gracious  as  any  performed  by  his  Royal  fiiiher.  ^  My  little 
dog  knew  me,"  he  said,  caressing  the  animaL  "  She  is  a  fidthfiil 
little  thing,  and  she  led  me  down  to  my  cousin;  and — Captain 
WoolcoDib,  I  think,  is  your  name,  sir  ? " 

As  Philip  curls  his  moustache  and  smiles  blandly,  Captain 
Woolcomb  pulls  his  and  scowls  fiercely.  "Yes,  sir,"  he  mutters, 
''my  name  is  Woolcomb."  Another  bow  and  a  touch  of  the  hat 
from  Mr.  Firmin.  A  touch? — ^a  gracious  wave  of  the  hat;  ac- 
knowledged by  no  means  so  gracefully  by  Captain  Woolcomb. 

To  these  remarks  Mrs.  Penfold  says,  "  Oh  I "  In  feet,  "  Oh  ! " 
is  about  the  best  thing  that  could  be  said  under  the  circumstances. 

"  My  cousin,  Miss  Twysden,  looks  so  pale,  because  she  was  out 
very  late  dancing  last  night  I  hear  it  was  a  very  pretty  ball. 
But  ought  she  to  keep  such  late  hours,  Mrs.  Penfbld,  with  her 
delicate  health  ?  Indeed,  you  ought  not,  Agnes !  Ought  she  to 
keep  late  hours.  Brownie  ?  There — don't,  you  little  foolish  thing ! 
I  gave  my  cousin  the  dog :  and  she's  very  fond  of  me — the  dog  is — 
stilL  You  were  saying,  Captein  Woolcomb,  when  I  came  up,  that 
you  would  give  Miss  Twysden  a  dog  on  whose  nose  you  could  hang 
your I  beg  pardon  1 " 

Mr.  Woolcomb,  as  Philip  made  this  second  allusion  to  the 
peculiar  nasal  formation  of  the  pug,  ground  his  little  white  teeth 
together,  and  let  slip  a  most  improper  monosyllable.  More  acute 
bronchial  suffering  was  manifested  on  the  part  of  Miss  Tw3r8den. 
Mrs.  Penfold  said,  '*  The  day  is  clouding  over.  I  think,  Agnes^  I 
will  have  my  chair,  and  go  home." 

'*  May  I  be  allowed  to  walk  with  you  as  far  as  your  house  t  ** 
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mys  Philip,  twiddling  a  little  locket  which  he  wore  at  his  watch- 
chain.  It  was  a  little  gold  locket,  with  a  little  pale  hair  inside. 
W^hose  hair  could  it  have  been  that  was  so  pale  and  fine  ?  As  for 
the  pretty  hieroglyphical  A.  T.  at  the  back,  those  letters  might 
indicate  Alfred  Tennyson,  or  Anthony  Trollope,  who  might  hare 
given  a  lock  of  their  golden  hair  to  Philip,  for  I  know  he  is  an 
ailmirer  of  their  works. 

Agnes  looked  guiltily  at  the  little  locket.  Captain  Woolcomb 
pulled  his  moustache  so,  that  you  would  have  thought  he  would 
have  pulled  it  off ;  and  his  opal  eyes  glared  with  fearful  confusion 
and  wrath. 

"  Will  you  please  to  fall  back  and  let  me  speak  to  you,  Agnes  t 
Pkrdon  me,  Captain  Woolcomb,  I  have  a  private  message  for  my 
cousin ;  and  I  came  from  London  expressly  to  deliver  it" 

"  If  Miss  Twysden  desires  me  to  withdraw,  I  fall  back  in  one 
moment,''  says  the  Captain,  clenching  the  little  lemon-coloiired 
^oves. 

"  My  cousin  and  I  have  lived  together  all  our  lives^  and  I  bring 
her  a  family  message.  Have  you  any  particular  claim  to  hear  it. 
Captain  Woolcomb?" 

'*  Not  if  Mi  s  Twysden  don't  want  me  to  hear  it D —  the 

little  brute ! " 

'*  Don't  kick  poor  little  harmless  Brownie !  He  shan't  kick 
you,  shall  he.  Brownie  ? " 

"  If  the  bnite  comes  between  my  shins,  I'll  kick  her ! "  shrieks 
the  Captain.     '*  Hang  her.  111  throw  her  into  the  sea ! " 

"  Whatever  you  do  to  my  dog,  I  swear  I  will  do  to  you ! " 
whispers  Philip  to  the  Captain. 

'* Where  are  you  staying?"  shrieks  the  Captain.  ''Hang  you, 
you  shall  hear  from  me  ! " 

"Quiet— 'Bo<lfonl  Hotel'  Easy,  or  I  shall  think  you  want 
the  ladies  to  overhear." 

"Your  conduct  is  horrible,  sir,"  says  Agnes,  rapidly,  in  the 
French  language.     "  Mr.  does  not  comprehend  it." 

" it !     If  you  have  any  secrets  to  talk,  I'll  withdraw  fiwt 

enough.  Miss  Agnes,"  says  Othello. 

"  Oh,  Grenviiie  !  can  I  have  any  secrets  from  you  t  Mr.  Firmin 
is  my  first-cousin.  We  have  lived  together  all  our  lives.  Philip, 
I  I  don't  know  whether  mamma  announced  to  you — my — my 
engagement  with  Captain  Grenviiie  Woolcronib."  The  agitation 
has  brought  on  another  Kovero  bronchial  attack.  Poor,  fxior  little 
Agnes !     What  it  is  to  have  a  delicate  thnnit ! 

The  pier  tosses  up  to  the  skies,  as  though  it  had  left  its  mo<»r- 
le  houses  on  the  cliff  dance  and  reel,  as  though  an  earth- 
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quake  was  driving  them — the  sea  iralks  up  into  the  lodging-ltoineB 
— and  Philips  legs  are  failing  from  under  him:  it  is  onlj  for  a 
moment  When  you  have  a  large  tough  douhle  tooth  out,  doesn't 
the  chair  go  up  to  the  ceiling,  and  your  head  come  off  toot  But,  in 
the  next  in8t:int,  there  is  a  grave  gentleman  before  you,  making 
you  a  bow,  and  concealing  something  in  his  right  sleeve.  The 
crash  is  over.  You  are  a  man  again.  Philip  dutches  hold  of  the 
chain-pier  for  a  minute  :  it  does  not  sink  under  him.  The  houses, 
after  reeling  for  a  second  or  two,  reassume  the  perpendicular,  and 
bulge  their  bow-windows  towards  the  main.  He  can  see  the  people 
looking  from  the  windows,  the  carriages  passing,  Professor  Spurrier 
riding  on  the  cliff  with  eighteen  young  ladies,  his  pupils.  In  long- 
after  days  he  remembers  those  absurd  little  incidents  with  a  curious 
tenacity. 

'*  This  news,"  Philip  says,  '*  was  not — not  altogether  unexpected. 
I  congratulate  my  cousin,  I  am  sure.  Captain  Woolcomb,  had  I 
known  this  for  certain,  I  am  sure  I  should  not  have  int^rupted 
you.  You  were  going,  perhaps,  to  ask  me  to  your  hosfntable  house, 
Mre.  Penfold  1 " 

"  Was  she  though  ? "  cries  the  Captain. 

*^  I  have  asked  a  friend  to  dine  with  me  at  the  '  Bedford,*  and 
shall  go  to  town,  I  hope,  in  tlie  morning.  Can  I  take  anything  for 
you,  Agnes  ?  Good-bye  :  "  and  he  kisses  his  hand  in  quite  a  degag4 
manner,  as  Mrs.  Penfold's  chair  turns  eastward  and  he  goes  to  the 
west.  Silently  the  tall  Agnes  sweeps  along,  a  fair  hand  laid  upon 
her  friend's  chair. 

It's  over !  it's  over !  She  has  done  it.  He  was  bound,  and 
kept  his  honour,  but  she  did  not:  it  was  she  who  forsook  him. 
Ami  I  fear  very  much  Mr.  Pliilip's  heart  leap.s  with  pleasure  and 
an  immense  sensation  of  relief  at  thinking  he  is  free.  He  meets 
half-a-dozen  acquaintances  on  the  cliff.  He  laughs,  jokes,  shakes 
hands,  invites  two  or  three  to  dinner  in  the  gayest  manner.  He 
sits  down  on  that  green,  not  very  far  from  his  inn,  and  is  laughing 
to  himself,  when  he  suddenly  feels  something  nestling  at  his  knee 
— rubbing,  and  nestling,  and  whining  plaintively.  "  What,  is  that 
you?"  It  is  little  Brownie,  who  has  followed  him.  Poor  little 
rogue! 

Then  Philip  bent  down  his  head  over  the  dog,  and  as  it  jumped 
on  him,  with  little  bleats,  and  whines,  and  innocent  caresses,  he 
broke  out  into  a  sob,  and  a  great  refreshing  rain  of  tears  fell  from 
his  eyes.  Such  a  little  illness  !  Such  a  mild  fever !  Such  a  speedy 
cure !  Some  people  have  the  complaint  so  mildly  that  they  are 
scarcely  ever  kept  to  their  beds.     Some  bear  its  scars  for  ever. 

Philip  sat  resolutely  at  the  hotel  all  night,  having  given  speeial 
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<mlen  to  the  porter  to  say  that  he  was  at  home,  in  caae  any  gentle- 
man should  call.  He  liad  a  faint  hope,  he  afterwards  owne<l,  that 
some  friend  of  Captain  Woolcomb  might  wait  on  him  on  that  officer's 
part.  He  had  a  ficdnt  hope  that  a  letter  might  come  explaining  that 
treason — as  people  will  haye  a  sick,  gnawing,  yearning,  foolish  desire 
for  letters — letters  which  contain  nothing,  which  never  did  contain 

anything — letters  which,  nevertheless,  you You  know,  in 

fact,  about  those  letters,  and  there  is  no  earthly  use  in  asking  to 
read  Philip's.  Have  we  not  all  read  those  love-letters  which,  after 
love  quarrels,  come  into  court  sometimes  ?  We  have  all  read  them ; 
and  bow  many  have  written  them !  Nine  o  clock.  Ten  o'clock. 
Eleven  o'clock.  No  challenge  from  the  Captain ;  no  explanation 
from  Agnes.  Philip  dec*lares  he  slept  perfectly  well.  But  poor 
little  Brownie  the  dog  made  a  piteous  howling  all  night  in  the 
stables.  She  was  not  a  well-bred  dog.  You  could  not  have  hung 
the  least  hat  on  her  nose. 

We  compared  anon  our  dear  Agnes  to  a  Brahmin  lady,  meekly 
offering  herself  up  to  sacrifice  according  to  the  practice  used  in  her 
highly  respectable  caste.  Did  we  speak  in  anger  or  in  sorrow  t — 
surely  in  terms  of  rcHpectfiil  grief  and  sympathy.  And  if  we  pity 
her,  ought  we  not  likewise  to  pity  her  highly  respectable  iiarentst 
Allien  the  notorious  Brutus  ordered  his  sons  to  execution,  you  can't 
suppose  he  was  such  a  brute  as  to  be  pleased  t  All  three  {Arties 
suffered  by  the  transaction :  the  sons,  probably,  even  more  than 
their  austere  father ;  but  it  stands  to  reason  that  the  whole  trio 
were  very  melancholy.  At  least,  were  I  a  poet  or  musical  composer 
depicting  that  business,  I  certainly  should  make  them  so.  The 
sons,  piping  in  a  very  minor  key  indeed ;  the  &ther's  manly  basso, 
accompanied  by  deep  wind  instruments,  and  interrupted  by  appro- 
priate sobs.  Though  pretty  feir  Agnes  is  being  led  to  execution,  I 
don't  suppose  she  likes  it,  or  that  her  parents  are  happy,  who  are 
compelled  to  order  the  tragedy. 

That  the  rich  young  proprietor  of  Mangrove  Hall  should  be  fond 
of  her  was  merely  a  coincidence,  Mrs.  Twysden  afterwards  always 
averred.  Not  for  men*  wealth — ah,  no !  not  for  mines  of  gold — 
would  they  sacrifice  their  darling  child.  But  when  that  sad  Firmin 
affair  happened,  you  see  it  also  happened  that  Captain  Woolcomb 
was  much  struck  by  dear  Agnes,  whom  he  met  ever>'where.  Her 
scapegrace  of  a  cousin  would  go  nowhere.  He  preferred  his  Imchelor 
associates,  and  horrible  smoking  and  drinking  habits,  to  the  amuse- 
ments and  pleasures  of  more  refined  society.  He  neglected  Agnes. 
There  is  not  the  slightest  doubt  he  neglected  and  mortifie<l  her,  and 
his  wilful  and  fre(]uent  absence  showe<i  how  little  he  cared  for  her. 
Woakl  you  blame  the  dear  girl  for  coldness  to  a  man  who  himself 


254  THE   ADVENTURES   OF   PHILIP 

showed  such  indifferenoe  to  hert  "No,  my  good  Mis.  Oandoiir. 
Had  Mr.  Firmin  been  ten  times  as  rich  as  Mr.  Wooloomb^  I  ahookl 
have  counselled  my  child  to  refuse  him.  /  take  the  reqxmaibility 
of  the  measure  entirely  on  myself — I,  and  her  fiither,  and  her 
brother."  So  Mrs.  Twysden  afterwards  spoke,  in  drdea  where  an 
absurd  and  odious  rumour  ran,  that  the  Twysdens  had  fwoed  their 
daughter  to  jilt  yoimg  Mr.  Firmin  in  order  to  marry  a  wealthy 
quadroon.  People  will  talk,  you  know,  de  fne,  <ie  te.  If  Wool- 
comb's  dinners  had  not  gone  off  so  after  his  marriage,  I  have  little 
doubt  the  scandal  would  have  died  away,  and  he  and  his  wife  might 
have  been  pretty  generally  respected  and  visited. 

Nor  must  you  suppose,  as  we  have  said,  that  dear  Agnea  gave 
up  her  first  love  without  a  pang.  That  bronchitis  showed  how 
acutely  the  poor  thing  felt  her  position.  It  broke  out  very  soon 
after  Mr.  Wooloomb*s  attentions  became  a  little  particular;  and 
she  actually  left  London  in  consequence.  It  is  true  that  he  could 
follow  her  without  difficulty,  but  so,  for  the  matter  of  that,  could 
Philip,  as  we  have  seen  when  he  came  down  and  behaved  so  rudely 
to  Captain  Woolcomb.  And  before  Philip  came,  poor  Agnes  could 
plead,  '*  My  father  pressed  me  sair,'*  as  in  the  case  of  the  notorious 
Mrs.  Robin  Gray. 

Father  and  mother  both  pressed  her  sair.  Mrs.  Twysden,  I 
think  I  have  mentioned,  wrote  an  admirable  letter,  and  was  aware 
of  her  acoomplisliment.  She  usal  to  write  reams  of  gossip  regu- 
larly every  week  to  dear  Uncle  Ring^wood  when  he  was  in  the 
country :  and  when  her  daughter  Blanche  married,  she  is  said  to 
have  written  several  of  her  new  son's  sermons.  As  a  Christian 
mother,  was  she  not  to  ^ve  her  daugliter  her  advice  at  this  momen- 
tous period  of  her  life?  That  advice  went  against  poor  Philips 
chances  with  his  cousin,  who  was  kept  acquainted  with  all  the 
circumstances  of  the  controversy  of  which  we  have  just  seen  the 
issue.  I  do  not  raeiin  to  say  that  Mrs.  Twysden  gave  an  impartial 
statement  of  the  case.  What  parties  in  a  lawsuit  do  speak  impar- 
tially on  their  own  side  or  their  adversaries'?  Mrs.  Twysden's 
view,  as  I  have  learned  subsequently,  and  as  iniparte<i  to  her 
daughter,  was  this: — That  most  unprincipled  man,  Dr.  Firmin. 
who  had  already  attempted,  and  unjustly,  to  deprive  the  Twys<lens 
of  a  part  of  their  property,  had  commenceii  in  quite  early  life  his 
career  of  outrage  and  wickedness  against  the  Riugwood  family. 
He  had  led  dear  Lord  Ringwood's  son,  poor  dear  Lord  Cinqbars, 
into  a  career  of  vice  and  extravagance  which  caused  the  premature 
death  of  that  unfortunate  young  nobleman.  Mr.  Firmin  had  then 
made  a  marriage,  in  spite  of  the  tears  and  entreaties  of  Mrs. 
Twysden,  with  her  late  unhappy  sister,  whose  whole  life  had  been 
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made  wretched  by  the  Doctor's  conduct.  But  the  climax  of  outrage 
and  wickedness  was,  that  when  he — he,  a  low  penniless  adventurer — 
married  Colonel  Ringwood's  daughter,  he  was  married  already,  as 
could  be  sworn  by  the  repentant  clergyman,  who  had  been  forced, 
by  threats  of  punishment  which  Dr.  Firmin  held  over  him,  to  per- 
form the  rite  !  "  The  mind  " — Mrs.  Talbot  Twysden's  fine  mind — 
*' shuddered  at  the  thought  of  such  wickedness."  But  most  of  all 
(for  to  think  ill  of  any  one  whom  she  had  once  love<l  gave  her  pain) 
there  was  reason  to  believe  that  the  unhappy  Philip  Firmin  was 
his  fcUher^i  accomplice^  and  that  he  knew  of  his  own  illegiiifnacy^ 
V  hich  he  was  determined  to  set  aside  by  any  fraud  or  artifice — 
(she  trembled,  she  wept  to  have  to  say  this :  0  Heaven !  that 
there  should  be  such  perversity  in  Tliy  creatures !).  And  so  little 
store  did  PhiHp  set  by  his  mother^ s  honour y  that  he  actually  visited 
the  abandonecl  woman  who  acquiesced  in  her  own  infamy,  and  had 
brought  such  unsi>eakable  disgrace  on  the  Ringwoo<l  family  !  The 
thought  of  this  crime  had  caused  Mrs.  Twysden  and  her  dear 
husband  nights  of  sleepless  anguish — had  made  them  yean  and 
yeart  older — had  stricken  their  hearts  with  a  grief  which  must 
endure  to  the  end  of  their  days.  With  people  so  unscrupulous, 
so  grasping,  so  artful  as  Dr.  Firmin  and  (must  she  say  ?)  his  son, 
they  were  bound  to  be  on  their  guard ;  "and  though  they  had 
avoided  Philip,  she  had  deemed  it  right,  on  the  rare  occasions  when 
she  and  the  young  man  whom  she  must  now  call  her  illegitimate 
nephew  met,  to  behave  as  though  she  knew  nothing  of  this  most 
dreadful  controversy. 

**And  now,  dearest  child "  Surely  the  moral  is  obvious? 

The  dearest  child  **  must  see  at  once  that  any  foolish  plans  which 
were  formed  in  childish  days  and  under  former  delusions  must 
be  cast  aside  for  ever  as  impossible,  as  unworthy  of  a  Twyscien — 
of  a  Ringwoo<l.  Be  not  concerned  for  the  young  man  himself," 
wrote  Mrs.  Twysden — "I  blush  that  he  should  bear  that  dear 
fiuher's  name  who  was  slain  in  honour  on  Busaco's  glorious  field. 
P.  F.  has  associates  amongst  whom  he  has  ever  been  much  more 
st  home  than  in  our  refino<i  circle,  and  habits  which  will  cause  him 
Ui  forget  you  only  too  easily.  And  if  near  you  is  one  whose  ardour 
shows  itself  in  his  every  word  and  action,  wht)se  wwdth  and  pro|)erty 
may  raise  you  to  a  place  worthy  of  my  child,  nee<l  I  say,  a  mother's 
a  father's  blessing  go  with  you."  This  letter  was  brought  to  Miss 
Twysden,  at  Brighton,  by  a  special  messenger ;  and  the  superscrip- 
tion announced  that  it  was  **  honoured  by  Captain  GrenviUe 
Woolcomb." 

Now  when  Miss  Aj^nes  has  had  a  letter  to  this  effect  (I  may 
at  some  time  tell  you  how  I  came  to  be  adjuainted  with  its  con- 


256  THE   ADVENTURES   OF   PHILIP 

tents);  when  she  remembeiB  all  the  abuse  her  brother  lavishes 
against  Philip  as,  Heaven  bless  some  of  them !  dear  relatives  can 
best  do ;  when  she  thinks  how  cold  he  has  of  late  been — how  he  will 
come  smelling  of  cigars — how  he  won't  conform  to  the  usages  du 
mondcy  and  has  neglected  all  the  decencies  of  society — how  she 
often  can't  understand  his  strange  rhapsodies  about  poetry,  painting, 
and  the  like,  nor  how  he  can  live  with  such  associates  as  those  who 
seem  to  delight  him — and  now  how  he  is  showing  himself  actually 
unprincipled  and  abetting  his  horrid  &ther;  when  we  consider 
mither  pressing  sair,  and  all  these  points  in  mither's  &vour,  I 
don't  think  we  can  order  Agnes  to  instant  execution  for  the  resolu- 
tion to  which  she  is  coming.  She  will  give  him  up — she  will  givtt 
him  up.  €rood-bye,  Philip.  €rood-bye  the  past.  Be  forgotten,  b* 
forgotten,  fond  words  spoken  in  not  unwilling  ears !  Be  still  aoi 
breathe  not,  eager  lips,  that  have  trembled  so  near  to  one  another  1 
Unlock,  hands,  and  port  for  ever,  that  seemed  to  be  formed  fbr 
life's  long  journey !  Ah,  to  part  for  ever  is  hard ;  but  harder  and 
more  humiliating  still  to  part  without  regret ! 

That  papa  and  mamma  had  influenced  Miss  Twysden  in  her 
behaviour  my  wife  and  I  could  easily  imagine,  when  Philip,  in  his 
wrath  and  grief,  came  to  us  and  poured  out  the  feelings  of  his  heart 
My  wife  is  a  repository  of  men's  secrets,  an  untiring  consoler  aai 
comforter ;  and  she  knows  many  a  sad  story  which  we  are  not  al 
liberty  to  tell,  like  tliis  one  of  which  this  person,  Mr.  Firmin,  hai 
given  us  possession. 

"  Father  and  mother's  orders,"  shouts  Philip,  "  I  daresay,  Miil 
Pendennis  ;  but  the  wish  was  father  to  the  thought  of  parting,  aad 
it  was  for  the  blackamoor's  parks  an<l  acres  that  the  girl  jilted  ma 
Look  here.  I  told  you  just  now  that  I  slept  perfectly  well  on  t\mk 
infernal  night  after  I  had  said  farewell  to  her.  Well,  I  didn't.  II 
was  a  lie.  I  walked  ever  so  many  times  the  whole  length  of  tlv 
cliff,  from  Hove  to  Rottingdean  ahnost,  and  then  went  to  bed 
afterwards,  and  slept  a  little  out  of  sheer  fatigue.  And  as  I  wa« 
piissing  by  Horizontal  Terrace — (I  happened  to  pass  by  there  two 
or  three  times  in  the  moonlight,  like  a  great  jackiiss) — you  know 
those  verses  of  mine  which  I  have  hiunmed  here  sometimes  ? " 
(Hummed !  he  used  to  roar  them !)  "  *  WTien  the  locks  of 
burnished  gold,  lady,  shall  to  silver  turn  ! '  Never  mind  the  rest. 
You  know  the  verses  about  fidelity  and  old  age  ?  She  was  singing 
them  on  that  night,  to  that  negro.  And  I  heard  the  beggar's  voice 
say,  *  Bravo  ! '  through  the  open  windows." 

"  Ah,  Philip !  it  was  cruel,"  says  ray  wife,  heartily  pitying  our 
friend's  anguish  and  misfortune.  "  It  was  cruel  indeed.  I  am 
sure  we  can  feel  for  you.    But  think  what  certain  micery  a  marriage 
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with  Buch  a  person  would  have  been  !     Think  of  your  warm  heart 
given  away  for  ever  to  that  heartless  creature." 

"  Laura,  Laura,  have  you  not  often  warned  me  not  to  speak  ill 
of  people  t  *  says  Laura's  husband. 

"  I  can't  help  it  sometimes,"  cries  Laura  in  a  transport  "  I 
try  and  do  my  best  not  tx)  speak  ill  of  my  neighbours ;  but  the 
worldlinesB  of  those  people  shocks  me  so  that  I  can't  bear  to  be 
near  them.  They  are  so  utterly  tied  and  boimd  by  convention- 
alities, so  perfectly  convinced  of  their  own  excessive  high-breeding, 
that  they  seem  to  me  more  odious  and  more  vulgar  than  quite  low 
people;  and  Vm  sure  Mr.  Philip's  friend,  the  Little  Sister,  is 
infinitely  more  ladylike  than  his  dreary  aunt  or  either  of  his  super- 
dliouB  cousins ! "  Upon  my  word,  when  this  lady  did  speak  her 
mind,  there  was  no  mistaking  her  meaning. 

I  believe  Mr.  Firmin  took  a  considerable  number  of  people  into 
his  confidence  regarding  this  love  affair.  He  is  one  of  those 
individuals  who  can't  keep  their  secrets;  and  when  hurt  he  roars 
so  loudly  that  all  his  friends  can  hear.  It  has  been  remarked  that 
the  sorrows  of  such  persons  do  not  endure  very  long ;  nor  surely 

there  any  great  need  in  this  instance  that  Philip's  heart  should 
a  lengthened  mourning.  Ere  long  he  smoked  his  pipes,  he 
played  his  billiards,  he  shouted  his  songs ;  he  rode  in  the  Park  for 
the  pleasure  of  severely  cutting  his  aunt  and  cousins  when  their 
open  carriage  passed,  or  of  riding  down  Captain  Woolcomb  or  his 
oooain  Ringwood,  should  either  of  those  worthies  come  in  his  way. 

One  day,  when  the  old  Lord  Ringwood  came  to  town  for  his 
aocostomed  spring  visit,  Philip  condescended  to  wait  upon  him, 
and  was  announced  to  his  Lordship  just  as  Talbot  Twysden  and 
Ringwood  his  son  were  taking  leave  of  their  noble  kinsman.  Philip 
looked  at  them  with  a  flashing  eye  and  a  distended  nostril,  accord- 
ing to  his  swaggering  wont  I  daresay  they  on  their  part  bore  a 
very  mean  and  hangdog  apfiearanoe ;  for  my  Lord  laughed  at  their 
di<MX>mfiture,  and  seemctl  immensely  amused  as  they  slunk  out  of 
the  door  when  Philip  came  hectoring'  in. 

*'  So,  sir,  there  has  been  a  family  row.  Heard  all  about  it :  at 
least,  their  side.  Your  father  did  me  the  favour  to  marry  my  niece, 
having  another  wife  already  ? " 

"  Having  no  other  wife  already,  sir — though  my  dear  relations 
were  anxious  to  show  that  he  had." 

**  Wanteii  your  money  ;  thirty  thousand  poimd  is  not  a  trifle. 
Ten  thousand  apiece  for  those  children.  And  no  more  need  of  any 
oonfbundeti  pinching  and  scraping,  as  they  have  to  do  at  Beaunash 
Street  Affiur  off  between  you  and  Agnes?  Absurd  affair.  So 
much  the  better." 

11  R 
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*•  Yes,  sir,  so  much  the  better." 

"  Have  ten  thousand  apiece.  Would  have  twenty  thousaiid  if 
they  got  yours.     Quite  natural  to  want  it" 

"  Quite." 

*^  Woolcomb  a  sort  of  negro,  I  understand.  Fine  property  here : 
besides  the  West  India  rubbish.  Violent  man — so  people  tell  me. 
Luckily  Agnes  seems  a  cool  easy-going  woman,  and  must  put  up 
with  the  rough  as  well  as  the  smooth  in  marrying  a  property  like 
that.  Very  lucky  for  you  that  that  woman  persists  there  was  no 
marriage  with  your  father.  Twysden  says  the  Doctor  bribed  her. 
Take  it  he's  not  got  much  money  to  bribe,  imless  you  gave  some  of 
yours." 

"I  don't  bribe  people  to  bear  false  witness,  my  Lord — and 
if " 

"Don't  be  in  a  huff;  I  didn't  say  so.  Twysden  says  so — 
perhaps  thinks  so.  When  people  are  at  law  they  believe  anything 
of  one  another." 

"  I  don't  know  what  other  people  may  do,  sir.  K I  had  another 
man's  money,  I  should  not  be  easy  until  I  had  paid  him  back. 
Had  my  share  of  my  grandfather's  property  not  been  lawfully  mine 
— and  for  a  few  hours  I  thought  it  was  not — please  Gkxl,*!  would 
have  given  it  up  to  its  rightful  owners — at  least,  my  fiither  would." 

"  Why,  hang  it  all,  man,  you  don't  mean  to  say  your  &tber  has 
not  settled  with  you  ? " 

Philip  blushed  a  little.  He  had  been  rather  surprised  that 
there  had  beeu  no  settlement  between  him  and  his  father. 

**  I  am  only  of  age  a  few  months,  sir.  I  am  not  under  any 
apprehension.  I  get  my  dividends  regularly  enough.  One  of  my 
grandfathers  tnistees,  Greneral  Baynea,  is  in  India.  He  is  to  return 
almost  immediately,  or  we  should  have  sent  a  power  of  attorney  out 
to  him.     There's  no  hurry  about  the  business." 

Philip's  maternal  grandfather,  and  Lord  Ringwood's  brother, 
the  late  Colonel  Philip  Ringwood,  had  died  possessed  of  but  trifling 
property  of  his  own ;  but  his  wife  ha<l  brought  him  a  fortune  of 
sixty  thousand  pounds,  w*hich  was  settled  on  their  children,  and  in 
the  names  of  tnistees — Mr.  Brigga,  a  lawyer,  and  Colonel  Baynes, 
an  East  India  officer,  and  friencl  of  Mrs.  Philip  Ringwood's  &mily. 
Colonel  Baynes  had  been  in  England  some  eight  years  before ;  and 
Philip  remembered  a  kind  old  gentleman  coming  to  see  him  at  school, 
and  leaving  tokens  of  his  Ix^unty  behind.  The  other  trustee,  Mr. 
Briggs,  a  lawyer  of  considerable  o)unty  reputation,  was  dead  long 
since,  having  left  his  aftairs  in  an  involve<l  condition.  During  the 
trustee's  absence  and  the  son's  minority,  Philip's  father  received  the 
dividends  on  his  son's  property,  and  liberally  spent  them  on  the 
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boy.  Indeed,  I  believe  that  for  some  little  time  at  college,  and 
during  his  first  journeys  abroad,  Mr.  Philip  spent  rather  more  than 
the  income  of  his  maternal  inheritance,  being  freely  supplied  by  his 
father,  who  told  him  not  to  stint  himself.  He  was  a  sumptuous 
man.  Dr.  Firmin— open-handed — subscribing  to  many  charities — a 
lover  of  solemn  good  cheer.  The  Doctor's  dinners  and  the  Doctor's 
equipages  were  models  in  their  way  ;  and  I  remember  the  sincere 
respect  with  which  my  uncle  the  Major  (the  fisimily  guide  in  such 
matters)  used  to  speak  of  Dr.  Firniin's  taste.  "No  duchess  in 
I/tmdon,  sir,"  he  would  say,  "drove  better  horses  than  Mrs.  Firmin. 
Sir  George  Warrender,  sir,  could  not  give  a  better  dinner,  sir,  than 
that  to  which  we  sat  down  yesterday."  And  for  the  exercise  of  these 
civic  virtues  the  Doctor  had  the  hearty  respect  of  the  good  Migor. 

"  Don't  tell  me,  sir,"  on  the  other  hand.  Lord  Ringwood  would 
say ;  "I  dined  vrith  the  fellow  once — a  swaggering  fellow,  sir ;  but 
a  servile  fellow.  The  way  he  bowed  and  flattered  was  perfectly 
absurd.  Those  fellows  think  we  like  it — and  we  may.  Even  at 
my  age,  I  like  flattery-;— any  quantity  of  it ;  and  not  what  you  call 
delicate,  but  strong,  sir.  I  like  a  man  to  kneel  down  and  kiss  my 
shoe-strings.  I  have  my  own  opinion  of  him  afterwards,  but  that 
is  what  I  like — what  all  men  like ;  and  that  is  what  Firmin  gave 
in  quantities.  But  you  could  see  that  his  house  was  monstrously 
expensive.  His  dinner  was  excellent,  and  you  saw  it  was  good 
every  day — not  like  your  dinners,  my  good  Maria ;  not  like  your 
wines,  Twysden,  which,  hong  it,  I  can't  swallow,  unless  I  send  'em 
in  myself.  Even  at  my  own  house,  I  don't  give  that  kind  of  wine 
on  common  occasions  which  Firmin  used  to  give.  I  drink  the  best 
m3r8elf,  of  course,  and  give  it  to  some  who  know ;  but  I  don't  give 
it  to  common  fellows,  who  come  to  hunting  dinners,  or  to  girls  and 
boys  who  are  dancing  at  my  balls." 

**  Yes  ;  Mr.  Firmin's  dinners  were  very  handsome — and  a  pretty 
end  came  of  the  handsome  dinners ! "  sighed  Mrs.  Twysden. 

"  That's  not  the  question  ;  I  am  only  speaking  about  the  fellow's 
meat  and  drink,  and  they  were  both  good.  And  it's  my  opinion, 
that  fellow  will  have  a  good  dinner  wherever  he  goes." 

I  had  the  fortune  to  be  present  at  one  of  these  feasts,  which 
Li»rd  Ringwood  attended,  and  at  which  I  met  Philip's  trustee, 
Oeneral  Baynes,  who  hail  just  arrived  from  India.  I  remember 
now  the  smallest  details  of  the  little  dinner, — the  brightness  of  the 
old  plate,  on  which  the  Doctor  prided  himself,  and  the  quiet  com- 
fort, not  to  say  splendour,  of  the  entertainment.  The  General 
seemed  to  take  a  great  liking  to  Philip,  whose  grandfather  had 
been  his  special  friend  and  comrade  in  arms.  He  thought  he  saw 
something  of  Philip  Ringwood  in  Philip  Firmin's  face. 
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Ah,  indeed ! "  growls  Lord  Ringwood. 

Tou  ain't  a  bit  like  him,"  says  the  downti^t  General 
"Never  saw  a  handsomer  or  more  open4Doldng  lEUlow  than 
Philip  Ringwood." 

**  Oh !  I  daresay  I  looked  pretty  open  myself  forty  yean  ago," 
said  my  Lord ;  '*  now  I'm  shut,  I  suppose.  I  don't  see  the  least 
likeness  in  this  young  man  to  my  brother." 

"  That  is  some  sherry  as  old  as  the  century,"  whispers  the  host ; 
"it  is  the  same  the  Prince  Regent  liked  so  at  a  Mansion  House 
dinner,  five-and-twenty  years  ago." 

"Never  knew  anything  about  wine;  was  always  tippling 
liqueurs  and  punch.     What  do  you  give  for  this  sherry.  Doctor)" 

The  Doctor  sighed,  and  looked  up  to  the  chandelier.  "  Drink 
it  while  it  lasts,  my  good  Lord ;  but  don't  ask  me  the  price.  The 
fiict  is,  I  don't  like  to  say  what  I  gave  for  it" 

"  You  need  not  stint  yourself  in  the  price  of  sherry,  Doctor," 
cries  the  General  gaily;  "you  have  but  one  son,  and  he  has  a 
fortune  of  his  own,  as  I  happen  to  know.  Ton  haven't  dipped 
it.  Master  Philip  1 " 

"  I  fear,  sir,  I  may  have  exceeded  my  income  sometimes,  in  the 
last  three  years ;  but  my  father  has  helped  me." 

"  Exceeded  nine  hundred  a  year !  Upon  my  word !  When  I 
was  a  sub,  ray  friends  gave  me  fifty  pounds  a  year,  and  I  never  was 
a  shilling  in  debt !     What  are  men  coming  to  now  ? " 

"  If  doctors  drink  Prince  Regent's  sherry  at  ten  guineas  a  dozen- 
what  can  you  expect  of  their  sons,  Gren^al  Baynest"  grumbles 
my  Lord. 

"  My  &ther  gives  you  his  best,  my  Lord,"  says  Philip  gaily ; 
"  if  you  know  of  any  better,  he  will  get  it  for  you.  Si  non  his 
utere  mecum  !     Please  to  pass  me  that  decanter,  Pen  ! " 

I  thought  the  old  lord  did  not  seem  ill  pleased  at  the  young 
man's  freedom ;  and  now,  as  I  recall  it,  think  I  can  remember  that 
a  peculiar  silence  and  anxiety  seemed  to  weigh  upon  our  host — 
upon  him  whose  face  was  commonly  so  anxious  and  sad. 

The  famous  sherry,  which  had  made  many  voyages  to  Indian 
climes  before  it  acquired  its  exquisite  flavour,  had  travelled  some 
three  or  four  times  round  the  Doctor's  polished  table,  when  Brice, 
his  man,  entered  with  a  letter  on  his  silver  tray.  Perhaps  Philip's 
eyes  and  mine  exchanged  glances  in  which  ever  so  small  a  scintilla 
of  mischief  might  sparkle.  The  Doctor  often  hail  letters  when  he 
was  entertaining  his  friends ;  and  his  patients  had  a  knack  of  fiedling 
ill  at  awkward  times. 

"Gracious  Heavens!"  cries  the  Doctor,  when  he  read  the 
despatch — it  was  a  telegraphic  message.    "  The  poor  Grand  Duke ! " 
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**  What  Grand  Duke  1 "  asks  the  surly  Lord  of  Ringwood. 

*'  My  earliest  patron  and  friend — the  Grand  Duke  of  Groningen ! 
Seized  this  morning  at  eleven  at  Potzendorff !  Has  sent  for  me. 
I  promised  to  go  to  him  if  ever  he  had  need  of  me  !  I  must  go ! 
I  can  save  the  night-train  yet.  General !  our  visit  to  the  City 
must  be  deferred  till  my  return.  Get  a  portmanteau,  Brice ;  and 
call  a  cab  at  once.  Philip  will  entertain  my  friends  for  the  evening. 
My  dear  Lord,  you  won't  mind  an  old  doctor  leaving  you  to  attend 
an  old  patient  ?  I  will  write  from  Groningen.  I  shall  be  there  on 
Friday  morning.  Farewell,  gentlemen !  Brice,  another  bottle  of 
that  sherry  !  I  pray,  don't  let  anybody  stir  !  God  bless  you, 
Philip  my  boy  ! "  And  with  this  the  Doctor  went  up,  took  his 
son  by  the  hand,  and  laid  the  other  very  kindly  on  the  young 
man's  shoulder.  Then  he  made  a  bow  round  the  table  to  his 
guests — one  of  his  graceful  bows,  for  which  he  was  famous.  I 
can  see  the  sad  smile  on  his  face  now,  and  the  light  from  the 
chandelier  over  the  dining-table  glancing  from  his  shining  fore- 
head and  casting  deep  shadows  on  to  his  cheek  from  his  heavy 
brows. 

The  departure  was  a  little  abrupt,  and  of  course  cast  somewhat 
of  a  gloom  upon  the  company. 

**  My  carnage  ain't  ordered  till  ten — must  go  on  sitting  here,  I 
suppose.  Confounded  life  doctor's  must  be !  Called  up  any  hour 
in  the  night !  Get  their  fees  !  Must  go  !  "  growled  the  great  man 
of  the  party. 

''People  are  glad  enough  to  have  them  when  they  are  ill, 
my  Lord.  I  think  I  have  heard  that  once  when  you  were  at 
Ryde " 

The  great  man  started  back  as  if  a  little  shock  of  cold  water 
had  Mien  on  him ;  and  then  looked  at  Philip  with  not  unfriendly 
gUnces.  "  Treated  for  gout — so  he  did.  Very  well,  too  !  "  said 
my  Lonl ;  and  whispered,  not  inau<hbly,  **Cool  hand  that  boy!" 
And  then  his  Loniship  fell  to  talk  with  General  Baynes  about  his 
campaigning,  and  his  early  acquaintance  with  his  own  brother, 
Philip's  grand&ther. 

The  General  did  not  care  to  brag  about  his  own  feats  of  arms, 
but  was  loud  in  praises  of  his  old  comrade.  Philip  was  pleased  to 
hear  his  grandsire  so  well  spoken  of.  The  General  had  known  Dr. 
Firmin's  &ther  also,  who  likewise  had  been  a  colonel  in  the  fiunous 
old  Peninsular  army.  "A  Tartar  that  fellow  was,  and  no 
mistake  !  ^  said  the  good  officer.  *'  Your  father  has  a  strong  look 
of  him  :  and  you  have  a  glance  of  him  at  times.  But  you  remind 
me  of  Philip  Ringwood  not  a  little ;  and  you  could  not  belong  to  a 
better  mao." 
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"  Ha !  "  says  my  Lord.  There  had  been  differenoeB  between 
him  and  his  brother.  He  may  have  been  thinking  of  days  when 
they  were  friends.  Lord  Ringwood  now  gradouaiy  aaked  if 
General  Baynes  was  staying  in  London  1  But  the  General  had  only 
come  to  do  this  piece  of  business,  which  must  now  be  delayed.  He 
was  too  poor  to  live  in  London.  He  must  look  out  for  a  country 
pkoe,  where  he  and  his  six  children  could  live  cheaply.  **  Three 
boys  at  school,  and  one  at  coU^^  Mr.  liiilip — ^you  know  what 
that  must  cost;  though,  thank  my  stars,  my  college  boy  does  not 
spend  nine  hundred  a  year.  Nine  hundred !  Where  should  we  be 
if  he  did  ? "  In  &ct,  the  days  of  nabobs  are  long  over,  and  the 
General  had  come  back  to  his  native  country  with  only  very  small 
means  for  the  support  of  a  great  family. 

When  my  Lord's  carriage  came,  he  departed,  and  the  other 
guests  presently  took  their  leave.  The  General,  who  was  a 
bachelor  for  the  nonce,  remained  a  while,  and  we  three  prattled 
over  cheroots  in  Philip's  smoking-room.  It  was  a  night  like  a 
hundred  I  have  spent  there,  and  yet  how  well  I  remember  it !  We 
talked  about  Philip's  future  prospects,  and  he  communicated  his 
intentions  to  us  in  his  lordly  way.  As  for  practising  at  the  bar : 
"  No,  sir,"  he  said,  in  reply  to  Greneral  Baynes's  queries,  "  he  should 
not  make  much  hand  of  that ;  shouldn't  if  he  were  ever  so  poor. 
He  had  his  own  money,  and  his  father's  ; "  and  he  condescended  to 
say  that  "  he  might,  perhaps,  try  for  Parliament  should  an  eligible 
opportunity  offer."  "  Here's  a  fellow  bom  with  a  silver  spoon  in 
his  mouth,"  says  the  General,  as  we  walked  away  together.  "  A 
fortune  to  begin  with ;  a  fortune  to  inherit  My  fortune  was  two 
thousand  pounds,  and  the  price  of  my  two  first  commissions ;  and 
when  I  die  my  children  will  not  be  quite  so  well  off  as  their  fother 
was  when  he  began  ! " 

Having  parted  with  the  old  officer  at  his  modest  sleeping 
quartera  near  his  club,  I  walked  to  my  own  house,  little  thinking 
that  yonder  cigar,  of  which  I  had  shaken  some  of  the  ashes  in 
Philip's  smoking-room,  was  to  be  the  last  tobacco  I  ever  should 
smoke  there.  The  pipe  was  smoked  out.  The  wine  was  drunk. 
When  that  door  closeti  on  me,  it  closed  for  the  last  time — at  least 
was  never  more  to  admit  me  as  Philip's,  as  Dr.  Firmin's,  guest  and 
friend.  I  pass  the  place  often  now.  My  youth  comes  back  to  me 
as  I  gaze  at  those  blank  shining  windows.  I  see  myself  a  boy  and 
Philip  a  child  ;  and  his  fair  mother ;  and  his  father,  the  hospitable, 
the  melancholy,  the  magnificent  I  wish  I  could  have  helped  him. 
I  wish  somehow  he  had  borrowed  money.  He  never  did.  He 
gave  me  his  often.  I  have  never  seen  him  since  that  ni^t  when 
his  own  door  closed  upon  him. 
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On  the  second  day  after  the  Doctor's  departure,  as  I  was  at 
breakflEUit  with  my  family,  I  received  the  following  letter : — 

"My  dear  Pendennis, — Could  I  have  seen  you  in  private 
on  Tuesday  night,  I  might  have  warned  you  of  the  calamity  which 
was  hanging  over  my  house.  But  to  what  good  end?  That  you 
should  know  a  few  weeks,  hours,  before  what  all  the  world  will 
ring  with  to-morrow  1  Neither  you  nor  I,  nor  one  whom  we  both 
love,  would  have  been  the  happier  for  knowing  my  misfortunes  a 
few  hours  sooner.  In  four-and-twenty  hours  every  club  in  London 
will  be  busy  with  talk  of  the  departure  of  the  celebrated  Dr. 
Firmin — the  wealthy  Dr.  Firmin ;  a  few  months  more  and  (I  have 
strict  and  confidential  reason  to  believe)  hereditary  rank  would 
have  been  mine,  but  Sir  George  Firmin  would  have  been  an  insol- 
vent man,  and  his  son  Sir  Philip  a  beggar.  Perhaps  the  thought 
of  this  honour  has  been  one  of  the  reasons  which  has  determined 
me  on  expatriating  myself  sooner  than  I  otherwise  needed  to 
have  done. 

"  George  Firmin,  the  honoured,  the  wealthy  physician,  and  his 
son  a  beggar  ?  I  see  you  are  startled  at  the  news !  You  wonder 
how,  with  a  great  practice,  and  no  great  ostensible  expenses,  such 
ruin  should  have  come  u|K)n  me — upon  him.  It  has  seemed  as  if 
for  years  past  Fate  has  been  determined  to  make  war  upon  George 
Brand  Firmin  ;  and  who  can  buttle  against  Fate  ?  A  man  uni- 
versally admitted  to  be  of  good  judgment,  I  have  embarke<l  in  mer- 
cantile speculations  the  most  promising.  Everything  upon  which 
I  laid  my  hand  has  crumbled  to  niin ;  but  I  c:in  say  with  the 
Roman  bard,  '  Impavidum  ferient  ruina\'  And,  almost  penniless, 
almost  aged,  an  exile  driven  from  my  country,  I  seek  another  where 
I  do  not  despair — /  evtn  have  a  firm  belief  that  I  shall  be  enabled 
to  repair  my  shattered  fortunes  !  My  race  has  never  been  deficient 
in  courage,  and  Philip  and  Philip^ s  father  must  U8e  all  theirs,  so  as 
to  be  enabled  to  fare  the  dark  times  which  menace  them.  *Si 
celeres  quatit  pennas  Fortuna,'  we  must  resign  what  she  gave  us, 
and  bear  our  calamity  with  unshaken  hearts  ! 

"  There  is  a  man,  I  own  to  you,  whom  I  cannot,  I  must  not, 
fiM«.  General  Baynes  has  just  come  from  India,  with  but  very 
smaU  savings,  I  fear ;  and  these  are  jeopardised  by  his  iinpnidence 
and  my  most  cruel  and  unexi)ected  misfortune.  I  need  not  tell 
you  that  my  all  would  have  been  my  boy's.  My  will,  made  long 
since,  will  be  found  in  the  tortoiseshell  secretaire  standing  in  my 
consulting-room  under  the  picture  of  Abraham  offering  up  Isaac. 
In  it  you  will  see  that  everything,  except  annuities  to  old  and 
deserving  servants  and  a  legacy  to  one  excellent  and  faithful  woman 
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whom  I  own  I  have  wronged — ^my  all,  which  onoe  was  oonsiderable, 
i$  left  to  my  hoy, 

"I  am  now  worth  less  than  nothing,  and  hare  compromised 
Philip's  property  along  with  my  own.  As  a  man  of  business, 
General  Baynes,  Colonel  Bingwood's  old  companion  in  armSr  was 
culpably  careless,  and  I — alas  that  I  must  own  it ! — deceived  him. 
Being  the  only  surviving  trustee  (Mrs.  Philip  Bingwood's  other 
trustee  was  an  unprincipled  attorney  who  has  been  long  dead), 
Gkneral  B.  signed  a  paper  authorising,  as  he  imagined,  my  bankers 
to  receive  Philip's  dividends,  but,  in  &ct,  giving  me  the  power  to 
dispose  of  the  capital  sum.  On  my  honour,  as  a  man,  as  a  gentle- 
man, as  a  father,  Pendennis,  I  hoped  to  replace  it !  I  took  it ;  I 
embarked  it  in  speculations  in  which  it  sank  down  with  ten  times 
the  amount  of  my  own  private  property.  Half-year  after  half-year, 
with  straitened  means  and  with  the  grecUeit  difictdty  to  myself^  my 
poor  boy  has  had  his  dividend ;  and  he  at  least  has  never  known 
what  was  want  or  anxiety  until  now.  Want?  Anxiety?  Pray 
Heaven  he  never  may  suffer  the  sleepless  anguish,  the  nu^king  care 
which  has  pursued  me !  '  Post  equitem  sedct  atra  cura,'  our 
favourite  poet  says.  Ah  !  how  tnily,  too,  does  he  remark,  *  Patriae 
quis  exul  se  quoque  fugit?'  Think  you  where  I  go  grief  and  re- 
morse will  not  follow  me  ?  They  will  never  leave  me  until  I  shall 
return  to  this  country — for  that  I  shall  return,  my  heart  tells  me 
— untU  I  can  reimburse  General  Baynes,  who  stands  indebtetl  to 
Philip  through  his  incautiousness  and  my  overpowering  necessity ; 
and  my  heart — an  erring  but  fond  father's  heart — t^lls  me  that  my 
boy  will  not  eventually  lose  a  penny  by  my  misfbrtune. 

"  I  own,  between  ourselves,  that  this  illness  of  the  Grand  Duke 
of  Groningen  was  a  pretext  which  I  put  fom'ard.  You  will  hear 
of  me  ere  long  from  the  place  whither  for  some  time  past  I  have 
determined  on  bending  my  steps.  I  placed  £100  on  Saturday,  to 
Philip's  credit,  at  his  banker's.  I  take  little  more  than  that  sum 
with  me ;  depressed,  yet  full  of  ho/>e ;  having  done  wrong,  yet 
determined  to  retrieve  it,  and  vowing  that  ere  I  die  my  poor  boy 
sball  not  have  to  blush  at  bearing  the  name  of 

"George  Brand  Firmin. 

"  Good-bye,  dear  Philip  !  Your  old  friend  will  tell  you  of  my 
misfortunes.  When  I  write  again,  it  will  be  to  tell  you  where  to 
address  me ;  and  wherever  I  am,  or  whatever  misfortunes  oppress 
me,  think  of  me  always  as  your  fond  Father." 

I  had  scarce  read  this  awful  letter  when  Philip  Firmin  himself 
came  into  our  breakfast-room  lookinj:  veir  much  disturbed. 


CHAPTER  XV 

SAMARITANS 

THE  children  trotted  up  to  their  friend  with  outstretched  hands 
and  their  usual  smiles  of  welcome.  Philip  patted  their 
heads,  and  sat  down  with  very  woebegone  aspect  at  the 
fiunily  table.     "  Ah,  friends,''  said  he,  *'  do  you  know  all  t  '^ 

'*  Yes,  we  do,"  said  Laura  sadly,  who  has  ever  compassion  for 
others'  misfortunes. 

"  What !  is  it  all  over  the  town  already  ? "  asked  poor  Philip. 

*'  We  have  a  letter  from  your  father  this  morning."  And  we 
brought  the  letter  to  him,  and  showed  him  the  affectionate  special 
message  for  himself 

'*  His  last  thought  was  for  you,  Philip ! "  cries  Laura.  "  See 
here,  those  last  kind  words  ! " 

Philip  shook  his  head.  "  It  is  not  untrue,  what  is  written  here : 
but  it  is  not  all  the  truth."  And  Philip  Firmin  dismayed  us  by 
the  intelligence  which  he  proceeded  to  give.  There  was  an  execu- 
tion in  the  house  in  Old  Parr  Street.  A  hundred  clamorous  creditors 
had  already  appeared  there.  Before  going  away,  the  Doctor  had 
taken  considerable  sums  from  those  dangerous  financiers  to  whom 
he  had  been  of  late  resorting.  They  were  in  possession  of  number- 
less lately  signed  bills,  upon  which  the  desperate  man  had  raised 
money.  He  had  professed  to  share  with  Philip,  but  he  had  taken 
the  great  share,  and  left  Philip  two  hundred  pounds  of  his  own 
money.  All  the  rest  was  gone.  All  Philip  s  stock  had  been  sold 
out.  The  father's  fraud  had  made  him  master  of  the  trustee's 
signature :  and  Philip  Firmin,  reputed  to  be  so  wealthy,  was  a 
beggar,  in  my  room.  Luckily  he  had  few,  or  very  trifling  debts. 
Mr.  Philip  had  a  lordly  impatieni^  of  indebtedness,  and,  with  a 
good  bachelor  income,  had  paid  for  all  his  pleasures  as  he  enjoyed 
them. 

Well !  He  must  work.  A  young  man  ruined  at  two-and- 
twenty,  with  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds  yet  in  his  ixx^ket,  hardly 
knows  that  he  is  ruined.  He  will  sell  his  horses — live  in  chambers 
— has  enough  to  go  on  for  a  year.  *'  When  I  am  very  hard  put  to 
ity"  says  Philip,  '*  I  will  come  and  <iine  with  the  children  at  one.    I 


266  THE   ADVENTURES   OF   PHILIP 

daresay  yoa  haven't  dined  much  at  WilHams's  in  the  Old  Bailey  ? 
You  can  get  a  famous  dinner  there  for  a  ahilling — heel,  bread, 
potatoes,  beer,  and  a  penny  for  the  waiter.''  Yes,  I^uHp  seemed 
actually  to  ei\joy  his  discomfiture.  It  was  long  since  we  had  seen 
him  in  such  spirits.  "  The  weight  is  off  my  mind  now.  It  has 
been  throttling  me  for  some  time  past  Without  understanding 
why  or  wherefore,  I  have  always  been  looking  out  for  this.  My 
poor  fiither  had  ruin  written  in  his  face ;  and  when  thoee  bailiflb 
made  their  appearance  in  Old  Parr  Street  yesterday,  I  felt  as  if  I 
had  known  them  before.  I  had  seen  their  hooked  beaks  in  my 
dreams." 

"That  unlucky  Gkncral  Baynes,  when  he  accepted  your 
mother's  trust,  took  it  with  its  consequences.  If  the  sentry  falls 
asleep  on  his  post^  he  must  pay  the  penalty,"  says  Mr.  Pendennis, 
very  severely. 

"  Great  powers,  you  would  not  have  me  come  down  on  an  old 
man  with  a  large  family,  and  ruin  them  all  ?  "  cries  Philip. 

"  No :  I  don't  think  Philip  will  do  that,"  says  my  wife,  looking 
exceedingly  pleased. 

"  If  men  accept  trusts  they  must  fulfil  them,  my  dear,"  cries 
the  master  of  the  bouse. 

''  And  I  must  make  that  old  gentleman  suffer  for  my  father  s 
wrong  ?     If  I  do,  may  I  starve !  there  ! "  cries  Philip. 

''  And  so  that  poor  Little  Sister  has  maile  her  sacrifice  in  vain  !  *' 
sighed  my  wife.  "  As  for  the  father — oh,  Arthur !  I  can't  tell 
you  how  odious  that  man  was  to  me.  There  was  something 
dreailful  about  him.     And  in  his  manner  to  women — oh  ! " 

"  If  he  had  been  a  black  draught,  my  dear,  you  could  not  have 
shuddered  more  naturally." 

"  Well,  he  was  horrible  :  and  I  know  Philip  will  be  better  now 
he  is  gone." 

Women  often  make  light  of  niin.  Give  them  but  the  beloved 
objects,  and  poverty  is  a  trifling  sorrow  to  bear.  As  for  Philip,  he, 
as  we  have  said,  is  gayer  than  luj  has  been  for  years  past.  The 
Doctor's  flight  occasions  not  a  little  club  talk :  but,  now  he  is  gone, 
many  people  see  quite  well  that  they  were  aware  of  his  insolvency, 
and  always  knew  it  must  end  so.  The  case  is  told,  is  canvassed,  is 
exaggerated  as  such  cases  ^ill  be.  I  daresay  it  forms  a  week's 
talk.  But  people  know  that  poor  Philip  is  his  father's  largest 
creditor,  and  eye  the  young  man  with  no  unfriendly  looks  when  he 
comes  to  his  club  after  his  mishap, — with  burning  cheeks,  and  a 
tingling  sense  of  shame,  imagining  that  all  the  world  will  point  at 
and  avoid  him  as  the  guilty  fugitive's  son. 

No :  the  world  takes  verv  little  heed  of  his  misfortune.     One 
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or  two  old  aoqualDtances  are  kinder  to  him  than  before.     A  few  say 
his  ndn,  and  his  obligation  to  work,  will  do  him  good.    Only  a  very 
Tery  few  avoid  him,  and  look  unconscious  as  he  passes  them  by. 
Amongst  these  cold  countenances,  you,  of  course,  will  recognise  the 
frees  of  the  whole  Twysden  family.     Three  statues,  with  marble 
eyes,  oould  not  look  more  stony-calm  than  Aunt  Twysden  and  her 
two  daughters,  as  they  pass  in  the  stately  barouche.    The  gentlemen 
torn  red  when  they  see  Philip.     It  is  rather  late  times  for  Uncle 
Twysden  to  begin  blushing,  to  be  sure.     **Hang  the  fellow!  he 
will,  of  course,  be  coming   for  money.     Dawkins,  I   am   not  at 
borne,  mind,  when  young  Mr.  Firmin  calls."     So  says  Lord  Ring- 
wood,    regarding    Philip   fallen   among    thieves.      Ah,    thanks   to 
Heaven,  travellers  find  Samaritans  as  well  as  Levites  on  life's  hard 
way  !     Philip  told  us  with  much  humour  of  a  rencontre  which  he 
had  had  with  his  cousin,  Ringwood  Twysden,  in  a  public  place. 
Twysden  was  enjoying  himself  with  some  young  clerks  of  his  oflSce ; 
but  as  Philip  advanced  upon  him,  assuming  his  fiercest  scowl  and 
most  hectoring  manner,  the  other  lost  heart,  and  fled.     And  no 
wonder.     "Do  you  suppose,"  says  Twysden,  "I  will  willingly  dt 
in  the  same  room  with  that  cad,  after  the  manner  in  which  he  haa 
treated  my  family  ?     No,  sir ! "     And  so  the  tall  door  in  Beaunash 
Street  is  to  open  for  Philip  Firmin  no  more. 

The  tall  door  in  Beaunash  Street  flies  open  readily  enough  for 
another  gentleman.  A  splendid  cab-horse  reins  up  before  it  every 
day.  A  pair  of  varnished  boots  leap  out  of  the  cab,  and  spring  up 
the  broad  stairs,  where  8oniebo<iy  is  waiting  with  a  smile  of  genteel 
welcome — the  same  smile — on  the  same  sofa — the  same  mamma 
at  her  table  writing  her  letters.  And  beautiful  bouquets  from 
Covent  Garden  decorate  the  room.  And  after  half-an-hour  mamma 
goes  out  to  speak  to  the  housekeeper,  vous  comprenez.  And  there 
is  nothing  particularly  new  under  the  sun.  It  will  shine  to-morrow 
upon  pretty  much  the  same  flowers,  sports,  pastimes,  &c.,  which  it 
illuminated  yesterday.  And  when  your  love-making  days  are  over, 
miss,  and  you  are  married,  and  advantageously  established,  shall 
not  your  little  sisters,  now  in  the  nursery,  trot  down  and  play 
their  little  games?  Would  you,  on  your  conscience,  now — you 
who  are  rather  incline<l  to  consider  Miss  Agnes  Twysden's  conduct 
as  heartless — would  you,  I  say,  have  her  cry  her  pretty  eyes  out 
about  a  young  man  who  does  not  care  nmch  for  her,  for  whom  she 
never  did  care  much  hernc^lf,  and  who  is  now,  moreover,  a  beggar, 
with  a  ruined  and  dis^^nnl  father  and  a  doubtful  legitimacy? 
Absurd !  That  dear  girl  is  like  a  l)eautiful  fragrant  bower-room 
at  the  Star  and  Garter  at  Riehmond,  with  honeysuckles  mayhap 
trailing  round  the  windows,  from  which  you  behold  one  of  the  most 
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lovely  and  pleasant  oi  wood  and  river  soenes.  The  tables  are 
decorated  with  flowers,  rich  wine-caps  sparide  on  the  boazd,  and 
Captain  Jones's  party  have  everything  they  can  deBiia  Their 
dinner  over,  and  that  company  gone,  the  same  waiters,  the  same 
flowers,  the  same  cups  and  crystals^  array  themselves  for  Mr. 
Brown  and  his  party.  Or,  if  you  won't  have  Agnes  Twysden 
compared  to  the  Star  and  Qarter  Tavern,  which  must  admit  mixed 
company,  liken  her  to  the  chaste  moon,  who  shines  on  shepherds 
of  aU  complexions,  swarthy  or  &ir. 

When  oppressed  by  superior  odds  a  commander  is  farced  to 
retreat,  we  like  him  to  show  his  skill  by  carrying  off*  his  guns, 
treasure,  and  camp  equipages.  Dr.  Firmin,  beaten  by  fortune  and 
compelled  to  fly,  showed  quite  a  splendid  skill  and  coolness  in  his 
manner  of  decamping,  and  left  the  very  smallest  amount  of  spoils 
in  the  hands  of  the  victorious  enemy.  His  wines  had  been  &mous 
amongst  the  grave  epicures  with  whom  he  dined :  he  used  to  boast, 
like  a  worthy  bon  vivarU  who  knows  the  value  of  wine-conversation 
after  dinner,  of  the  quantities  which  he  possessed,  and  the  rare 
Inns  which  he  had  in  store;  but  when  the  executioners  came  to 
arrange  his  sale,  there  was  found  only  a  beggarly  account  of  empty 
bottles,  and  I  fear  some  of  the  unprincipled  creditors  put  in  a  great 
quantity  of  bad  liquor  which  they  endeavoured  to  foist  off  on  the 
public  as  the  genuine  and  carefully  selected  stock  of  a  well-known 
connoisseur.  News  of  this  dishonest  proceeding  reached  Dr.  Firmin 
presently  in  his  retreat ;  and  he  showed  by  his  letter  a  generous 
and  manly  indignation  at  the  manner  in  which  his  creditors  hail 
tampered  with  his  honest  name  and  reputation  as  a  bon  vivant. 
He  have  bad  wine !  For  shame  !  He  bad  the  best  from  the  best 
wine  merchant,  and  paid,  or  rather  owed,  the  best  prices  for  it ; 
for  of  late  years  the  Doctor  had  paid  no  bills  at  all :  and  the  wiue 
merchant  appeared  in  quite  a  handsome  group  of  figures  in  his 
schedule.  In  like  manner  his  books  were  pawned  to  a  book 
auctioneer ;  and  Brice,  the  butler,  had  a  bill  of  sale  for  the  furni- 
ture. Firmin  retreated,  we  will  not  say  with  the  honours  of  war, 
but  as  little  harmed  as  possible  by  defeat  Did  the  enemy  want 
the  plunder  of  his  city  %  He  had  smuggled  almost  all  his  valuable 
goods  over  the  walL  Did  they  desire  his  ships]  He  had  sunk 
them :  and  when  at  length  the  conquerors  poured  into  his  strong- 
hold, he  was  fer  beyond  the  reach  of  their  shot.  Don't  we  often 
hear  still  that  Nana  Sahib  is  alive  and  exceedingly  comfortable? 
We  do  not  love  him ;  but  we  can't  help  having  a  Idnd  of  admira- 
tion for  that  slippery  fugitive  who  has  escap^  from  the  dreadful 
jaws  of  the  lion.  In  a  word,  when  Firmin's  furniture  came  to  be 
sold,  it  was  a  marvel  how  little  his  creditors  benefited  by  the  sale. 
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Contemptnous  brokers  declared  there  never  was  such  a  shabby  lot 
of  goods.  A  friend  of  the  house  and  poor  Philip  bought  in  his 
mother's  picture  for  a  few  guineas ;  and  as  for  the  Doctor's  own 
state  portrait,  I  am  afraid  it  went  for  a  few  shillings  only,  and  in 
the  midst  of  a  roar  of  Hebrew  laughter.  I  saw  in  Wardour  Street, 
not  long  after,  the  Doctor's  sideboard,  and  what  dealers  cheerfully 
call  the  sarcophagus  cellaret.  Poor  Doctor !  his  wine  was  all 
drunken ;  his  meat  was  eaten  up ;  but  his  own  body  had  slipped 
out  of  the  reach  of  the  hook-beaked  birds  of  prey. 

We  had  spoken  rapidly  in  undertones,  innocently  believing  that 
the  young  people  round  about  us  were  taking  no  heed  of  our  talk. 
But  in  a  lull  of  the  conversation,  Mr.  Pendennis  junior,  who  had 
always  been  a  friend  to  Philip,  broke  out  with — "  Philip  !  if  you 
are  so  very  poor,  you'll  be  hungry,  you  know,  and  you  may  have 
my  piece  of  bread  and  jam.  And  I  don't  want  it,  mamma,"  he 
added ;  "  and  you  know  Philip  has  often  and  often  given  me 
things." 

Philip  stooped  down  and  kissed  this  good  little  Samaritan. 
"  Fm  not  hungry,  Arty  my  boy,"  he  said ;  "  and  I'm  not  so  poor 
but  I  have  got — look  here — a  fine  new  shilling  for  Arty ! " 

"  Oh,  Philip,  Philip  ! "  cried  mamma. 

**  Don't  take  the  money,  Arthur,"  cried  papa. 

And  the  boy,  with  a  rueful  face  but  a  manly  heart,  prepared 
to  give  back  the  coin.  '*  It's  quite  a  new  one ;  and  it's  a  very 
pretty  one :  but  I  won't  have  it,  Philip,  thank  you,"  he  said,  turn- 
ing very  red. 

"  If  he  won't,  I  vow  I  will  give  it  to  the  cabman,"  said 
Philip. 

"Keeping  a  cab  all  this  while t  Oh,  Philip,  Philip!"  again 
cries  mamma  the  economist 

"  Loss  of  time  is  loss  of  money,  my  dear  lady,"  says  Philip, 
very  gravely.  "  I  have  ever  so  many  places  to  go  to.  When  I  am 
set  in  for  being  ruine<l,  you  shall  see  what  a  screw  I  will  become ! 
I  must  go  to  Mrs.  Brandon,  who  will  be  very  uneasy,  poor  dear, 
until  she  knows  the  worst" 

"  Oh,  Philip,  I  should  like  so  to  go  with  you  ! "  cries  Laura. 
"  Pray,  give  her  our  very  best  reganls  and  respects." 

"  MerH  I "  said  the  young  man,  and  squeeze*!  Mrs.  Pendennis's 
hand  in  his  own  big  one.  "  I  will  take  your  message  to  her. 
Laura.     J'atme  qu^on  Vaime^  gaifez-wmn  /" 

"  That  means,  I  love  those  who  love  her,"  cries  little  Laura ; 
"  but,  I  don't  know,"  remarked  this  little  person  afterwards  to  her 
|iatemal  confidant,  '*  that  I  like  all  people  to  love  my  mamma. 
That  is,  I  don't  like  h^r  to  like  them,  papa— only  you  may,  papa. 
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and  Ethel  may,  and  Arthur  may,  and,  I  think,  Philip  may,  now  he 
is  poor  and  quite  quite  alone — and  we  will  take  care  of  him,  won't 
wel  And,  I  think,  Fll  buy  him  something  with  my  money  which 
Aunt  Ethd  gaye  me." 

**  And  ni  giTe  him  my  money,"  cries  a  boy. 

''  And  ni  div  him  my — my "     Psha !  what  mattera  what 

the  little  sweet  lips  prattled  in  their  artless  kindness?  But  the 
soft  words  of  love  and  pity  smote  the  mother's  heart  with  an 
exquisite  pang  of  gratitude  and  joy;  and  I  know  where  her 
thanks  were  paid  for  those  tender  words  and  thoughts  of  her 
little  ones. 

Mrs.  Pendennis  made  Philip  promise  to  come  to  dinner,  and 
also  to  remember  not  to  take  a  cab — ^which  promise  Mr.  Firmin 
had  not  much  difficulty  in  executing,  for  he  had  but  a  few  hundred 
yards  to  walk  across  the  Park  from  his  dub ;  and  I  must  say  that 
my  wife  took  a  special  care  of  our  dinner  that  day,  preparing  for 
Philip  certain  dishes  which  she  knew  he  liked,  and  enjoining  the 
butler  of  the  establishment  (who  also  happened  to  be  the  owner  of 
the  house)  to  fetch  from  lus  cellar  the  very  choicest  wine  in  his 
possession. 

I  have  previously  described  our  friend  and  his  boisterous,  im- 
petuous, generous  nature.  When  Philip  was  moved,  he  called  to 
all  the  world  to  witness  his  emotion.  When  he  was  angry,  his 
enemies  were  all  the  rogues  and  scoundrels  in  the  world.  He 
vowed  he  would  have  no  mercy  on  them,  and  desired  all  his 
acquaintances  to  participate  in  his  anger.  How  could  such  an  open- 
mouthed  son  have  had  such  a  close-spoken  fether?  I  daresay  you 
have  seen  very  well-bred  young  people,  the  children  of  vulgar  and 
ill-bred  parents  ;  the  swaggering  father  have  a  silent  son ;  the  loud 
mother  a  modest  daughter.  Our  friend  is  not  Amadis  or  Sir 
Charles  Grandison ;  and  I  don't  set  him  up  for  a  moment  as  a 
person  to  be  revered  or  imitated ;  but  try  to  draw  him  faithfully, 
and  as  nature  made  him.  As  nature  made  him,  so  he  was.  I 
don't  think  he  tried  to  improve  himself  much.  Perhaps  few  people 
do.  They  suppose  they  do :  and  you  read,  in  apologetic  memoirs, 
and  fond  biographies,  how  this  man  cured  his  bad  temper,  and 
t'other  worked  and  strove  until  he  grew  to  be  almost  faultless. 
Very  well  and  good,  my  good  people.  You  can  learn  a  language  ; 
you  can  master  a  science ;  I  have  heard  of  an  old  s(]uare-toes  of 
sixty  who  learned,  by  study  and  intense  application,  very  satis- 
factorily to  dance ;  but  can  you,  by  taking  thought,  add  to  your 
moral  stature  ?  Ah  me !  the  Doctor  who  preaches  is  only  taller 
than  most  of  us  by  the  height  of  the  pulpit :  and  when  he  steps 
down,  I  daresay  he  cringes  to  the  duchess,  growls  at  his  children. 
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scolds  his  wife  about  the  dinner.     All  is  vanity,  look  yon :  and  so 
the  preacher  is  vanity,  too. 

Well,  then,  I  must  again  say  that  Philip  roared  his  griefs :  he 
shouted  his  laughter :  he  bellowed  his  applause :  he  was  extravagant 
in  his  humility  as  in  his  pride,  in  his  admiration  of  his  friends  and 
contempt  for  his  enemies :  I  daresay  not  a  just  man,  but  I  have 
met  juster  men  not  half  so  honest ;  and  certainly  not  a  faultless 
man,  though  I  know  better  men  not  near  so  good.  So,  I  believe, 
my  wife  thinks ;  else  why  should  she  be  so  fond  of  him  t  Did  we 
not  know  boys  who  never  went  out  of  bounds,  and  never  were  late 
for  school,  and  never  made  a  false  concord  or  quantity,  and  never 
came  under  the  ferule  ;  and  others  who  were  always  playing  truant, 
and  blundering,  and  being  whipped ;  and  yet,  somehow,  was  not 
Master  Naughtyboy  better  liked  than  Master  Goodchild  t  When 
Master  Naughtyboy  came  to  dine  with  us  on  the  first  day  of  his 
niin,  he  bore  a  face  of  radiant  happiness — he  laughed,  he  bounced 
about,  he  caresseil  the  children;  now  he  took  a  couple  on  his 
knees;  now  he  tossed  the  baby  to  the  ceiling;  now  he  sprawled 
over  a  sofa,  and  now  he  rode  upon  a  chair ;  never  was  a  pennil 
^ntleman  more  chocrfuL  As  for  his  dinner,  Phil's  appetite 
always  fine,  but  on  this  day  an  ogre  could  scarcely  play  a  more 
t4*rrible  knife  and  fork.  He  aske<l  for  more  and  more,  until  his 
entertainers  wondered  to  behold  hiuL  ''Dine  for  to-day  and  to- 
morrow too ;  can^t  expert  such  fare  as  this  every  day,  you  know. 
This  claret^  how  good  it  is !  May  I  pack  some  up  in  paper,  and 
take  it  home  with  me  ? "  The  children  roared  with  laughter  at  this 
admirable  idea  of  canning  home  wine  in  a  sheet  of  paper.  I  don't 
know  that  it  is  always  at  the  best  jokes  that  children  laugh : — 
children  and  wise  men  too. 

When  we  three  were  by  ourselves,  and  freed  fnim  the  company 
of  servants  and  children,  our  friend  told  us  the  cauMC  of  his  gaiety. 
'*  By  George ! "  he  swore,  "  it  is  worth  being  mined  to  fiml  such 
good  people  in  the  worhl.  My  dear  kind  Laura ''—  here  the  gentle- 
man brushes  his  eyes  with  his  fist — "  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  do 
this  morning  to  prevent  myself  from  hugging  you  in  my  arms,  you 
were  so  generous,  and — and  so  kind,  and  so  tender,  and  so  good,  by 
George  !     And  after  leaving?  you,  where  do  you  think  I  went  ? " 

"  I  think  I  can  gtiess,  Philit>,''  says  Laura. 

"  Well,''  says  Philip,  winking  his  eyes  again,  and  tossing  off  a 
great  bumper  of  wine.  "  I  went  to  her,  of  course.  I  think  she  is 
the  best  friend  I  have  in  the  world.  The  old  man  was  out,  and  I 
toki  her  about  everything  that  had  happenetl.  And  what  do  you 
think  she  has  donet  She  says  she  has  been  exinrting  me — she 
has;  and  she  has  gone  and  fittcnl  up  a  nK>ni  with  a  nice  little  bed 
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at  the  top  of  the  house,  with  eyerything  as  neat  and  trim 
possible ;  and  she  begged  and  prayed  I  woidd  go  and  stay  with  her 
— and  I  said  I  would,  to  please  her.  And  then  ahe  takes  me  down 
to  her  room ;  and  she  jumps  up  to  a  cupboard,  which  she  unlocks ; 
and  she  opens  and  takes  three-and-twenty  pounds  out  of  ar— out  of 
a  tea — out  of  a  tea-caddy — confound  me ! — and  she  says,  *  Here, 
Philip,'  she  says,  and — Boo!  what  a  fool  I  am!"  and  here  the 
orator  fidrly  broke  down  in  his  speech. 


CHAPTER   XVI 

IN  WHICH  PHIUP  SHOiyS  HIS  METTLE 

WHEN  the  poor  Little  Sister  proffered  her  mite,  ber  all,  to 
Philip,  I  daresay  some  sentimental  passages  occurred 
between  tbem  whicb  are  much  too  trivial  to  be  narrated. 
No  doubt  her  pleasure  would  have  been  at  that  moment  to  give 
him  not  only  that  gold  which  she  had  been  saving  up  against  rent- 
day,  but  the  spoons,  the  furniture,  and  all  the  valuables  of  the 
house,  including  perhaps  J.  J.'s  bric-k-brac,  cabinets,  china,  and  so 
forth.  To  perform  a  kindness,  an  act  of  self-sacrifice ; — are  not 
these  the  most  delicious  privileges  of  female  tenderness?  Philip 
checked  his  little  friend's  enthusiasm.  He  showed  her  a  purse  full 
of  money,  at  which  sight  the  poor  little  soul  was  rather  disappointed. 
He  magnified  the  value  of  his  horses,  which,  according  to  Philip's 
calculation,  were  to  bring  him  at  least  two  hundred  pounds  more 
than  the  stock  which  he  had  already  in  hand;  and  the  master 
of  such  a  sum  as  this,  she  was  forced  to  confess,  had  no  need  to 
despair.  Indeed,  she  had  never  in  her  life  possessed  the  half  of  it 
Her  kind  dear  little  ofier  of  a  home  in  her  house  he  would  accept 
sometimes,  and  with  gratitude.  Well,  there  was  a  little  consolation 
in  that  In  a  moment  that  active  little  housekeeper  saw  the  room 
ready ;  flowers  on  the  mantelpiece ;  his  looking-glass,  which  her 
£ither  could  do  quite  well  with  the  little  one,  as  he  was  always 
shaved  by  the  barber  now ;  the  quilted  counterpane,  which  she  had 
herself  made : — I  know  not  what  more  improvements  she  devised ; 
and  I  fear  that  at  the  idea  of  having  Philip  with  her,  this  little 
thing  was  as  extravagantly  and  unreasonably  happy  as  we  have  just 
now  seen  Philip  to  be.  What  was  that  last  dish  which  Psetus  and 
Arria  shared  in  common  ?  I  have  lost  my  Lempri^re's  Dictionary 
(that  treasury  of  my  youth),  and  forj;;et  whether  it  was  a  cold 
dagger  mi  naturtl  or  a  dish  of  hot  coals  a  la  Romainey  of  which 
tbej  partook ;  but,  whatever  it  was,  she  smiled,  and  delightedly 
received  it,  happy  to  share  the  beloved  one's  fortune. 

Yes :  Philip  would  come  home  to  his  Little  Sister  sometimes : 
sometimes  of  a  Saturday,  and  they  would  go  to  church  on  Sunday, 
as  he  used  to  do  when  he  was  a  boy  at  school.     "  But  then,  yoo 
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know,"  Bays  Phil,  '*  law  is  law ;  study  is  study.  I  must  devote  my 
whole  energies  to  my  work — get  up  very  early." 

"  Don't  tire  your  eyes,  my  dear,"  interposes  Mr.  Philip's  soft 
judicious  friend. 

**  There  must  be  no  trifling  with  work,"  says  Philip,  with  awful 
gravity.  "There's  Benton  the  Judge:  Benton  and  Burbage,  you 
know." 

"  Ob,  Benton  and  Burbage ! "  whispers  the  Little  Sister,  not  a 
little  bewildered. 

"  How  do  you  suppose  he  became  a  judge  before  forty  I " 

"  Before  forty  who  1     Law  bless  me ! " 

"Before  he  was  forty,  Mrs.  Carrj'.  When  he  came  to  work, 
he  had  his  own  way  to  make:  just  like  me.  He  had  a  small 
allowance  from  his  father :  that's  not  like  me.  He  took  chambers 
in  the  Temple.  He  went  to  a  pleader's  office.  He  read  fourteen, 
fifteen  hours  every  day.  He  dined  on  a  cup  of  tea  and  a  mutton 
chop." 

"  La,  bless  me,  child  !  I  wouldn't  have  you  to  do  that,  not 
to  be  Lord  Chamberlain — Chancellor  what's  his  namet  Destroy 
your  youth  with  reading,  and  yoiu*  eyes,  and  go  without  your 
dinner  ?  You're  not  used  to  that  sort  of  thing,  dear ;  and  it  would 
kill  you ! " 

Philip  smoothed  his  fair  hair  off  his  ample  forehead,  and  nodded 
his  head,  smiling  sweetly.  I  think  liis  inward  monitor  hinted  to 
him  that  there  was  not  much  danger  of  his  killing  himself  by 
overwork.  "  To  succeed  at  the  law,  as  in  all  other  professions,"  he 
continued,  with  much  gravity,  "  requires  the  greatest  perseverance, 
and  industry,  and  talent;  and  then,  f>erliaf)s,  you  don't  succeed. 
Many  have  faile<l  who  have  had  all  these  (|ualities." 

"  But  they  haven't  talents  like  my  Philip,  I  know  they  haven't. 
And  I  had  to  8t;in<l  up  in  a  court  once,  and  was  cross-examined  by 
a  viUgar  man  before  a  horrid  deaf  old  judge ;  and  I'm  sure  if  your 
lawyers  are  like  them  I  don't  wish  you  to  succeed  at  all.  And 
now,  look  I  there's  a  nice  loin  of  pork  coming  up.  Pa  loves  roast 
pork ;  and  you  must  come  and  have  some  with  us  :  and  every  tiay 
and  all  days,  my  dear,  I  should  like  to  see  you  sea  toil  there."  An<l 
the  Little  Sister  friskwi  about  here,  and  bustled  there,  and  brought 
a  cunning  bottle  of  wine  from  some  corner,  and  made  the  boy 
welcome.  So  tliat,  you  see,  far  from  starving,  he  actually  had  two 
dinners  on  that  first  day  of  his  niin. 

Caroline  consented  to  a  compromise  regarding  the  money,  on 
Philip's  solemn  vow  and  promise  that  she  shouM  be  his  banker 
whenever  necessity  called.  She  rather  desired  his  poverty  for  the 
sake  of  its  precious  reward.     She  hid  away  a  little  bag  of  gold  for 
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ber  darling's  use  whenever  he  should  need  it.  I  daresay  she 
pinched  and  had  shabby  dinners  at  home,  so  as  to  save  yet  more, 
and  so  caused  the  Captain  to  grumble.  Why,  for  that  boy*s  sake, 
I  believe  she  would  have  been  capable  of  shaving  her  lodgers'  legs 
of  mutton,  and  levying  a  tax  on  their  tea-caddies  and  baker's  stuff. 
If  you  don't  like  unprincipled  attachments  of  this  sort,  and  only 
desire  that  your  womankind  should  love  you  for  yourself,  and  accord- 
ing to  your  deserts,  I  am  your  very  humble  servant.  Hereditary 
bondswomen !  you  know,  that  were  you  free,  and  did  you  strike 
the  blow,  my  dears,  you  were  unhappy  for  your  |Kiin,  and  eagerly 
would  claim  your  bonds  again.  What  poet  has  uttered  that  senti- 
ment? It  is  perfectly  true,  and  I  know  will  receive  the  cordial 
approbation  of  the  <iear  ladies. 

Philip  has  decreed  in  his  own  mind  that  he  will  go  and  live  in 
those  chambers  in  tlie  Temple  where  we  have  met  him.  Van  John, 
the  sp<^)rting  gentleman,  had  determined  for  special  reasons  to  with- 
tlraw  from  law  and  sport  in  this  country,  and  Mr.  Firmin  took 
possession  of  his  vacant  sleeping-chamber.  To  furnish  a  bachelor's 
bedroom  need  not  be  a  matter  of  much  cost ;  but  Mr.  Philip  was 
too  good-natured  a  fellow  to  hjiggle  about  the  valuation  of  Van 
Johns  bwlsteads  and  chests  of  drawers,  and  generously  took  them 
at  twice  their  value.  He  and  Mr.  Cassidy  now  divided  the  rooms 
in  equal  reign.  Ah,  happy  rooms,  briglit  rooms,  rooms  near  the 
sky,  to  remember  you  is  to  be  young  a»(ain  !  lor  I  would  have  you 
to  know  that  when  Philip  went  to  take  possession  of  his  share  of 
the  fourth  floor  in  the  Temple,  his  biographer  was  still  compara- 
tively juvenile,  and  in  one  or  two  very  old-fashioned  families  was 
calle<i  **  young  Pendennis." 

So  Philip  Firmin  dwelt  in  a  garret ;  and  the  fourth  part  of  a 
lann<lre88  and  the  half  of  a  boy  now  formed  the  domestic  establish- 
ment of  him  who  had  been  attended  by  housekeepers,  butlers,  and 
obsequious  liveried  menials.  To  be  freed  from  that  ceremonial  and 
eti4{uette  of  plush  and  worsted  lace  was  an  inmiense  relief  to  Firmin. 
His  pipe  nee<i  not  lurk  in  cr>'pts  or  back  closets  now :  its  fragrance 
breath<Ni  over  the  whole  chambers,  and  rose  up  to  the  sky,  their 
near  neighbour. 

The  first  month  or  two  after  l)eing  mined,  Philip  vowe<l,  was 
an  uncommonly  pleasant  time.  He  hail  still  plenty  of  money  in 
his  pocket ;  and  the  sense  that,  perhaf)s,  it  was  impni<ient  to  take 
a  cab  or  drink  a  bottle  of  wine,  a<idc<i  a  zest  to  those  enjoyments 
which  they  by  no  means  ])08se8sed  when  they  were  easy  and  of 
daily  occurrence.  I  am  not  certain  that  a  dinner  of  lieef  and  porter 
did  not  amuse  our  young  man  almost  as  well  as  Uinqucts  much 
more  costly  to  which  he  had  been  accustomed.     He  lai)ghe<l  at  the 
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pretendons  of  his  boyish  days,  when  he  and  other  aolenin  young 
epicures  used  to  dt  down  to  elaborate  tavem  banquets,  and  pieteod 
to  critidse  vintages,  and  sauces,  and  turtle.  Ab  yet  there  was  not 
only  content  with  his  dinner,  but  plenty  therewith ;  and  I  do  not 
wish  to  alarm  you  by  supposing  that  Philip  will  ever  have  to 
encounter  any  dreadful  extremities  of  poverty  or  hunger  in  the 
course  of  his  history.  The  wine  in  the  jug  was  very  low  at  times, 
but  it  never  was  quite  empty.  This  lamb  was  shorn,  but  the  wind 
was  tempered  to  him. 

So  Philip  took  possession  of  his  rooms  in  the  Temide,  and  b^an 
actually  to  redde  there  just  as  the  long  vacation  commenced,  which 
he  intended  to  devote  to  a  course  of  serious  study  of  the  law  and 
private  preparation,  before  he  should  venture  on  the  great  business 
of  circuits  and  the  bar.  Nothing  is  more  necessary  for  desk-men 
than  exercise,  so  Philip  took  a  good  deal ;  espedaUy  on  the  water, 
where  he  pulled  a  fiunous  oar.  Nothing  is  more  natural  after 
exercise  than  refreshment;  and  Mr.  Firmin,  now  he  was  too 
poor  for  daret,  showed  a  great  capadty  for  beer.  After  beer  and 
bodily  labour,  rest,  of  course,  is  necessary ;  and  Firmin  slept  nine 
hours,  and  looked  as  rosy  as  a  girl  in  her  first  season.  Then  such 
a  man,  with  such  a  frame  and  health,  must  have  a  good  appetite 
for  break^sist  And  then  every  man  who  wishes  to  succeed  at  the 
bar,  in  the  senate,  on  the  bench,  in  the  House  of  Peers,  on  the 
Woolsack,  must  know  the  quotidian  history  of  his  country ;  so,  of 
course,  Philip  read  the  newspaper.  Thus,  you  see,  his  hours  of 
study  were  perforce  curtailed  by  the  necessary  duties  which  dis- 
tracted him  from  his  labours. 

It  has  been  said  that  Mr.  Firmin's  companion  in  chambers, 
Mr.  Cassidy,  was  a  native  of  the  neighbouring  kingdom  of  Ireland, 
and  engaged  in  literary  pursuits  in  this  country.  A  merry,  shrewd, 
silent,  observant  little  man,  he,  unlike  some  of  his  compatriots, 
always  knew  how  to  make  both  ends  meet ;  feareil  no  man  alive 
in  the  character  of  a  dun ;  and  out  of  small  earnings  managed  to 
transmit  no  small  comforts  and  subsidies  to  old  parents  living 
somewhere  in  Mun3ter.  Of  Cassidy's  friends  was  Finucane,  now 
editor  of  the  Pail  Mall  GazetU ;  he  married  the  wi<low  of  the 
late  eccentric  and  gifted  Captain  Shandon,  and  Cass  himself  was 
the  fashionable  correspondent  of  the  Gazette,  chronicling  the 
marriages,  deaths,  births,  dinner-parties  of  the  nobility.  These 
Irish  gentlemen  knew  other  Irish  gentlemen,  connected  with 
other  newspapers,  who  formed  a  little  literary  society.  They 
assembled  at  each  other's  rooms,  and  at  haunts  where  social 
pleasure  was  to  be  purchased  at  no  dear  rate.  Philip  Firmin 
was  known  to  many  of  them  before  his  misfortunes  occurred,  and 
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when  there  was  gold  in  plenty  in  his  pocket,  and  neyer-fidling 
applause  for  his  songs 

When  Pendennis  and  his  friends  wrote  in  this  newspaper,  it  was 
impertinent  enoogh,  and  many  men  must  have  heard  the  writers 
laugh  at  the  airs  which  they  occasionally  thought  proper  to  assume. 
The  tone  which  they  took  amused,  annoyed,  tickled,  was  popular. 
It  was  continued,  and,  of  course,  caricatured  by  their  successors. 
They  worked  for  yery  moderate  fees :  but  paid  themselyes  by  im- 
pertinence, and  the  satisfaction  of  assailiDg  their  betters.  Three 
or  four  persons  were  reserved  from  their  abuse ;  but  somebody  was 
sure  every  week  to  be  tied  up  at  their  post,  and  the  public  made 
sport  of  the  victim's  contortions.  The  writers  were  obscure 
barristers,  ushers,  and  college  men,  but  they  had  omuisdenoe  at 
their  pen's  end,  and  were  ready  to  lay  down  the  law  on  any  given 
subject — to  teach  any  man  his  business,  were  it  a  bishop  in  his 
pulpit)  a  Minister  in  his  place  in  the  House,  a  captain  on  his 
quarter-deck,  a  tailor  on  his  shopboard,  or  a  jockey  in  his  saddle. 

Since  those  early  days  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  when  old 
Shandon  wielded  his  truculent  tomahawk,  and  Messrs.  W~rr-ngt-n 
and  P-nd-nn-s  followed  him  in  the  war-ftath,  the  Gazette  had 
{ttflsed  through  several  hands ;  and  the  victims  who  were  immolated 
tiy  the  editors  of  to-day  were  very  likely  the  objects  of  the  best 
puffery  of  the  last  dynasty.  To  be  flogged  in  what  was  your  own 
8i*hoolroom — that,  surely,  is  a  queer  sensation;  and  when  my 
report  was  published  on  the  decay  of  the  sealing-wax  trade  in  the 
three  kingdoms  (owing  to  the  prevalence  of  gummed  envelopes, — 
as  you  may  see  in  that  nioHterly  document)  I  was  horsed  up  and 
smartly  whipped  in  the  Gazette  by  some  of  the  rods  which  had 
come  out  of  pickle  since  my  time.  Was  not  good  Dr.  Guillotin 
executed  by  his  own  neat  invention  t  I  don't  know  who  was  the 
Monsieur  Sanson  who  operated  on  me ;  but  have  always  had  my 
that  Digges,  of  Corpus,  was  the  man  to  whom  my  flagellation 

entrusted.  His  &ther  keeps  a  ladies'  school  at  Hackney ;  but 
there  is  an  air  of  fashion  in  everything  which  Digges  writes,  and 
a  chivalrous  conservatism  which  makes  me  pretty  certain  that  D. 
was  my  scarifier.  All  this,  however,  is  naught.  Let  us  turn  away 
from  the  author's  private  griefs  and  egotisms  to  those  of  the  hero 
of  the  story. 

Does  any  one  remember  the  appearance  some  twenty  years 
ago  of  a  little  book  called  '*  Trumpet  Calls  " — a  book  of  songs  and 
poetry,  dedicated  to  his  brother  officers  by  Comet  Canterton  t  His 
trumpet  was  very  tolerably  melodious,  and  the  comet  playeti  some 
■mail  aire  on  it  with  some  little  grace  and  skill.  But  this  poor 
Canterton  belonged  to  the  Life  Guards  Green,  and  Philip  FirmiB 
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would  have  liked  to  have  the  lives  of  one  or  two  troope  at  least 
of  that  corps.  Entering  into  Mr.  Cassidy's  room,  Philip  found  the 
little  volume.  He  set  to  work  to  exterminate  Cantertcm.  He 
rode  him  down,  trampled  over  his  fiioe  and  carcase,  knocked  the 
'*  Trumpet  GaUs "  and  all  the  teeth  down  the  trumpeto^s  throat 
Never  was  such  a  smashing  article  as  he  wrote.  And  Mugfbrd,  Mr. 
Cassidy's  chief  and  owner,  who  likes  always  to  have  at  least  one 
man  served  up  and  hashed  small  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazettey  happened 
at  this  very  juncture  to  have  no  other  victim  ready  in  his  larder. 
Philip's  review  appeared  there  in  print  He  rushed  off  with 
immense  glee  to  Westminster,  to  show  us  his  performance.  Nothing 
must  content  him  but  to  give  a  dinner  at  Greenwich  on  his  success. 
Oh,  Philip !  We  wished  that  this  had  not  been  his  first  fee ;  and 
that  sobor  law  had  given  it  to  him,  and  not  the  graceless  and  fickle 
muse  with  whom  he  had  been  flirting.  For,  truth  to  say,  certain 
wise  old  heads  which  wagged  over  his  performance  could  see  but  little 
merit  in  it  His  style  was  coarse,  his  wit  clumsy  and  savage.  Nevor 
mind  characterising  either  now.  He  has  seen  the  error  of  his  ways, 
and  divorced  with  the  muse  whom  he  never  ought  to  have  wooed. 

The  shrewd  Cassidy  not  only  could  not  write  himself,  but  knew 
he  could  not^-or,  at  least,  pen  more  than  a  plain  paragraph,  or  a 
brief  sentence  to  the  point,  but  said  he  would  carry  this  paper  to 
his  chief.  "His  Excellency"  was  the  nickname  by  which  this 
chief  was  called  by  his  fiimiliars.  Mugford — Frederick  Mugfonl 
was  his  real  name — and  putting  out  of  sight  that  little  defect  in  his 
character,  that  he  committe<l  a  systematic  literary  murder  once  a 
week,  a  more  worthy  ^^ood-natured  little  murderer  did  not  live.  He 
came  of  the  old  school  of  the  press.  Like  French  marshals,  he  had 
risen  from  the  ranks,  and  retaiueii  some  of  the  manners  and  oddities 
of  the  private  soldier.  A  new  race  of  writers  had  grown  up  siuce 
he  enlisteil  as  a  printer's  boy — men  of  the  world,  with  the  manners 
of  other  gentlemen.  Mugford  never  professed  the  least  gentility. 
He  knew  that  his  young  men  laughed  at  his  peculiarities,  and  did 
not  care  a  fig  for  their  scorn.  As  the  knife  with  which  he  conveyeti 
his  victuals  to  his  mouth  went  down  his  throat  at  the  plenteous 
banquets  which  he  gave,  he  saw  his  young  Mends  wince  and 
wonder,  and  ratlier  relished  their  surprise.  Those  lips  never  cared 
in  the  least  al)out  placing  his  /is  iu  rii;ht  places.  They  use<l  bad 
language  with  great  freedom — (to  hear  him  bullying  a  printing-office 
was  a  wonder  of  eloquence) — but  they  betrayed  no  secrets,  and  the 
words  which  they  uttered  you  might  trust  He  had  belonged  to 
two  or  three  parties,  and  had  respected  them  alL  When  he  went 
to  the  Under-Secretary's  office  he  was  never  kept  waiting ;  and 
once  or  twice  Mrs.  Mugfonl,  who  governed  him,  ordered  him  to 
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attend  the  Saturday  reception  of  the  Ministers'  ladies,  where  he 
might  be  seen,  with  dirty  hands,  it  is  true,  but  a  richly  embroidered 
waistcoat  and  fancy  satin  tie.  His  heart,  however,  was  not  in 
these  entertainments.  I  have  heard  him  say  that  he  only  came 
because  Mrs.  M.  would  have  it;  and  he  ftunkly  owned  that  he 
'*  would  rather  'ave  a  pipe,  and  a  drop  of  something  'ot,  than  all 
your  ices  and  rubbish." 

Mugford  had  a  curious  knowledge  of  what  was  going  on  in  the 
world,  and  of  the  affairs  of  countless  people.  When  Cass  brought 
Philip's  article  to  his  Excellency,  and  mentioned  the  author's  name, 
Mugford  showed  himself  to  be  perfectly  familiar  with  the  histories 
of  Philip  and  his  father.  '*  The  old  chap  has  nobbled  the  young 
fellow's  money,  almost  every  shilling  of  it,  I  hear.  Knew  he  never 
would  carry  on.  His  discounts  would  have  killed  any  man.  Seen 
his  paper  about  this  ten  year.  Young  one  is  a  gentleman — pas- 
sionate fellow,  hawhaw  fellow,  but  kind  to  the  poor.  Father  never 
m-aa  a  gentleman,  with  all  \m  fine  airs  and  fine  waistcoats.  I  don't 
set  up  in  that  line  myself,  Cuss,  but  I  tell  you  I  know  'em  when  I 
sec  'enu" 

Philip  hail  friends  and  private  patrons  whose  influence  was  great 
with  the  Mugford  family,  and  of  whom  he  little  knew.  Every  year 
Mrs.  M.  was  in  the  habit  of  contributing  a  Mugford  to  the  world. 
She  was  one  of  Mrs.  Brandon's  most  regular  clients ;  and  year  after 
year,  almost  from  his  first  arrival  in  London,  Ridley,  the  painter, 
had  been  engaged  as  [)ortnut  [tainter  to  this  worthy  family.  Philip 
and  his  illness ;  Philip  and  hi.s  horses,  splendours,  and  entertain- 
ments ;  Philip  and  his  lamentable  downfall  antl  ruin,  hail  fonned  the 
subject  of  many  an  interesting  talk  between  Mrs.  Mugford  and  her 
friend  the  Little  Sister  ;  and  as  we  know  Caroline's  infatuation  about 
the  young  fellow,  we  may  suppose  that  his  good  qualities  lost  nothing 
in  the  description.  When  that  article  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  ap- 
peared, Nurse  Brantlon  took  the  omnibus  to  Haverstock  Hill,  where, 
as  you  know,  Mugibnl  had  his  villa ; — arrived  at  Mrs.  Mugfonl's, 
Gazette  in  hand,  and  had  a  long  and  delightful  ccmvcrsation  with 
that  lady.  Mrs.  Brandon  bought  I  don't  know  how  many  copies  of 
that  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  She  now  asked  for  it  re|)eate<lly  in  her 
walks  at  sundry  gins^er-becr  shops,  antl  of  all  sorts  of  news  vendors. 
I  have  heard  that  when  the  Mugfonls  first  purchased  the  Gazette, 
Mrs.  M.  used  to  drop  bills  from  her  [xmy-chaise,  and  distribute  pla- 
cards setting  forth  the  excellence  of  the  journal  "We  keep  our 
carriage,  but  we  ain't  al)ove  our  businesa,  Brandon,"  that  gootl  huly 
would  say.  And  the  business  pruH[)ered  under  the  management  of 
these  worthy  folks :  and  the  pony-chaise  unfolded  into  a  noble 
barouche ;  and  the  ]>oiiy  incrc:u<cd  and  multifilicd,  and  Inn^ame  a 
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pair  of  horseB ;  and  there  was  not  a  richer  "fkace  of  gold  laee  itMind 
any  coachman's  hat  in  London  than  now  decorated  Jdm,  who  had 
grown  with  the  growth  of  his  master's  finrtoneBi  and  drove  the 
chariot  in  which  his  worthy  employers  rode  on  the  way  to  B[amp> 
stead,  honour,  and  prosperity. 

"  All  this  pitching  into  the  poet  is  very  well,  yon  know,  Oaasidy,'' 
says  Mugford  to  his  suhordinate.  "It's  like  shooting  a  batterflj 
with  a  blunderbuss ;  but  if  Firmin  likes  that  kind  of  sporty  I  don't 
mind.  There  won't  be  any  difficulty  about  taking  his  copy  at  our 
place.  The  Duchess  knows  another  old  woman  who  is  a  Mend  of 
his"  ("the Duchess"  was  the  title  which  Mr.  Mugford  was  in  the 
playful  habit  of  conferring  upon  his  wife).  "  It's  my  belief  young 
F.  had  better  stick  to  the  law,  and  leave  the  writing  lublHsh  alone. 
But  he  knows  his  own  affairs  best,  and,  mind  you,  the  Duchess  is 
determined  we  shall  give  him  a  helping  hand." 

Once,  in  the  days  of  his  prosperity,  and  in  J.  J.'s  ocmipany, 
Philip  had  visited  Mrs.  Mugford  and  her  fondly — a  drcumstanoe 
which  the  gentleman  had  almost  forgotten.  The  painter  and  his 
friend  were  taking  a  Sundiay  walk,  and  came  upon  Mugford's  pretty 
cottage  and  garden,  and  were  hospitably  entertained  there  by  the 
owners  of  the  place.  It  has  disappeared,  and  the  old  garden  has 
long  since  been  covered  by  terraces  and  villas,  and  Mugford  and 
Mrs.  M.,  good  souls,  where  are  theyl  But  the  lady  thought  she 
had  never  seen  such  a  fine-looking  young  fellow  as  Philip ;  cast 
about  in  her  mind  which  of  her  little  female  Mugfords  should  marry 
him ;  and  insisted  upon  offering  her  guest  champagne.  Poor  Phil ! 
So,  you  see,  whilst,  perhaps,  he  was  rather  pluming  himself  upon 
his  literary  talents,  and  imagining  that  he  was  a  clever  fellow,  he 
was  only  the  object  of  a  job  on  the  part  of  two  or  three  good  folks, 
who  knew  his  history,  and  compassionated  his  misfortunes. 

Mugford  recalled  himself  to  Philip's  recollection,  when  they  met 
after  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Phil's  first  performance  in  the  Gazette. 
If  he  still  took  a  Sunday  walk  Hampstead  way,  Mr.  M.  requested 
him  to  remember  that  there  was  a  slice  of  beef  and  a  glass  of  wine 
at  the  old  shop.  Philip  remembered  it  well  enough  now :  the  ugly 
room,  the  ugly  fomily,  the  kind  worthy  people.  Ere  long  he  learned 
what  had  been  Mrs.  Brandon's  connection  with  them,  and  the  young 
man's  heart  was  softened  and  grateful  as  he  thought  how  this  kind 
gentle  creature  had  been  able  to  befriend  him.  She,  we  may  be 
sure,  was  not  a  little  proud  of  her  proi^gL  I  believe  she  grew  to 
foncy  that  the  whole  newspaper  was  written  by  Philip.  She  made 
her  fond  parent  read  it  aloud  as  she  worked.  Mr.  Ridley,  senior, 
pronounced  it  was  remarkably  fine,  really  now :  without,  I  think, 
entirely  comprehending  the  meaning  of  the  sentiments  which  Mr. 
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Grann  gave  forth  in  bis  rich  loud  voice,  and  often  dropping  asleep  in 
his  chair  during  this  sermon. 

In  the  autumn,  Mr.  Firmin's  friends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pendennis, 
■elected  the  romantic  seaport  town  of  Boulogne  for  their  holiday 
residence ;  and  having  roomy  quarters  in  the  old  town,  we  gave  Mr. 
Philip  an  invitation  to  pay  us  a  visit  whenever  he  could  tear  him- 
self away  from  literature  and  law.  He  came  in  high  spirits.  He 
amused  us  by  imitations  and  descriptions  of  his  new  proprietor  and 
master,  Mr.  Mugford — his  blun<icrs,  his  bad  language,  his  good 
heart.  One  day  Mugford  expected  a  celebrated  literary  character 
to  dinner,  and  Philip  and  Cassidy  were  invited  to  meet  him.  The 
great  man  was  ill,  and  was  unable  to  come.  "  Don't  dish  up  the 
side  dishes,"  called  out  Mugford  to  his  cook,  in  the  hearing  of  his 
other  guests.  "  Mr.  Lyon  ain't  a-coming."  They  dined  quite 
sufficiently  without  the  Bide^lishes,  and  were  perfectly  cheerful  in 
the  absence  of  the  lion.  Mugford  patronised  his  young  men  with 
amusing  good-nature.  **  Firmin,  cut  the  goose  for  the  Duchess,  will 
you  f  Cass  can't  say  Bo  !  to  one,  he  can't.  Ridley,  a  little  of  the 
stuffing.  It'll  make  your  hair  curl."  And  Philip  was  going  to 
imitate  a  frightful  act  with  the  cold  steel  (with  which  I  have  said 
Philip's  master  used  to  convey  food  to  his  mouth),  but  our  dear 
innocent  third  daughter  uttered  a  shriek  of  terror,  which  caused  him 
to  drop  the  dreadful  weapon.  Our  darling  little  Florence  is  a 
nervous  child,  and  the  sight  of  an  edged  tool  causes  her  anguish, 
ever  since  our  darling  little  Tom  nearly  cut  his  thumb  off  with 
his  &ther's  nizor. 

Our  main  amusement  in  this  delightful  place  was  to  look  at  the 
sea-sick  landing  from  the  steamers ;  and  one  day,  as  we  witnessed 
this  phenomenon,  Philip  sprang  to  the  ropes  which  divided  us  from 
the  arriving  passengers,  and  with  a  cr>'  of  ''How  do  you  do. 
General  1 "  greeted  a  yellow-faced  gentleman  who  started  back,  and, 
to  my  thinking,  seemed  but  ill  inclined  to  reciprocate  Philip's 
friendly  greeting.  The  General  was  fluttered,  no  doubt,  by  the 
Inistle  and  interruptions  incidental  to  the  landing.  A  pallid  lady, 
the  partner  of  his  existeni'e  probably,  was  calling  out,  "  Noof  et  doo 
doroestiques.  Doo ! "  to  the  sentries  who  kept  the  line,  and  who 
seemed  little  intere8te<i  by  this  family  news.  A  governess,  a  tall 
yoang  Udy,  and  several  more  male  and  female  children  folluwetl  the 
pale  lady,  who,  as  I  thought,  looked  strangely  frightened  when  the 
gentleman  addressed  as  General  communicated  to  her  Phili{)  8  name. 
**  Is  that  him  1 "  said  the  lady  in  questionable  grammar ;  and  the 
tall  young  lady  turned  a  pair  of  large  eyes  upon  the  individual 
designated  as  "him,"  and  showed  a  |Niir  of  dank  ringlets,  out  of 
which  the  envious  sea-njrmphs  had  shaken  all  the  curl. 
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The  GJenend  turned  out  to  be'Qenenl  Baynes ;  the  pale  hdy  was 
Mrs.  General  B. ;  the  tall  young  kdy  was  Miss  Charlotte  Baynes, 
the  General's  eldest  child ;  and  the  other  six,  fonning  nine,  or  "  noo^ 
in  all,  as  Mrs.  Greneral  R  said,  were  the  other  manbers  of  the 
Baynes  family.  And  here  I  may  as  well  say  why  the  General 
looked  alarmed  on  seeing  Philip,  and  why  the  G^ieral's  lady 
frowned  at  him.  In  action  one  of  the  bravest  of  men,  in  conunon 
Ufe  General  Baynes  was  timorous  and  weak.  Specially  he  was 
afraid  of  Mrs.  Gkneral  Baynes,  who  ruled  him  with  a  vigorous 
authority.  As  Philip's  trustee  he  had  allowed  Philip's  fitther  to 
make  away  with  the  boy's  money.  He  learned  with  a  ghastly  terror 
that  he  was  answerable  for  his  own  remissness  and  want  of  care. 
For  a  long  while  he  did  not  dare  to  tell  his  commander-in-chief  of 
this  dreadful  penalty  which  was  hanging  over  him.  When  at  last 
he  ventured  upon  this  confession,  I  do  not  envy  him  the  scene  which 
must  have  ensued  between  him  and  his  commanding  officer.  The 
nuHiung  after  the  f&tal  confession,  when  the  children  assembled  for 
break&st  and  prayers,  Mrs.  Baynes  gave  their  young  ones  their 
porridge :  she  and  Charlotte  poured  out  the  tea  and  coffee  for  the 
elders,  and  then,  addressing  her  eldest  son  Ochterlony,  she  said, 
"Ocky,  my  boy,  the  General  has  announced  a  charming  piece  of 
news  this  morning." 

"  Bought  that  pony,  sir  ? "  says  Ocky. 

"  Oh,  what  jolly  fun  !  "  says  Moira,  the  second  son. 

"  Dear  dear  papa  !  What's  the  matter,  and  why  do  you  look 
BO  ? "  cries  Charlotte,  looking  behind  her  father's  paper. 

That  guilty  man  would  fain  have  made  a  shroud  of  his  Momtn/f 
Herald,  He  would  have  flung  the  sheet  over  his  whole  body,  and 
lain  hidden  there  from  all  eyes. 

"  The  fun,  my  dears,  is  that  your  father  is  ruined :  that's  the 
fun.  Eat  your  porridge  now,  little  ones.  Charlotte,  pop  a  bit  of 
butter  in  Carrick's  porridge  ;  for  you  mayn't  have  any  to-morrow/' 

"  Oh,  gammon,"  cries  Moira. 

"  You'll  soon  see  whether  it  is  gammon  or  not,  sir,  when  youll 
be  starving,  sir.  Your  father  has  ruined  us — and  a  very  pleasant 
morning's  work,  I  am  siu^" 

And  she  calmly  rubs  the  nose  of  her  youngest  child  who  is  near 
her,  and  too  young,  and  innocent,  and  careless,  perhaps,  of  the 
world's  censure  as  yet  to  keep  in  a  strict  cleanliness  her  own  dear 
little  snub  nose  and  dappled  cheeks. 

"  We  are  only  ruinecl,  and  shall  be  starving  soon,  my  dears,  ancl 
if  the  General  has  bought  a  pony — as  I  daresay  he  has ;  he  is  quite 
capable  of  bu\ing  a  pony  when  we  are  starving — the  best  thing  we 
can  do  is  to  eat  the  pony.     MKjrrigor,  don't  laugh.     Starvation  is 
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DO  lan^ng  matter.  When  we  were  at  Dumdura,  iu  '36,  we  ate 
some  colt.  Don't  you  remember  Jubber's  colt — Jubber  of  the 
Horse  Artillery,  Ckneral?  Never  tasted  anything  more  tender  in 
all  my  life.  Charlotte,  take  Jany's  hands  out  of  the  marmalade ! 
We  are  all  ruined,  my  dears,  as  sure  as  our  name  is  Baynes."  Thus 
did  the  mother  of  the  family  prattle  on  in  the  midst  of  her  little 
ones,  and  announce  to  them  the  dreadful  news  of  impending  starva- 
tion. "  General  Baynes,  by  his  carelessness,  had  alloweil  Dr.  Fimiin 
to  make  away  with  the  money  over  which  the  General  had  been  set 
as  sentinel.  Philip  might  recover  from  the  trustee,  and  no  doubt 
would.  Perhaps  he  would  not  press  his  claim  ?  My  dear,  what 
can  you  expect  from  the  son  of  such  a  father)  Depen<l  on  it, 
Charlotte,  no  good  fniit  can  come  from  a  stock  like  that.  The  son 
is  a  bad  one,  the  father  is  a  bad  one,  and  your  father,  poor  dear 
M>ul !  is  not  fit  to  be  trusted  to  walk  the  street  without  some  one 
to  keep  him  from  tumbling.  Why  did  I  allow  him  to  go  to  town 
without  me  1  We  were  quartered  at  Colchester  then :  and  I  could 
not  move  on  account  of  your  brother  M*G rigor.  *  Baynes,'  I  said 
to  your  father,  *  as  sure  as  I  let  you  go  away  to  town  without  me, 
you  will  come  to  mischief  And  go  he  did,  and  come  to  mischief 
he  did.  And  through  his  folly,  I  and  my  poor  children  must  go  and 
beg  our  bread  in  the  streets—  I  and  my  seven  \x)ot  robbed  penniless 
little  ones.     Oh,  it's  cruel,  cruel !  " 

Indeed,  one  cannot  fancy  a  more  dismal  prospect  for  this  worthy 
mother  and  wife  than  to  see  her  chiltlrcn  without  provision  at  the 
commencement  of  their  lives,  and  her  luckless  husl>anil  robbed  of 
his  life's  earnings,  and  ruined  just  when  he  was  too  old  to  work. 

What  was  to  become  of  them  ?  Now  poor  Charlotte  thought, 
with  pangs  of  a  keen  remorse,  how  idle  she  had  been,  and  how  she 
had  snubbed  her  governesses,  and  how  little  she  knew,  and  how 
badly  she  played  the  piano.  Oh,  neglected  opportunities !  Oh, 
remorse,  now  the  time  was  past  and  irrecoverable  !  Doch  any  young 
lady  read  this  who,  perchance,  ought  to  be  doing  her  lessons  ?  My 
dear,  lay  down  the  stt)ry-book  at  once.  Go  uj)  to  your  schoolroom, 
and  practise  your  piano  for  two  hours  this  moment ;  so  that  you 
may  be  prepared  to  Buj)i)ort  your  family,  should  ruin  in  any  case 
fiill  upon  t/ou.  A  great  girl  of  sixteen,  I  pity  Charlotte  Ba>Ties's 
feelings  of  anguish.  She  can't  write  a  very  good  hand  ;  she  can 
scarcely  answer  any  question  to  speak  of  in  any  educational  books ; 
her  pianoforte  playing  is  very  verj'  so-so  in(iee<l.  If  she  is  to  go 
out  and  get  a  living  for  the  family,  how,  in  the  name  of  gcxKlnww, 
is  she  to  set  about  it?  What  are  they  to  do  with  the  lN)y8,  and 
the  money  that  has  been  put  away  for  Ochterlony  when  he  goes  to 
college,  and  for  Moira's  commission?     "Why,  we  can't  afford  to 
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keep  ihem  at  Dr.  Pybus's,  where  they  were  doiiig  bo  well ;  and  they 
were  ever  so  much  better  and  more  gentlonanlike  than  Colonel 
Chandler's  boys ;  and  to  lose  the  army  will  break  Moira's  heart, 
it  will.  And  the  little  ones,  my  little  blue-eyed  Carrick,  and  my 
darling  Jany,  and  my  Mary,  that  I  nursed  almost  miraculously  out 
of  her  scarlet  fever.  God  help  them !  God  help  us  all ! "  thinks 
the  poor  mother.  No  wonder  that  her  nights  are  wakeful,  and  her 
heart  in  a  tumult  of  alarm  at  the  idea  of  the  impending  danger. 

And  the  fiither  of  the  £unilyt — the  stout  old  Greneral  whose 
battles  and  campaigns  are  over,  who  has  come  home  to  rest  his 
war-worn  limbs,  and  make  his  peace  with  Heaven  ere  it  calls  him 
away — ^what  must  be  his  feelings  when  he  thinks  that  he  has  been 
entrapped  by  a  villain  into  committing  an  imprudence  which  makes 
his  children  penniless  and  himself  dishonoured  and  a  b^sgar  T  When 
he  found  what  Dr.  Firmin  had  done,  and  how  he  had  been  cheated, 
he  went  away,  aghast,  to  his  lawyer,  who  could  give  him  no  help. 
Philip's  mother's  trustee  was  answerable  to  Philip  for  his  property. 
It  had  been  stolen  throu^  Baynes's  own  carelessness,  and  the  law 
bound  him  to  replace  it.  General  Baynes's  man  of  business  could 
not  help  him  out  of  liis  perplexity  at  all ;  and  I  hope  my  worthy 
reader  is  not  going  to  be  too  angry  with  the  General  for  what  I 
own  he  did.  Vou  never  would,  my  dear  sir,  I  know.  No  power 
on  earth  would  induce  you  to  depart  one  inch  from  the  path  of 
rectitude ;  or,  having  done  an  act  of  imprudence,  to  shrink  from 
bearing  the  consequence.  The  long  and  short  of  the  matter  is,  that 
poor  Baynes  and  his  wife,  after  holding  agitated  stealthy  councils 
together — after  believing  that  every  strange  face  they  saw  was  a 
bailiff's  coming  to  arrest  them  on  Philip's  account — after  horrible 
days  of  remorse,  misery,  guilt — I  say  the  long  and  the  short  of  the 
matter  was  that  these  poor  people  detemiined  to  run  away.  They 
would  go  and  hide  themselves  anywhere — in  an  impenetrable  pine 
forest  in  Norway — up  an  inaccessible  mountain  in  Switzerland. 
They  would  change  their  names ;  dye  their  mustachios  and  honest 
old  white  hair ;  fly  with  their  little  ones  away,  away,  away,  out  of 
the  reach  of  law  and  Philip ;  and  the  first  flight  lands  them  on 
Boulogne  Pier,  and  there  is  Mr.  Philip  holding  out  his  hand  and 
actually  eyeing  them  as  they  get  out  of  the  steamer !  Eyeing  them  I 
It  is  the  eye  of  Heaven  that  is  on  those  criminals.  Holding  out 
his  hand  to  them  ?  It  is  the  hand  of  fate  that  is  on  their  wretched 
shoulders.  No  wonder  they  shuddered  and  tume<i  pale.  That 
which  I  took  for  sea-sickness,  I  am  sorry  to  say  was  a  guilty 
conscience :  and  where  is  the  steward,  my  dear  friends,  who  can 
relieve  us  of  that  ? 

As  this  party  came  staggering  out  of  the  Custom-house.,  poor 
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Baynes  still  found  Philip's  hand  stretched  out  to  catch  hold  of 
him,  and  saluted  him  with  a  ghastly  cordiality.  "  These  are  your 
chilflren,  General,  and  this  is  Mrs.  Baynes?"  says  Philip,  smiling, 
and  taking  off  his  hat. 

"  Oh  yes !  Fm  Mrs.  General  Baynes  ! "  says  the  poor  woman ; 
"and  these  are  the  children — yes,  yes.  Charlotte,  this  is  Mr. 
Firmin,  of  whom  you  have  heard  us  s{>eak ;  and  these  are  my  boys, 
Moira  and  Ochterlony." 

"  I  have  had  the  honour  of  meeting  Creneral  Baynes  at  Old  Parr 
Street  Don't  you  remember,  sir  ? "  says  Mr.  Pendennis  with  great 
affiibility  to  the  General 

"  What,  another  who  knows  me  1"  I  daresay  the  poor  wretch 
thinks ;  and  glances  of  a  dreadful  meaning  pass  between  the  guilty 
wife  and  the  guilty  husband. 

"  You  are  going  to  stay  at  any  hotel  1 " 

"* Hotel  des  Bains!'"  "*H6tel  du  Nord  !'"  ***Hdtel  d'Angle- 
terre ! ' "  here  cry  twenty  commissioners  in  a  breath. 

'^  Hotel  1  Oh  yes !  That  is,  we  have  not  made  up  our  minds 
whether  we  shall  go  on  to-night  or  whether  we  shall  stay/'  say 
thoee  guilty  ones,  looking  at  one  another,  and  then  down  to  the 
ground  ;  on  which  one  of  the  children,  with  a  roar,  says — 

"  Oh,  ma,  what  a  story  !  You  said  you'd  stay  to-night ;  and  I 
was  so  sick  in  the  beastly  boat,  and  I  wofCi  travel  any  more ! " 
And  tears  choke  his  artless  utterance.  "And  you  said  Bang  to 
the  man  who  took  your  keys,  you  know  you  did,"  resumes  the 
innocent,  as  soon  as  he  can  gasp  a  further  remark. 

"Who  told  you  to  speak?"  cried  mamma,  giving  the  boy  a 
shake. 

"This  is  the  way  to  the  *  Hotel  des  Bains,'"  says  Philip, 
making  Miss  Baynes  another  of  his  best  bows.  And  MiRs  Baynes 
makes  a  curtsey,  and  her  eyes  look  up  at  the  handsome  young  man 
— large  brown  honest  eyes  in  a  comely  round  face,  on  each  side  of 
which  depend  two  straight  wisps  of  brown  hair  that  were  ringlets 
when  they  left  Folkestone  a  few  hours  since. 

"  Oh,  I  say,  look  at  those  women  with  the  Bhort  petticoats ! 
and  wooden  shoes,  by  George  !  Oh  !  it's  jolly,  ain't  it  ? "  cries  one 
young  gentleman. 

"  By  George,  there's  a  man  with  earrings  on  !  There  is,  Ocky, 
upon  my  word  ! "  calls  out  another.  And  the  elder  boy,  turning 
round  to  his  father,  |K>iuts  to  some  soldiers.  "Did  you  ever  see 
such  little  beggars  ? "  he  says,  tossing  his  head  up.  "  They  wouldn^t 
take  such  fellows  into  our  line." 

"  I  am  not  at  all  tire<l,  thank  you,"  says  Charlotte.  "  I  am 
accustomed  to  carry  him."     I  forgot  to  say  that  the  young  ladj 
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had  one  of  the  children  asleep  on  her  shoulder ;  and  another  was 
toddling  at  her  side,  holding  by  his  sister's  dress,  and  admiring 
Mr.  Firmin's  whiskers,  that  flamed  and  cnried  yery  luminously  and 
gloriously,  like  to  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun. 

"  I  am  very  glad  we  met,  sir,"  says  Philip^  in  the  most  friendly 
manner,  taking  leave  of  the  General  at  the  gate  of  his  hoteL  "  I 
hope  you  won't  go  away  to-morrow,  and  that  I  may  come  and  pay 
my  respects  to  Mrs.  Baynes."  Agsdn  he  salutes  that  lady  with  a 
coup  de  chapeau.  Again  he  bows  to  Miss  Baynes.  She  makes  a 
pretty  curtsey  enough,  considering  that  she  has  a  baby  asleep  on 
her  shoulder.  And  they  enter  the  hotel,  the  excellent  Marie 
marshalling  them  to  fitting  apartments,  where  some  of  them,  I  have 
no  doubt,  will  sleep  very  soundly.  How  much  more  comfortably 
might  poor  Baynes  and  his  wife  have  slept  had  they  known  what 
were  Philip's  feelings  regarding  them ! 

We  both  admired  Charlotte,  the  tall  giri  who  carried  her  little 
brother,  and  around  whom  the  others  dung.  And  we  spoke  loudly 
in  Miss  Charlotte's  prsises  to  Mrs.  Pendennis,  when  we  joined  that 
lady  at  dinner.  In  the  praise  of  Mrs.  Baynes  we  had  not  a  great 
deal  to  say,  further  than  that  she  seemed  to  take  command  of  the 
whole  expedition,  including  the  general  officer,  her  husband. 

Though  Marie's  beds  at  the  "  Hotel  des  Bains  "  are  as  oomlbrt- 
able  as  any  beds  in  Europe,  you  see  that  admirable  chambermaid 
cannot  lay  out  a  clean  easy  conscience  upon  the  clean  fragrant 
pillow-case ;  and  Creneral  and  Mrs.  Baynes  owned,  in  after  days, 
that  one  of  the  most  dreadful  nights  they  ever  passed  was  that  of 
their  first  landing  in  France.  What  refugee  from  his  country  can 
fly  from  himself]  Railways  were  not  as  yet  in  that  part  of  France. 
The  (General  wiis  too  poor  to  fly  with  a  couple  of  private  carriages, 
which  he  must  have  had  for  his  fiimily  of  "  noof,"  his  governess, 
and  two  servants.  Encumbered  with  such  a  train,  his  enemy  would 
speedily  have  pursued  and  overtaken  him.  It  is  a  fact  that, 
immediately  after  landing  at  his  hotel,  he  and  his  commanding 
officer  went  off*  to  see  when  they  could  get  places  for — never  mind 
the  name  of  the  place  where  they  really  thought  of  taking  refuge. 
They  never  told,  but  Mrs.  Greneral  Ba>iie8  had  a  sister,  Mrs.  M^or 
MacWhirter  (married  to  MacW.  of  the  Bensral  Cavalry),  and  the 
sisters  loved  each  other  very  aff*ectionately,  especially  by  letter,  for 
it  must  be  o\nie<l  that  they  (juarrelleil  fVightfidly  when  together ; 
and  Mrs.  MacWhirter  never  could  bear  that  her  younsjer  sister 
should  be  taken  out  to  dinner  before  her,  because  she  was  married 
to  a  superior  officer.  Well,  their  little  differences  were  forgotten 
when  the  two  ladies  were  apart.  The  sisters  wrote  to  each  other 
prodigious  long  letters,  in  which  household  affairs,  the  children  s 
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puerile  diseases,  the  relative  prices  of  veal,  eggs,  chickens,  the  rent 
of  lodging  and  bouses  in  various  places,  were  fully  discussed.  And 
as  Mrs.  Baynes  showed  a  surprising  knowledge  of  Tours,  the 
markets,  rents,  clergymen,  society  there,  and  as  Major  and  Mrs. 
Mac  were  staying  there,  I  have  little  doubt,  for  my  part,  from  this 
and  another  not  unimportant  circumstance,  that  it  was  to  that  fair 
city  our  fugitives  were  wending  their  way,  when  events  occurreil 
which  must  now  be  narrated,  and  which  cau8e<l  General  Baynes  at 
the  head  of  his  domestic  regiment  to  do  what  the  King  of  France 
with  twenty  thousand  men  is  said  to  have  done  in  old  times. 

Philip  was  greatly  interested  about  the  family.  The  tnith  is, 
we  were  all  very  much  bored  at  Boulogne.  We  read  the  feeblest 
London  papers  at  the  reading-room  with  frantic  assiduity.  We  saw 
all  the  boats  come  in  :  and  the  day  was  lost  when  we  missed  the 
Folkestone  boat  or  the  London  bcxit.  We  consumed  much  time 
and  absinthe  at  cafi^s ;  and  tramped  leagues  upon  that  old  pier 
every  day.  Well,  Philip  was  at  the  "  Hotel  des^ Bains"  at  a  very 
early  hour  next  morning,  and  there  he  saw  the  General,  with  a  woe- 
worn  face,  leaning  on  his  stick,  and  looking  at  his  luggage,  as  it  lay 
pileii  in  the  jxrrte-^ochere  of  the  hotel.  There  they  lay,  thirty -seven 
packages  in  all,  including  washing-tul)s,  and  a  child's  India  8]ee[)ing- 
cot ;  and  all  these  packages  were  ticketed  M.  le  General  Baynes, 
Officier  Anglais,  Tours,  Touraine,  France.  I  say,  putting 
two  un<l  two  together ;  calling  to  mind  Mrs.  General's  singular 
knowletige  of  Tours  and  familiarity  with  the  place  antl  its  prices ; 
remembering  that  her  sister  Emily — Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter  in 
fart — was  there ;  and  seeing  thirty -seven  tnmks,  bags,  and  jiort- 
manteaus,  all  directed  "M.  le  General  Baynes,  Officier  Anglais, 
Tours,  Touraine,"  am  I  wrong  in  8Up])06ing  that  Tours  was  the 
General's  destination  ?  On  the  other  hand,  we  have  the  old  officer's 
de<*laration  to  Philip  that  he  did  not  know  where  he  was  going. 
i  )h,  you  sly  old  man !  Oh,  you  grey  old  fox,  beginning  to  double 
and  to  tiun  at  sixty-seven  years  of  age  !  Well  ?  The  General  was 
in  retreat,  and  he  did  not  wish  the  enemy  to  know  u])on  what  lines 
he  was  retreating.  What  is  the  harm  of  that,  pray  ?  Besides,  he 
was  under  the  orders  of  his  comman<ling  officer,  and  when  Mrs. 
General  jjave  her  orders,  I  should  have  liked  to  see  any  officer  of 
hers  disobey. 

•*  What  a  p>Tamid  of  portmanteaus  !  You  are  not  thinking  of 
moving  to-day,  General  ? "  says  Philip. 

"  It  is  Sunday,  sir,"  says  the  General ;  which  you  will  jHTceive 
was  not  answering  the  question  ;  but,  in  truth,  except  for  a  very 
great  emergency,  the  good  General  would  not  travel  on  that  day. 

**  I  hoj)e  the  Indies  slept  well  after  their  windy  voyage." 
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"Thank  you.  My  wife  is  an  old  Baiknr,  and  has  made  two 
Yoyagea  out  and  home  to  India."  Here,  you  nnderatand,  the  old 
man  Ib  a^n  eluding  his  interlocutor^s  artless  queries. 

"  I  should  like  to  have  some  talk  with  you,  sir,  when  you  are 
free,"  continues  Philip,  not  having  leisure  as  yet  to  he  soiprised  at 
the  other's  demeanour. 

"  There  are  other  days  hesides  Sunday  for  talk  on  business," 
says  that  piteous  sly-boots  of  an  old  officer.  Ah,  conscience! 
conscience!  Twenty-four  Sikhs,  sword  in  hand,  two  dozen 
Pindarrees,  Mahrattas,  Ghoorkas,  what  you  please — that  cdd  man 
felt  that  he  would  rather  have  met  them  than  Philip's  unsuspecting 
blue  eyes.  These,  however,  now  lighted  up  with  rather  an  angry, 
"  Well,  sir,  as  you  don't  talk  business  on  Sunday,  may  I  caU  on 
you  to-morrow  morning  1 " 

And  what  advantage  had  the  poor  old  fellow  got  by  all  this 
doubling  and  hesitating  and  artfulness  % — a  respite  until  to-morrow 
morning!  Another  ni^t  of  horrible  wakefulness  and  bopdess 
guilt,  and  Philip  waiting  ready  the  next  morning  with  his  little  lull, 
and,  "  Please  pay  me  the  thirty  thousand  which  my  fiither  spent 
and  you  owe  me.  Please  turn  out  into  the  streets  with  your  wife 
and  family,  and  b^  and  starve.  Have  the  goodness  to  hand  me 
out  your  last  rupee.  Be  kind  enough  to  sell  your  children's  clothes 
and  your  wife's  jewels,  and  hand  over  the  proceeds  to  me.  I'll  call 
to-morrow.     Bye  bye." 

Here  there  came  tripping  over  the  marble  pavement  of  the  hall 
of  the  hotel  a  tall  young  lady  in  a  brown  silk  dress  and  rich  curling 
ringlets  falling  upon  her  fair  young  neck — beautiful  brown  curling 
ringlets,  vous  comprenez,  not  wisps  of  moistened  hair,  and  a  broad 
clear  forehead,  and  two  honest  eyes  shining  below  it,  and  cheeks 
not  pale  as  they  were  yesterday  ;  and  lips  redder  still ;  and  she 

says,  "  Papa,  papa,  won't  you  come  to  breakfast  1    The  tea  is *' 

What  the  precise  state  of  the  tea  is  I  don't  know — none  of  us  ever 
shall — for  here  she  says,  "  Oh,  Mr.  Firmin  ! "  and  makes  a  curtsey. 

To  which  remark  Philip  replied,  "  Miss  Baynes,  I  hope  you  are 
very  well  this  morning,  and  not  the  worse  for  yesterday's  rough 
weather?" 

'*  I  am  quite  well,  thank  you,"  was  Miss  Baynes's  instant  reply. 
The  answer  was  not  witty,  to  be  sure ;  but  I  don't  know  that  under 
the  circumstances  she  could  have  said  anything  more  appropriate. 
Indeed,  never  was  a  pleasanter  picture  of  health  and  good-humour 
than  the  young  lady  presented ;  a  difference  more  pleasant  to  note 
than  Miss  Charlotte's  pale  &ce  from  the  steamboat  on  Saturday, 
and  shining,  rosy,  happy,  and  innocent,  in  the  cloudless  Sabbath 
mom. 
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"  A  Madamb. 
**  Madamb  lb  Major  MacWhibtbb, 
••  k  Tours, 

**  Touraine, 
"  France. 

"  TlMTBLLBRIBS.   BOULOONB-fiUR-MBR  : 
"  Wedn€9da^,  August  24,  18—. 

"  Dkabest  Emily, — After  sufifering  more  dreadfully  in  the  two 
hours^  paasage  froiu  Folkestone  to  this  place  than  I  have  in  four 
passages  out  and  home  from  India,  except  in  that  terrible  storm  off 
the  Cape,  in  September  1824,  when  I  certainly  did  suffer  most 
cruelly  on  board  that  horrible  troopship,  we  reached  this  place  last 
Saturday  evening,  having  a  full  determination  to  proceed  im- 
mediately on  our  route.  Kow,  you  will  perceive  that  our  minds 
are  changed.  We  found  this  place  pleaBant,  and  the  lodgings  be- 
sides most  neat,  comfortable,  and  well  found  in  everything,  more 
reasonable  than  you  proposed  to  get  for  us  at  Tours,  which  I  am 
tohi  also  is  damp,  and  might  bring  on  the  General's  jungle  fever 
atjain.  Owing  to  the  hooping-cough  having  just  been  in  the  house, 
which,  praised  be  mercy,  all  my  dear  ones  have  had  it,  including 
dear  baby,  who  is  quite  well  through  it,  and  recommended  sea  air, 
we  got  this  house  more  reasonable  than  prices  you  mention  at 
Tours.  A  whole  house :  little  room  for  two  boys ;  nursery ;  nice 
little  room  for  Charlotte,  and  a  den  for  the  General.  I  don't  know 
how  ever  we  should  have  brought  our  i>arty  safe  all  the  way  to 
Tours.  Thirty-seven  articles  of  luggage,  and  Miss  Flixby,  who 
announced  herself  as  perfect  French  goveniess,  acquired  at  Paris — 
perfect,  but  perfectly  ustless.  She  can't  understand  the  French 
people  when  they  speak  to  her,  and  goes  about  the  house  in  a  most 
bewildering  v?ay,  I  am  the  inter/treter;  poor  Charlotte  is  much 
too  timid  to  8()eak  when  I  am  by.  I  have  nibbed  up  the  old  French 
which  we  leanieii  at  Chiswick  at  Miss  Pinkerton's :  and  I  find  my 
Hindostanee  of  great  helf) :  which  I  use  it  when  we  are  at  a  loss  for 
a  word,  and  it  answers  extremely  ipeli.     We  i»y  for  lodgings,  the 

whole  house francs  i)er  month.     Butchers*  meat  and  poultry 

plentiful  but  ilear.  A  grocer  in  the  Grande  Rue  sells  excellent  wine 
at  fifteenpence  i)er  bottle  ;  and  groceries  pretty  much  at  English 
prices.  Mr.  Blowman  at  the  English  chapel  of  the  Tintelleries  has 
a  fine  voice,  and  apjiears  to  be  a  most  excellent  cleryi/man.  I  have 
beanl  him  only  once,  however,  on  Sun<lay  evening,  when  I  was  bo 
agitated  ancl  so  unhappy  in  my  mind  that  I  own  I  took  little  note 
of  his  sermon. 

"  The  cause  of  that  agitation  yon  knotc,  having  imparted  it  to 
11  '  T 
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you  in  my  letters  of  July,  June,  and  24th  of  May,  oil  My  poor 
aimple  guileless  Baynes  was  trustee  to  Mra.  Dr.  Finnin,  befinte  she 
married  that  most  unprincipled  man.  When  we  were  at  home  kst, 
and  exchanged  to  the  120th  from  the  99th,  my  poor  husband  was 
inveigled  by  the  horrid  man  into  signing  a  'ptager  which  pat  the 
Doctor  in  possession  of  all  his  wif^t  property ;  whereas  Charles 
thought  he  was  only  signing  a  power  of  attorney,  enabling  him  to 
receive  his  son's  dividends.  Dr.  F.,  after  the  moit  (Urocious  deceit, 
forgery^  and  criminality  of  every  kind^  fled  the  country;  and 
Hunt  and  P^ler,  our  solicitors,  ioibrmed  us  that  tiie  Gkneral  was 
answerable  for  the  wickedneu  of  thit  miscreants  He  is  «>  weak 
that  he  has  been  many  and  many  times  on  the  point  of  going  to 
young  Mr.  F.  and  giving  up  everything.  It  was  only  by  my 
prayers,  by  my  commands^  that  I  have  been  enaUed  to  keep  him 
quiet;  and,  indeed,  Emily,  the  effort  has  almosi  killed  him. 
Brandy  repeatedly  I  was  obliged  to  admimster  on  the  dreadful 
niyhi  of  our  arrii^  here. 

"  For  the  first  person  we  met  on  landing  was  Mr.  Philip  Flrmin, 
with  apert  friend  ofhis^  Mr.  Pendemus,  wh(»n  I  don't  at  all  like, 
though  his  wife  is  an  amiable  person  like  Emma  Fletcher  of  the 
Horse  Artillery  :  not  with  Emma's  style,  however,  but  still  amiable, 
:ind  disposed  to  be  most  civil  Charlotte  has  taken  a  great  fitncy  to 
her,  as  she  always  does  to  every  new  person.  Well,  &ncy  our  state 
on  landing,  when  a  young  gentleman  calls  out,  *  How  do  you  do. 
General  1 '  and  turns  out  to  be  Mr.  Firmin !  I  thought  I  should 
have  lost  Charles  in  the  night.  I  have  seen  him  before  going  into 
action  as  calm,  and  sleep  and  smile  as  sweet  as  any  babe.  It  ¥ras 
all  I  could  do  to  keep  up  his  courage  :  and,  but  for  me,  but  for  my 
prayers,  but  for  my  agonies,  I  think  he  would  have  jumped  out  of  bed, 
and  gone  to  Mr.  F.  that  night,  and  said,  '  Take  everything  I  have.' 

"  The  young  man  I  own  has  behaved  in  the  most  honourable 
way.  He  came  to  see  us  before  breakfast  on  Sunday,  when  the 
poor  General  was  so  ill  that  I  thought  he  would  have  fainted  oi*er 
his  tea.  He  was  too  ill  to  go  to  church,  where  I  went  alone,  with 
my  dear  ones,  having,  as  I  own,  but  very  small  comfort  in  the 
sermon :  but  oh,  Emily,  fancy,  on  our  return,  when  I  went  into  our 
room,  I  found  my  General  on  his  knees  with  his  Church  Service 
before  him,  crying,  crying  like  a  baby  !  You  know  I  am  hasty  in  my 
temper  sometimes,  and  his  is  indeed  an  angeVs — and  I  said  to  him, 
'  Charles  Baynes,  be  a  man,  and  don't  cr>'  like  a  child  ! '  '  Ah,'  says 
he,  '  Eliza,  do  you  kneel,  and  thank  God  too ; '  on  which  I  said 
that  I  thought  I  did  not  require  instruction  in  my  religion  from 
him  or  any  man,  except  a  clergyman,  and  many  of  these  are  but 
poor  instructors,  as  you  know. 
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^^'He  has  been  here/  says  Charles;  when  I  said,  *Who  has 
been  here  1 '  '  That  noble  young  fellow/  says  my  Oeneral ;  *  that 
noble  noble  Philip  Firmin.'  Which  noble  his  conduct  I  own  it  has 
been.  '  Whilst  you  were  at  church  he  came  again — here  into  this 
very  room,  where  I  was  sitting,  doubting  and  despairing,  with  the 
Holy  Book  before  my  eyes,  and  no  comfort  out  of  it.  And  he  said 
to  me,  '*  (xeneral,  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about  my  grandfather's  will. 
You  don't  suppose  that  because  my  father  has  deceived  you  and 
ruined  me,  I  will  carry  the  ruin  fiuther,  and  visit  his  wrong  upon 
children  and  innocent  people  f  Those  were  the  young  man's 
words,'  my  Oeneral  said ;  and,  *  oh,  Eliza  ! '  says  he,  *  what  pongs 
of  remorse  I  felt  when  I  remembered  we  had  used  hani  words  about 
him,'  which  I  own  we  had,  for  his  manners  are  rough  and  haughty, 
and  1  have  heard  things  of  him  which  I  do  believe  now  can't  be 
true. 

^  All  Monday  my  poor  man  was  obliged  to  keep  his  bed  with  a 
smart  attack  of  his  fever.  But  yesteniay  he  was  quite  bright  and 
%feii  again,  and  the  Pendennis  party  took  Charlotte  for  a  drive, 
and  showed  themselves  most  polite.  She  reminds  uie  of  Mrs.  Tom 
Fletcher  of  the  Horse  Artillery,  but  that  I  think  I  have  mentioned 
before.  My  paper  is  full ;  and  with  our  best  to  MacWhirter  and 
tlie  children,  I  am  always  my  dearest  Emily's  affectionate  sister, 

*'  £uxA  Bayneh." 


CHAPTER  XVII 

BREVIS  ESSE  LJBORO 

NEVER,  General  Baynes  afterwards  declared,  did  feyer  come 
aud  go  so  pleasantly  as  that  attack  to  which  we  have  seen 
the  Mrs.  Cfeneral  advert  in  her  letter  to  her  sister,  Mrs. 
Major  MacWhirter.  The  cold  fit  was  merely  a  lively  pleasant 
chatter  and  rattle  of  the  teeth ;  the  hot  fit  an  agreeable  warmth ; 
and  though  the  ensuing  sleep,  with  which  I  believe  such  aguish 
attacks  are  usually  concluded,  was  enlivened  by  several  dreams 
of  death,  demons,  and  torture,  how  felicitous  it  was  to  wake  and 
find  that  dreadful  thought  of  ruin  removed  which  had  always, 
for  the  last  few  months,  ever  since  Dr.  Firmin's  flight  and  the 
knowledge  of  his  own  imprudence,  pursued  the  good-natured  gentle- 
man !  What !  this  boy  might  go  to  college,  and  that  get  his  com- 
mission ;  and  their  meals  need  be  embittered  by  no  more  dreadful 
thoughts  of  the  morrow,  and  their  walks  no  longer  were  dogged  by 
imaginary  bailiffs,  and  presented  a  gaol  in  the  vista !  It  was  too 
much  bliss ;  and  again  and  again  the  old  soldier  said  his  thankfid 
prayers,  and  blessed  his  benefactor. 

Philip  thought  no  more  of  his  act  of  kindness,  except  to  be  very 
grateful,  and  very  happy  that  he  had  rendered  other  people  so. 
He  could  no  more  have  taken  the  old  man's  all,  aud  plunged  that 
innocent  family  into  poverty,  than  he  could  have  stolen  the  forks 
off  my  table.  But  other  folks  were  disposed  to  rate  his  virtue 
much  more  highly ;  and  amongst  these  was  my  wife,  who  chose 
positively  to  worship  this  young  gentleman,  and  I  believe  would 
have  let  him  smoke  in  her  drawing-room  if  he  had  been  so  minded, 
and  though  her  genteelest  acquaintiinces  were  in  the  room.  Grood- 
ness  knows  what  a  noise  and  what  piteous  looks  are  produced 
if  ever  the  master  of  the  house  chooses  to  indulge  in  a  cigar 
after  dinner ;  but  then,  you  understand,  /  have  never  declined 
to  claim  mine  and  my  children's  right  because  an  old  gentleman 
would  be  inconvenienced :  and  this  is  what  I  tell  Mrs.  Pen.  If 
I  order  a  coat  from  my  tailor,  must  I  refuse  to  pay  him  because 
a  rogue  steals  it,  and  ought  I  to  expect  to  be  let  off?  Women 
won't  see  matters  of  fact  in  a  matter-of-fact   point  of  view,  and 
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justice,  unless  it  is  tinged  with  a  little  romance,  gets  no  respect 
from  them. 

S<),  forsooth,  because  Philip  has  performed  this  certainly  most 
generous,  most  dashing,  most  reckless  piece  of  extravagance,  he  is 
to  be  held  up  as  a  perfect  preux  chevalier.  The  most  riotous 
dinners  are  ordered  for  him.  We  are  to  wait  until  he  comes  to 
breakfast,  and  he  is  pretty  nearly  always  late.  The  children  are 
to  be  sent  round  to  kiss  Uncle  Philip,  as  he  is  now  called.  The 
children?  I  womler  the  mother  did  not  jump  up  and  kiss  him 
toa  Elle  en  ^tait  capable.  As  for  the  osculations  which  took  place 
between  Mrs.  Pendennis  and  her  new-found  young  friend,  Miss  Char- 
lotte Baynes,  they  were  perfectly  ridiculous;  two  school  children 
could  not  have  behaved  more  absurdly ;  and  I  don't  know  which 
seemed  to  be  the  younger  of  these  two.  There  were  colloquies, 
jtfsignations,  meetings  on  the  ramparts,  on  the  pier,  where  know  1 1 
the  servants  and  little  children  of  the  two  establishments 
perpetually  trotting  to  and  fro  with  letters  from  dearest  Laura 
to  dearest  Charlotte,  and  dearest  Charlotte  to  her  dearest  Mrs. 
Pendennis.  Why,  my  wife  absolutely  went  the  length  of  saying 
that  dearest  Charlotte's  mother,  Mrs.  Baynes,  was  a  worthy  clever 
woman,  and  a  gixnl  mother — a  woman  whose  tongue  never  ceased 
clacking  about  the  regiment,  and  all  the  officers,  and  all  the 
officers'  wives;  of  whom,  by  the  way,  she  had  very  little  good 
totelL 

"A  worthy  mother,  is  she,  ray  dear?"  I  say.  "But,  oh, 
mercy  !     Mrs.  Baynes  would  be  an  awftd  mother-in-law  ! " 

I  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  having  such  a  commonplace,  hard, 
ill-bred  woman  in  a  state  of  quasi-authority  over  me. 

On  this  Mrs.  Laura  must  break  out  in  quite  a  petulant  tone — 
"  Oh,  how  tUde  this  kind  of  thing  is,  Arthur,  from  a  man  qui  xmit 
poMier  pour  un  homme  dCesprit !  You  are  always  attacking 
mothers-in-law ! " 

"  Witness  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  my  love — Clive  Newcome's  mother- 
in-law.     That's  a  nice  creature  ;  not  selfish,  not  wicketi,  not " 

"  Not  nonsense,  Arthur  ! " 

"Mrs.  Baynes  knew  Mrs.  Mackenzie  in  the  West  Indies,  as 
she  knew  all  the  female  army.  She  considers  Mrs.  Mai'kenzie  was 
a  moat  elegant  handsome  (lashing  woman — only  a  little  too  fond  of 
the  admiration  of  our  sex.  There  was,  I  own,  a  fascination  about 
Captain  Qohj.  Do  you  remember,  my  love,  that  man  with  the 
stays  and  dyed  hair,  who " 

"  Oh,  Arthur !  When  our  girls  marry,  I  sup(K)se  you  will  teach 
their  husbands  to  abuse,  and  scorn,  and  mistrust  their  mother- 
in-law.      Will  he,  my  darlings?  will  he,  my  blessings?"     (This 
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apart  to  the  childreD,  if  yoa  pleaae.)     "  Go !  I  hare  no  patieiiee 

with  such  talk  ! '' 

"  Well,  my  love,  Mrs.  Baynes  is  a  most  agreeable  woman ;  and 
when  I  have  heard  that  story  about  the  Hi^landers  at  the  Gkpe 
of  Qcod  Hope  a  few  times  more "  (I  do  not  tell  it  here,  for  it  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  present  history),  "  1  daresay  I  shall  begin 
to  be  amused  by  it." 

"  Ah !  here  comes  Charlotte,  I'm  glad  to  say.  How  pretty 
she  is  !     What  a  colour !     What  a  dear  creature ! " 

To  all  which  of  course  I  could  not  say  a  contradictory  word, 
for  a  prettier  fiiesher  lass  than  Miss  Baynes,  with  a  sweeter  roice, 
fiM»,  laughter,  it  was  difficult  to  see. 

"  Why  does  mamma  like  Charlotte  better  than  she  likes  ns  t " 
says  our  dear  and  justly  indignant  eldest  girL 

"  I  could  not  love  her  better  if  I  were  her  moiher^n4aw"  says 
Laura,  running  to  her  young  friend,  casting  a  glance  at  me  over  her 
shoulder ;  and  that  kissing  nonsense  b^ns  between  the  two  ladies. 
To  be  sure  the  girl  looks  uncommonly  bright  and  pretty  with  her 
pink  cheeks,  her  bright  eyes,  her  slim  form,  and  that  charming 
white  India  shawl  which  her  father  brought  home  for  her. 

To  this  osculatory  party  enters  presently  Mr.  Philip  Firmin, 
who  has  been  dawdling  about  the  ramparts  ever  since  breakfast. 
He  says  he  has  been  reading  law  there.  He  has  found  a  jolly  quiet 
place  to  read  law,  has  he  ?  And  much  good  may  it  do  him  !  Why 
has  he  not  gone  back  to  his  law  an<l  his  reviewing  ? 

"You  must — you  must  stay  on  a  little  longer.  You  have 
only  been  here  five  days.  Do,  Charlotte,  ask  Philip  to  stav  a 
little." 

All  the  children  sing  in  a  chorus,  "  Oh,  do,  Uncle  Philip,  stay 
a  little  longer ! "  Miss  Baynes  says,  "  I  hope  you  will  stay,  Mr. 
Firmin, '  and  looks  at  him. 

"  Five  days  has  he  been  here.  Five  years.  Five  lives.  Five 
hundred  years.  What  do  you  mean  1  In  that  little  time  of — let 
me  see,  a  hundred  and  twenty  hours,  and,  at  least,  a  half  of  them 
for  sleep  and  dinner  (for  Philip's  appetite  was  very  fine) — do  you 
mean  that  in  that  little  time,  his  heart,  cruelly  stabbed  by  a  previous 
monster  in  female  shape,  has  healed,  got  quite  well,  and  actually 
b^pun  to  be  woimded  again  ?  Have  two  walks  on  the  pier,  as  many 
visits  to  the  Tintelleries  (where  he  hears  the  story  of  the  Highlanders 
at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  with  respectful  interest),  a  word  or  two 
about  the  weather,  a  look  or  two,  a  squeezekin,  perhaps,  of  a  little 
handy  kin — I  say,  do  you  mean  that  this  absurd  young  idiot,  and 
that  little  round-faced  girl,  pretty,  certainly,  but  only  just  out  of 
the  schoolroom — do  you  mean  to  say  that  they  have .  Upon  my 
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word,  Laura,  this  ia  too  bad.     Why,  Philip  has  not  a  penny  piece 
in  the  worid." 

'*  Yes,  he  has  a  hundred  pounds,  and  expects  to  sell  his  mare 
for  ninety  at  least.  He  has  excellent  talents.  He  can  easily  write 
three  articles  a  week  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  I  am  sure  no  one 
writes  so  well,  and  it  is  much  better  done  and  more  amusing  than 
it  used  to  be.  That  is  three  hundred  a  year.  Lord  Ringwood  must 
be  applied  to,  and  must  and  shall  get  him  something.  Don't  you 
know  that  Captain  Baynes  stood  by  Colonel  Ringwood's  side  at 
Busaco,  and  that  they  were  the  closest  friends  1  And  pray  how  did 
we  get  on,  I  should  like  to  know  7  How  did  we  get  on,  baby  t " 
How  did  we  det  on  ? ''  says  the  baby. 

Oh,  woman  !  woman  ! "  yells  the  father  of  the  fiunily.  "  Why, 
Philip  Firmin  has  all  the  habits  of  a  rich  man  with  the  pay  of  a 
mechanic.  Do  you  suppose  he  ever  sat  in  a  second-class  carriage  in 
his  life,  or  denied  himself  any  pleasure  to  which  he  had  a  mind  I 
He  gave  five  francs  to  a  beggar-girl  yesterday." 

"  He  had  always  a  noble  heart,"  says  my  wife.  '*  He  gave  a 
fortune  to  a  whole  family  a  week  ago  ;  and  ''  (out  comes  the  pocket- 
handkerchief — oh,  of  courae,  the  pocket-handkerchief) — "  and — *  God 
loves  a  cheerful  giver !  * " 

"  He  is  careless ;  he  is  extravagant ;  he  is  lazy ; — I  don't  know 
that  he  is  remarkably  clever " 

"  Oh  yes !  he  is  your  friend,  of  course.  Now,  abuse  him — da^ 
Arthur ! " 

"  And,  pray,  when  did  you  become  acquainted  with  this  astound- 
ing piece  of  news  ? "  I  inquire. 

"  When  1  From  the  very  first  moment  when  I  saw  Charlotte 
looking  at  him,  to  be  sure.  The  |)oor  child  said  to  me  only  yester- 
day, 'Oh,  Laura!  he  is  our  preserver!'  And  their  preserver  he 
has  been,  under  Heaven." 

Yea.  But  he  has  not  got  a  five-pound  note  ! "  I  cry. 
Arthur,  I  am  surprised  at  you.  Oh,  men  are  awfully  worldly ! 
Do  yon  suppose  Heaven  will  not  send  him  help  at  its  good  time, 
and  be  kind  to  him  who  has  rescued  so  many  fh)m  ruin  t  Do  you 
suppose  the  prayers,  the  blessings  of  that  father,  of  those  little  ones, 
of  that  dear  child  will  not  avail  him  1  Suppose  he  has  to  wait  a 
year,  ten  years — have  they  not  time,  and  will  not  the  good  day 
oomet" 

Yea.  This  was  actually  the  talk  of  a  woman  of  sense  and  dis- 
eemment  when  her  prejudices  and  romance  were  not  in  the  way, 
and  she  looked  forward  to  the  marriage  of  these  folks  some  ten 
years  hence,  as  conficlently  as  if  they  were  both  rich,  and  going  to 
St.  George's  to-morrow. 
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As  for  making  a  romantic  story  of  it,  w  spinning  oat  loTe  con- 
venations  between  Jenny  and  Jessamy,  or  describing  moonlight 
raptures  and  passionate  outpourings  of  two  yoong  hearts  and  so 
forth— excuse  me,  <'t/  vous  pkUL  I  am  a  man  of  th6  world,  and 
of  a  certain  age.  Let  the  young  people  fill  in  this  oatline,  and 
colour  it  as  they  please.  Let  the  old  folks  who  read  lay  down  the 
book  a  minute,  and  remember.  It  is  well  remembered,  isn't  it, 
that  time  t  Yes,  good  John  Anderson,  and  Mrs.  JotoL  Tea,  good 
Darby  and  Joan.  The  lips  won't  tdl  now  what  they  did  once. 
To-day  is  for  the  happy,  and  to-morrow  fen*  the  youngs  and  yester- 
day, is  not  that  dear  and  here  too  I 

I  was  in  the  company  of  an  elderly  gentleman,  not  Tcry  long 
since,  who  was  perfectly  sober,  who  is  not  particulaily  handsome^ 
or  healthy,  or  wealthy,  or  witty ;  and  who,  speaking  of  his  past 
lifo,  volunteered  to  declare  that  he  would  gladly  live  every  minute 
of  it  over  again.  Is  a  man  who  can  say  that  a  hardened  sinner, 
not  aware  how  miserable  he  ought  to  be  by  rights,  and  therefore 
really  in  a  most  desperate  and  deplorable  condition ;  or  is  he 
/brtunatus  nimium,  and  ought  his  statue  to  be  put  up  in  the  most 
splendid  and  crowded  thoroughfeupe  of  the  town  t  Would  yoo,  who 
are  reading  this,  for  example,  like  to  live  your  lifo  over  again  t 
What  has  been  its  chief  joy  1  What  are  tody's  pleasures  t  Are 
they  so  exquisite  that  you  would  prolong  them  for  ever  I  Would 
you  like  to  have  the  roast  beef  on  which  you  have  dined  brought 
back  again  to  table,  and  have  more  beef,  and  more,  and  more! 
Would  you  like  to  hear  yesteniay's  sermon  over  and  over  again — 
eternally  voluble  ?  Would  you  like  to  get  on  the  Edinburgh  mail, 
and  travel  outside  for  fifty  hours  as  you  did  in  your  youth  I  You 
might  as  well  say  you  would  like  to  go  into  the  flogging-room,  and 
take  a  turn  under  the  rods :  you  woulfi  like  to  be  thrashed  over 
again  by  your  bully  at  school :  you  would  like  to  go  to  the 
dentist's,  where  your  deiir  parents  were  in  the  habit  of  taking 
you :  you  would  like  to  be  taking  hot  Epsom  salts,  with  a  piece 
of  dry  bread  to  take  away  the  taste :  you  would  like  to  be  jilted 
by  your  first  love :  you  would  like  to  be  going  in  to  your  fother 
to  tell  him  you  had  contracted  debts  to  the  amount  of  x-f-y  +  z, 
whilst  you  were  at  the  university.  As  I  consider  the  passionate 
griefs  of  childhood,  the  weariness  and  sameness  of  shaving,  the 
agony  of  corns,  and  the  thousand  other  ills  to  which  flesh  is  heir, 
I  cheerfully  say  for  one,  I  am  not  anxious  to  wear  it  for  ever.  No. 
I  do  not  want  to  go  to  school  again.  I  do  not  want  to  hear 
Trotman  s  sermon  over  again.  Take  me  out  and  finish  me.  Give 
me  the  cup  of  hemlock  at  once.  Here's  a  health  to  you,  my  lads. 
Pon't  weep,  my  Simmias.     Be  cheerful,  my  Ph»don.     Ha !  I  feel 
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the  co-o-old  stealiDg,  stealing  upwards.  Now  it  is  in  my  ankles — 
no  more  gout  in  my  foot :  now  ray  knees  are  numb.  What,  is — is 
that  poor  executioner  crying  too  ?  Good-bye.  Sacrifice  a  cock  to 
i£scu — to  ifiscula —  .  .  .  Have  you  ever  read  the  chapter  in 
"  Grote's  History  "  ?  Ah  !  When  the  Sacred  Ship  returns  from 
Delos,  and  is  telegraphed  as  entering  into  port,  may  we  be  at  peace 
and  ready ! 

What  is  this  funeral  chant,  when  the  pipes  should  be  playing 
gaily  as  Love,  and  Youth,  and  Spring,  and  Joy  are  dancing  under 
the  windows  ?  Look  you.  Men  not  so  wise  as  Socrates  have  their 
demons,  who  will  be  heard  to  whisper  in  the  queerest  times  and 
places.  Perhaps  I  shall  have  to  toll  of  a  funeral  presently,  and 
shall  be  outrageously  cheerful ;  or  of  an  execution,  and  shall  split 
my  sides  with  laughing.  Arrived  at  my  time  of  life,  when  I  see 
a  penniless  young  friend  falling  in  love  and  thinking  of  course  of 
committing  matrimony,  what  can  I  do  but  be  melancholy  t  How 
is  a  man  to  marry  who  has  not  enough  to  keep  ever  so  miniature 
a  brougham — ever  so  small  a  house — not  enough  to  keep  himself, 
let  alone  a  wife  and  family  ?  Gracious  powers  !  is  it  not  blasphemy 
to  marry  without  fifteen  hundred  a  year  1  Poverty,  debt,  protested 
bills,  duns,  crime,  fall  assuredly  on  the  wretch  who  has  not  fifteen 
— say  at  onre  two  thousand  a  year ;  for  you  can't  live  decently  in 
London  for  less.  And  a  wife  whom  you  have  met  a  score  of  times 
at  balls  or  breakfasts,  and  with  her  best  dresses  and  behaviour  at 
a  country  house  ; — how  do  you  know  how  she  will  tiun  out ;  what 
her  temper  is ;  what  her  relations  are  likely  to  be  ?  Suppose  she 
Las  poor  relations,  or  loud  course  brothers  who  are  always  dropping 
in  to  dinner  ?  What  is  her  mother  like  ?  and  can  you  bear  to  have 
that  woman  meddling  and  domineering  over  your  establiRhment  t 
Old  General  Baynes  was  very  well ;  a  weak,  quiet,  and  presentable 
old  man :  but  Mrs.  General  Baynes,  and  that  awfril  Mrs.  Major 
MacWhirter, — and  those  hobbledehoys  of  boys  in  creaking  shoes, 
hectoring  about  the  premises  ?  As  a  man  of  the  world  I  saw  all 
these  dreadful  liabilities  impending  over  the  husband  of  Miss 
Charlotte  Baynes,  and  could  not  view  them  without  horror. 
Gracefully  and  slightly,  but  wittily  and  in  my  sarcastic  way,  I 
thought  it  my  duty  to  show  up  the  oddities  of  the  Baynes  family 
to  Philip.  I  mimicked  the  boys,  and  their  clumping  blucher-boots, 
I  touched  off  the  dreadful  military  ladies,  very  smartly  and  cleverly 
as  I  thought,  and  as  if  I  never  supposed  that  Philip  had  any  idea 
of  Miss  Baynes.  To  do  him  ju.stice,  he  laughed  once  or  twice ; 
then  he  grew  very  red.  His  sense  of  humour  is  very  limited ; 
that  even  Laura  allows.  Then  he  came  out  with  a  strong  expres- 
sion, and  said   it  was  a   confounded    shame,  and  strode  off  with 
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hiB  dgar.  And  when  I  remarked  to  my  wife  how  susceptihle  he 
was  in  some  things,  and  how  little  in  the  matter  ci  joking,  she 
shrugged  her  shoulders  and  said,  ''Philip  not  only  understood 
perfectly  well  what  I  said,  but  would  tell  it  all  to  Mrs.  Geneml 
and  Mrs.  Migor  on  the  first  opportunity."  And  this  was  the  feet, 
as  Mrs.  Baynes  took  care  to  tdl  me  (afterwards.  She  was  aware 
who  was  her  enemy.  She  was  aware  who  spoke  ill  of  her  and 
her  blessed  darling  behind  our  backs.  And  "  do  you  think  it  was 
to  see  you  or  any  one  belonging  to  your  ituck-up  house^  sir,  that  we 
came  to  you  so  often,  which  we  certainly  did,  day  and  night,  break- 
fest  and  supper,  and  no  thanks  to  yout  No,  sir!  ha,  ha!"  I 
can  see  her  flaunting  out  of  my  sitting-room  as  she  speaks,  with  a 
strident  laugh,  and  snapping  her  dingily  gloved  fingers  at  the  door. 
Oh,  Philip^  Philip !  To  think  that  you  were  such  a  coward  as  to 
go  and  tell  her !  But  I  pardon  him.  From  my  heart  I  pity  and 
pardon  him. 

For  the  step  which  he  is  meditating  you  may  be  sure  that  the 
young  man  himself  does  not  feel  the  smallest  need  of  pardon  or 
pity.  He  is  in  a  state  of  happiness  so  crazy  that  it  is  useless  to 
reason  with  him.  Not  being  at  all  of  a  poetical  turn  originally, 
the  wretch  is  actually  perpetrating  verse  in  secret,  and  my  servants 
foimd  firagments  of  his  manuscript  on  the  dressing-table  in  his  bed- 
room. Heart  and  art^  sever  and  for  ever,  and  so  on ;  what  stale 
rhymes  are  these  ?  I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  give  in  entire  the 
poem  which  our  maid  found  in  Mr.  Philip's  room,  and  brought 
sniggering  to  my  wife,  who  only  said,  "  Poor  thing ! "  The  fact  is, 
it  was  too  pitiable.  Such  maundering  rubbish  !  Such  stale  rhymes, 
and  such  old  thoughts!  But  then,  says  Laura,  "I  daresay  all 
people's  love-making  is  not  amusing  to  their  neighbours;  and  I 
know  who  wrote  not  very  wise  love- verses  when  he  was  young." 
No,  I  won't  publish  Philip's  verses,  imtil  some  day  he  shall  mortally 
offend  me.  I  can  recall  some  of  my  own  written  under  similar 
circumstances  with  twinges  of  shame;  and  shall  drop  a  veil  of 
decent  friendship  over  my  friend's  folly. 

Under  that  veil,  meanwhile,  the  yoimg  man  is  perfectly  con- 
tented, nay,  uproariously  happy.  All  earth  and  nature  smiles  round 
about  him.  "When  Jove  meets  his  Juno,  in  Homer,  sir,"  says 
Philip,  in  his  hectoring  way,  "don't  immortal  flowers  of  beauty 
spring  up  around  them,  and  rainbows  of  celestial  hues  bend  over 
their  heads  ?  Love,  sir,  flings  a  halo  round  the  loved  one.  Where 
she  moves  rise  roses,  hyacinths,  and  ambrosial  odours.  Don't  talk 
to  me  about  poverty,  sir !  He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much,  or 
his  desert  is  small,  who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch  and  win  or 
lose  it  all !     Haven't  I  endured  poverty  I     Am  I  not  as  poor  now 
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Ma  mail  can  be — and  what  is  there  in  it?     Do  I  want  for  any- 
thing f     Haven't  I  got  a  guinea  in  my  pocket  ?    Do  I  owe  any  muu 
tnythingt     Isn't  there  manna  in  the  wilderness  for  those  who  have 
fiuth  to  walk  in  it  ?     That's  where  you  ikil,  Pen.     By  all  that  is 
acred,  you  have  no  fiiith ;  your  heart  is  cowardly,  sir ;  and  if  you 
are  to  escape,  as  perhaps  you  may,  I  suspect  it  is  by  your  wife  tliat 
yon  will  be  saved.     Laura  has  a  trust  in  Heaven,  but  Arthur's 
monk  are  a  genteel  atheism.     Just  reach  me  that   claret — the 
wines  not  bad.     I  say  your  morals  are  a  genteel  atheism,  and  I 
ihudder  when  I  think  of  your  condition.     Talk  to  me  about  a 
brougham  being  necessary  for  the  comfort  of  a  woman  !     A  broom- 
itick  to  ride  to  the  moon !     And  I  don't  say  that  a  brougham  is 
not  a  comfort,  mind  you ;  but  that,  when  it  is  a  necessity,  mark 
jou,  Heaven  will  provide  it !    Why,  sir,  hang  it,  look  at  me  !    Ain't 
I  soffering  in  the  most  abject  poverty  !     I  ask  you  is  there  a  man 
in  London  so  poor  as  I  am?     And  since  my  father's  ruin  do  I  want 
for  loythingf    I  want  for  shelter  for  a  day  or  two.    Good.     There  s 
Bj  dear  Little  Sister  ready  to  give  it  me.     I  want  for  money. 
Does  not  that  sainted  widow's  cruse  pour  its  oil   out   for  me? 
Heaven  bleas  and  reward  her.     Boo ! "     (Here,  for  reasons  which 
need  not  be  nametl,  the  orator  squeezes  his  fists  into  his  eyes.)     ^*  I 
Vint  ibelter :  ain't  I  in  good  quarters  ?     I  want  work :  haven't  I 
pA  work,  and  did  you  not  get  it  for  me  ?     You  should  just  see,  sir, 
bow  I  polished  off  that  book  of  travels  this  morning.     I  read  some 

of  the  article  to  Char ,  to  Miss ,  to  some  friends,  in  fact. 

I  (loot  mean  to  say  that  they  are  very  intellectual  |>eople,  but  your 
eoouBoii  humdrum  average  audience  is  the  public  to  try.  Recollect 
Molifere  and  bis  housekeeper,  you  know." 

"By  the  housekeeper,  do  you  mean  Mrs.  Baynes?"  I  ask,  in 
By  amomtillado  manner.  (By  the  way,  who  ever  heard  of  amoti- 
tillado  in  the  eariy  days  of  which  I  write  X)  *^  In  manner  she 
would  do,  and  I  daresay  in  accomplishments ;  but  I  doubt  about 
ber  temper." 

^You're  almost  as  worldly  as  the  Twysdens,  by  George,  you 
lie !  UnksB  persons  are  of  a  certain  monde,  you  don't  value  them. 
A  little  advenity  would  do  you  gcxnl.  Pen  ;  and  I  heartily  wish  you 
tuj^t  get  it,  except  for  the  dear  wife  and  children.  You  measure 
Tuor  morality  by  May&ir  standards ;  and  if  an  angel  unawares  came 
b>  jou  Id  pattens  and  a  cotton  umbrella,  you  would  turn  away  from 
ber.  }  on  would  never  have  found  out  the  Little  Sister.  A  duchess 
—God  bleas  her !  A  creature  of  an  imperial  genen)sity,  and  delicacy, 
ltd  intrepidity,  and  the  finest  sense  of  humour ;  but  she  drops  her 
A'suften,  and  how  could  you  ]>ardon  such  a  crinic?  Sir,  you  are 
BX  better  in  wit  and  a  dexterous  application  of  your  i)owers ;  but  I 
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think,  Bir,"  sajB  Phil,  curling  the  flaming  mooBtadie,  '*  I  am  your 
■aperiw  in  a  certain  magnanimity;  though,  by  Jove,  old  feUow, 
man  and  boy  you  have  always  been  <me  of  the  beat  fdlowa  in  the 
worid  to  P.  F. ;  one  of  the  best  fellows,  and  the  most  generoua,  and 
the  most  cordial, — that  you  have :  only  yon  do  rile  me  when  you 
sing  in  that  confounded  May&ir  twang." 

Here  one  of  the  children  summoned  us  to  tea — and  "  Papa  was 
laughing,  and  Uncle  Philip  was  flinging  his  hands  about  and  puUing 
his  beard  off^"  said  the  little  messenger. 

"  I  shall  keep  a  fine  lock  of  it  for  you,  Nelly  my  dear,"  says 
Unde  Philip.  On  which  the  child  said,  *'  Oh  no !  I  know  whom 
youll  give  it  to,  don't  I,  mamma  f "  and  she  goes  up  to  her  mamma, 
and  whispers. 

Miss  Nelly  knows  f  At  what  age  do  those  little  match-makers 
begin  to  know,  and  how  soon  do  they  practise  the  use  of  their  young 
eyes,  their  little  smiles,  wiles,  and  ogles  t  This  young  woman,  I 
believe^  coquetted  whilst  she  was  yet  a  baby  in  anna,  over  her 
nurse's  shoulder.  Before  she  could  speak  she  could  be  proud  of  her 
new  vermilion  shoes,  and  would  point  out  the  charms  of  her  blue 
sash.  She  was  jealous  in  the  nursery,  and  her  little  heart  had  beat 
for  years  and  years  before  she  left  off  pinafores. 

For  whom  will  Philip  keep  a  lock  of  tliat  red  red  gold  which 
curls  round  his  face  ?  Can  you  guess  ?  Of  what  colour  is  the  hair 
in  that  little  locket  which  the  gentleman  himself  occultly  wears? 
A  few  months  ago,  I  believe,  a  pale  straw-coloured  wisp  of  hair 
occupied  that  place  of  honour ;  now  it  is  a  chestnut  brown,  as  fisu*  as 
I  can  see,  of  precisely  the  same  colour  as  that  which  waves  round 
Charlotte  Baynes's  pretty  face,  and  tumbles  in  clusters  on  her  neck, 
very  nearly  the  colour  of  Mrs.  Paynter's  this  last  season.  So,  you 
see,  we  chop  and  we  change:  straw  gives  place  to  chestnut,  and 
chestnut  is  succeeded  by  ebony ;  and,  for  our  own  parts,  we  defy 
time ;  and  if  you  want  a  lock  of  my  hair,  Belinda,  take  this  pair  of 
scissors  and  look  in  that  cupboard,  in  the  bandbox  marked  No.  3, 
and  cut  off  a  thick  glossy  piece,  darling,  and  wear  it,  dear,  and  my 
blessings  go  with  thee !  What  is  this  1  Am  I  sneering  because 
Corydon  and  PhyUis  are  wooing  and  happy?  You  see  I  pledged 
myself  not  to  have  any  sentimental  nonsense.  To  describe  love- 
making  is  immoral  and  immodest ;  you  know  it  is.  To  describe  it 
as  it  really  is,  or  would  appear  to  you  and  me  as  lookers-on,  would 
be  to  describe  the  most  dreary  &rce,  to  chronicle  the  most  tauto- 
logical twaddle.  To  take  a  note  of  sighs,  hand-squeezes,  looks  at 
the  moon,  and  so  forth — does  this  business  become  our  dignity  as 
historians?  Come  away  from  those  foolish  young  people — they 
don't  want  us ;  and  dreary  as  their  farce  is,  and  tautological  as  their 
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twaddle,  you  may  be  sure  it  amuses  them,  and  that  they  are  happy 
enough  without  us.  Happy  ?  Is  there  any  happiness  like  it^  pray  I 
Was  it  not  rapture  to  watch  the  messenger,  to  seize  the  note,  and 
fee  the  bearer  t — to  retire  out  of  sight  of  all  prying  eyes  and  read  : 
— "Dearest!  mamma's  cold  is  better  this  morning.  The  Joneses 
came  to  tea,  and  Julia  sang.  I  did  not  eigoy  it,  as  my  dear  was  at 
his  horrid  dinner^  where  I  hope  he  amused  himself.  Send  me  a 
word  by  Buttles,  who  brings  this,  if  only  to  say  you  are  your  Louisa's 
own  own,'*  &c.  &c.  &c.  That  used  to  be  the  kind  of  thing.  In 
such  coy  lines  artless  Innocence  used  to  whisper  its  little  vows.  So 
she  used  to  smile ;  so  she  used  to  warble ;  so  she  used  to  prattle. 
Young  people,  at  present  engaged  in  the  pretty  sport,  be  assured 
your  middle-aged  parents  have  played  the  game,  and  remember  the 
rules  of  it.  Yes.  under  papa's  bow-window  of  a  waistcoat  is  a  heart 
which  took  very  violent  exercise  when  that  waist  was  slim.  Now 
he  sits  tranquilly  in  his  tent,  and  watches  tlie  lads  going  in  for  their 
innings.  Why,  look  at  grandmamma  in  her  spectacles  reading  that 
sermon.  In  her  old  heart  there  is  a  comer  as  romantic  still  as 
when  she  used  to  read  the  "  Wild  Irish  Girl "  or  the  '« Scottish 
Chiefs  "  in  the  days  of  her  misshood.  And  as  for  your  grand&ther, 
my  dears,  to  see  him  now  you  would  little  suppose  that  that  calm 
polished  dear  old  gentleman  was  once  as  wild — as  wild  as  Orson. 
.  .  .  Under  my  windows,  as  I  write,  there  passes  an  itinerant  flower 
merchant  He  has  his  roses  and  geraniums  on  a  cart  drawn  by  a 
quadruped — a  little  long-eared  quadruped,  which  lifts  up  its  Toice 
and  sings  after  its  manner.  When  I  was  youn^,  donkeys  used  to 
bray  precisely  in  the  same  way ;  and  others  will  heehaw  so  when 
we  are  silent  and  our  ears  hear  no  more. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

DRUM  ISrS  so  WOHL  MIR  IN  DER  WELT 

OUR  new  friends  lived  for  a  while  contentedly  oiocigh  at 
Boulogne,  where  they  found  comradea  and  aoquaintanoes 
gathered  together  from  those  many  regions  which  they  had 
visited  in  the  course  of  their  military  career.  Mrs.  Baynes,  out  of 
the  field,  was  the  commanding  officer  over  the  General.  She  ordered 
his  clothes  for  him,  tied  his  neck-doth  into  a  neat  bow,  and,  on  tea- 
party  evenings,  pinned  his  brooch  into  his  shirt-frilL  She  gave  him 
to  understand  when  he  had  had  enough  to  eat  or  drink  at  dinner, 
and  explained,  with  great  frankness,  how  this  cm*  that  dish  did  not 
agree  with  him.  If  he  was  disposed  to  exceed,  she  would  call  out 
in  a  loud  voice  :  '*  Remember,  €}eneral,  what  you  took  this  morning ! " 
Knowing  his  constitution,  as  she  said,  she  knew  the  remedies  which 
were  necessary  for  her  husband,  and  administered  them  to  him  with 
great  liberality.  Resistance  was  impossiUe,  as  the  veteran  (^ficer 
acknowledge<l.  '*  The  boys  have  fought  about  the  medicine  since 
we  came  home,'*  he  confessed,  "  but  she  has  me  under  her  thumb, 
by  Creorge !  She  really  is  a  magnificent  physician,  now.  She  has 
got  some  invaluable  prescriptions,  and  in  India  she  used  to  doctor 
the  whole  station.''  She  would  have  taken  the  present  writer's  little 
household  under  her  care,  and  proposed  several  remedies  for  my 
children,  imtil  their  alarmed  mother  was  obliged  to  keep  them  out 
of  her  sight.  I  am  not  saying  this  was  an  agreeable  woman.  Her 
voice  was  loud  and  harsh.  The  anecdotes  which  she  was  for  ever 
narrating  related  to  military  personages  in  foreign  countries  with 
whom  I  was  unacquainted,  and  whose  history  foiled  to  interest  me. 
She  took  her  wine  with  much  spirit,  whilst  engaged  in  this  prattle. 
I  have  heard  talk  not  less  foolish  in  much  finer  company,  and  known 
people  delighted  to  listen  to  anecdotes  of  the  duchess  and  the 
marchioness  who  would  yawn  over  the  history  of  Captain  Jones's 
quarrels  with  his  lady,  or  Mrs.  Major  Wolfe's  monstrous  flirtations 
with  young  Ensign  Kyd.  My  wife,  with  the  mischievousness  of 
her  sex,  would  mimic  the  Baynes's  conversation  very  drolly,  but 
always  insisted  that  she  was  not  more  really  vulgar  than  many 
much  greater  persons. 
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For  all  this,  Mrs.  General  Baynes  did  not  hesitate  to  declare 
that  we  were  "  stuck-up "  people ;  and  from  the  very  first  setting 
eyes  on  us  she  declared  that  she  viewed  us  with  a  constant  darkling 
suspicion.  Mrs.  P.  was  a  harmless  washed-out  creature,  with 
nothing  in  her.  As  for  that  high  and  mighty  Mr.  P.  and  his  airs, 
she  would  he  glad  to  know  whether  the  wife  of  a  British  general 
officer  who  had  seen  service  in  etfery  part  of  the  glof>ey  and  met  the 
most  distinguished  governors,  generals,  and  their  ladies,  several  of 
whom  tptre  nMemen — she  would  be  glad  to  know  whether  such 
people  were  not  good  enough  for,  &c.  &c.  Who  has  not  met  with 
these  difficulties  in  life,  and  who  can  escape  them  t  '*  Hang  it,  sir," 
Phil  would  say,  twirling  the  red  moustache,  **  I  like  to  be  hated  by 
some  fellows ; "  and  it  must  be  owned  that  Philip  got  what  he 
liked.  I  suppose  Mr.  Philip's  friend  and  biographer  had  something 
of  the  same  feeling.  At  any  rate,  in  regard  of  this  lady  the 
hypocrisy  of  politeness  was  very  hard  to  keep  up ;  wanting  us  for 
reasons  of  her  own,  she  covered  the  dagger  with  which  she  would 
have  stabbed  us :  but  we  knew  it  was  there  clenched  in  her  skinny 
hand  in  her  meagre  pocket.  She  would  pay  us  the  most  fulsome 
compliments  with  anger  raging  out  of  her  eyes — a  little  hate-bearing 
woman,  envious,  malicious,  but  loving  her  cubs,  and  nursing  them, 
and  clutching  them  in  her  lean  arms  with  a  jealous  strain.  It  was 
"  Good-bye  !  darling,  I  shall  leave  you  here  with  your  friends.  Oh, 
how  kind  you  are  to  lier,  Mrs.  Pendennis  !  How  can  I  ever  thank 
you,  and  Mr.  P.,  I  am  sure ; "  and  she  looked  as  if  she  could  poison 
both  of  us,  as  she  went  away,  curtsejring  and  darting  dreary  parting 
smiles. 

This  lady  had  an  intimate  friend  and  companion  in  arms,  Mrs. 
Colonel  Bimch,  in  fact,  of  the  — th  Bengal  CaviUry,  who  was  now  in 
Europe  with  Bunch  and  their  children,  who  were  residing  at  Paris 
for  the  young  folks'  education.  At  first,  as  we  have  heanl,  Mrs. 
Baynes's  predilections  had  been  all  for  Tours,  where  her  sister  was 
living,  and  where  lodgings  were  cheap  and  food  reasonable  in  pro- 
portion. But  Bunch  happening  to  pass  through  Boulogne  on  his 
way  to  his  wife  at  Paris,  and  meeting  his  old  comrade,  gave  General 
Baynes  such  an  account  of  the  cheapness  and  pleasures  of  the 
French  capital,  as  to  induce  the  General  to  think  of  bending  his 
steps  thither.  Mrs.  Baynes  would  not  hear  of  such  a  plan.  She 
was  all  for  her  dear  sister  and  Tours ;  but  when,  in  the  course  of 
conveisation.  Colonel  Bunch  describe*!  a  ball  at  the  Tuileries,  where 
he  and  Mrs.  B.  had  l)een  receivwl  with  the  most  flattering  politeness 
by  the  Royal  &mily,  it  was  remarked  that  Mrs.  Baynes*s  mind 
underwent  a  change.  When  Bimch  went  on  to  aver  that  the  halls 
at  Government  House  at  Calcutta  were  nothing  compared  to  those 
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at  the  TuUeries  or  the  Prefecture  of  the  Seine ;  that  the  Eo^^lish 
were  invited  and  respected  eyerywhere ;  that  the  AmbaBsador  was 
most  hospitable ;  that  the  clergymen  were  admirable ;  and  that  at 
their  boarding-house,  kept  by  Madame  la  Q^^rale  Banmne  de 
Smolensk,  at  the  "  Petit  Ch&tean  d'Espagne,"  Avenue  de  Vafany, 
Champs  Elys^es,  they  had  balls  twice  a  month,  the  most  comfort- 
able apartments,  the  most  choice  society,  and  every  comfort  and 
luxury  at  so  many  francs  per  month,  with  an  allowance  for  children 
— ^I  say  Mrs.  Baynes  was  very  greatly  moved.  "  It  is  not,"  she 
said,  "in  consequence  of  the  balls  at  the  Ambassador's  or  the 
Tuileries,  for  I  am  an  old  woman ;  and  in  spite  of  what  you  say, 
Colonel,  I  can't  &ncy,  after  Grovemment  House,  anything  more 
magnificent  in  any  French  palace.  It  is  not  for  me,  goodness 
knows,  I  speak :  but  the  children  should  have  education,  and  my 
Chailotte  an  entr^  into  the  world;  and  what  you  say  of  the 

invaluable  deigyman,  Mr.  X j  I  have  been  thinking  of  it  all 

night ;  but  above  all,  above  all,  of  the  chances  of  education  for  my 
dm-ling^  Nothing  should  give  way  to  that — nothing !  "  On  this 
a  long  and  delightful  conversation  and  calculation  took  place. 
Bimch  produced  his  bills  at  the  Baroness  de  Smolensk's.  The  two 
gentlemen  jotted  up  accounts,  and  made  calculations  all  throu^ 
the  evening.  It  was  hard  even  for  Mrs.  Baynes  to  force  the 
figures  into  such  a  shape  as  to  make  them  accord  with  the  General  s 
income  ;  but,  driven  away  by  one  calculation  after  another,  she 
returned  again  and  again  to  the  charge,  until  she  overcame  the 
stubborn  arithmetical  difficulties,  and  the  pounds,  shillings,  and 
pence  lay  prostrate  before  her.  They  could  save  upon  this  point : 
they  could  screw  upon  that ;  they  must  make  a  sacrifice  to  educate 
the  children.  '*  Sarah  Bunch  and  her  girls  go  to  Court,  indeed ! 
Why  shouldn't  mine  go  ? "  she  asked.  On  which  her  Ceneral  said, 
"By  George,  £liza,  thats  the  point  you  are  thinking  of."  Oh 
which  Eliza  saiti,  "No,"  and  repeated  "No"  a  score  of  times, 
growing  more  angry  as  she  uttered  each  denial.  And  she  declared 
before  Heaven  she  did  not  want  to  go  to  any  Court  Had  she  not 
refused  to  be  presented  at  home,  though  Mrs.  Colonel  Flack  went, 
because  she  did  not  choose  to  go  to  the  wicked  expense  of  a  train  ? 
And  it  was  base  of  the  General,  baM  and  mean  of  him  to  say  so. 
And  there  was  a  fine  scene,  as  I  am  given  to  understand  :  not  that 
I  was  present  at  this  family  fight :  but  my  informant  was  Mr. 
Firmin ;  and  Mr.  Firmin  had  his  information  from  a  little  person 
who,  about  this  time,  had  got  to  prattle  out  all  the  secrets  of  her 
young  heart  to  him ;  who  would  have  jumped  ofi"  the  pier>head 
with  her  hand  in  his  if  he  had  said  "  Come,"  without  his  hand  if  he 
said  "  €ro  " :  a  little  person  whose  whole  life  had  been  changed — 
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changed  for  a  month  past — changed  in  one  minute,  that  minute 
when  she  saw  Philip's  fiery  whiskers  and  heard  his  great  big  voice 
saluting  her  fiither  amongst  the  commissioners  on  the  quai  before 
the  Custom-house. 

Tours  was,  at  any  rate,  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  farther  off 
than  Paris  from — from  a  city  where  a  young  gentleman  lived  in 
whom  Miss  Charlotte  Baynes  felt  an  interest;  hence,  I  suppose, 
arose  her  delight  that  her  parents  had  determined  upon  taking  up 
their  residence  in  the  larger  and  nearer  city.  Besides,  she  owned, 
in  the  course  of  her  artless  confidences  to  my  wife,  that,  when 
t4>gether,  mamma  and  Aunt  MacWhirter  quarrelled  unceasingly ; 
and  had  once  caused  the  old  boys,  the  Major  and  the  General, 
to  call  each  other  out.  She  preferred,  then,  to  live  away  from 
Aunt  Mac.  She  had  never  had  such  a  friend  as  Laura,  never. 
She  had  never  been  so  happy  as  at  Boulogne,  never.  She  should 
always  love  everybody  in  our  house,  that  she  should,  for  ever  and 
ever — and  so  forth  and  so  forth.  The  ladies  meet ;  cling  together  ; 
n8cuIation8  are  carried  round  the  whole  family  circle,  from  our 
wondering  eldest  boy,  who  cries,  "  I  say,  hullo !  what  are  you 
kissing  me  so  about  ?*'  to  darling  baby,  crowing  and  sputtering 
unconscious  in  the  rapturous  young  girl's  embraces.  I  tell  you, 
these  two  women  were  making  fools  of  themselves,  and  they  were 
burning  with  enthusiasm  for  the  "  preserver"  of  the  Baynes  family, 
as  they  called  that  big  fellow  yonder,  whose  biographer  I  have 
aspired  to  be.  The  lazy  rogue  lay  basking  in  the  glorious  warmth 
and  sunshine  of  early  love.  He  would  stretch  his  big  limbs  out 
in  our  ganlen  ;  pour  out  his  feelings  with  endless  volubility ;  call 
upon  hominum  divumque  voluptas,  alma  Veniis ;  vow  that  he 
ha<i  never  lived  or  been  happy  until  now ;  declare  that  he  laughed 
poverty  to  scorn  and  all  her  ills;  and  fume  against  his  masters 
of  the  Pall  Mall  GazetUy  because  they  declined  to  insert  certain 
love  verses  which  Mr.  Philip  now  composed  almost  every  day. 
Poor  little  Charlotte !  And  didst  thou  receive  those  treasures  of 
song ;  and  wonder  over  them,  not  perhaps  comprehending  them 
altogether  ;  and  lock  them  up  in  thy  heart's  inmost  casket  as  well 
as  in  thy  little  desk  ;  and  take  them  out  in  quiet  hours,  and  kiss 
them,  and  bless  Heaven  for  giving  thee  such  jewels?  I  daresay. 
I  ran  fancy  all  this,  without  seeing  it.  I  can  read  the  little  letters 
in  the  little  desk,  without  picking  lock  or  breaking  seal.  Poor 
little  letters  !  Sometimes  they  are  not  spelt  right,  quite  ;  but  I 
don't  know  that  the  style  is  worse  for  that.  Poor  little  letters ! 
You  are  flung  to  the  winds  sometimes  and  forgotten  with  all  your 
sweet  secrets  and  loving  artless  confessions ;  but  not  always — no, 
not  always.     As  for  Philip,  who  was  the  most  careless  creature 
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alive,  and  left  all  his  clothes  and  haberdashery  sprmwling  od  his 
bedroom  floor,  he  had  at  this  time  a  breast-jiocket  staffed  out  with 
papers  which  crackled  in  the  most  ridiculous  way.  He  was  always 
looking  down  at  this  precious  pocket,  and  putting  one  of  his  great 
hands  over  it  as  though  he  would  guard  it  The  pocket  did  not 
contain  bank-notes,  you  may  be  sure  of  that.  It  ccmtained  docu- 
ments stating  that  mamma's  cold  is  better;  the  Joneses  came  to 
tea,  and  Julia  sang,  &c.  Ah,  friend,  however  old  you  are  now, 
however  cold  you  are  now,  however  tough,  I  hope  you,  too, 
remember  how  Julia  sang,  and  the  Joneses  came  to  tea. 

Mr.  Philip  stayed  on  week  after  week,  declaring  to  my  wife 
that  she  was  a  perfect  angel  for  keeping  him  so  long.  Bunch  wrote 
from  his  boarding-house  more  and  more  enthusiastic  reports  about 
the  comforts  of  the  establishment.  For  his  sake,  Madame  la 
Bartmne  de  Smolensk  would  make  unheard-of  sacrifices^  in  order 
to  accommodate  the  General  and  his  distinguished  party.  The 
baUs  were  going  to  be  perfectly  splendid  that  winter.  There  were 
several  old  Indians  living  near ;  in  fact  they  could  form  a  r^ular 
little  club.  It  was  agreed  that  Baynes  should  go  and  reconnoitre 
the  ground.  He  did  go.  Madame  de  Smolensk,  a  most  elegant 
woman,  had  a  magnificent  dinner  for  him — quite  splendid,  I  give 
you  my  word,  but  only  what  they  have  every  day.  Soup,  of 
course,  my  love;  fish,  capital  wine,  and,  I  should  say,  some  five 
or  six-and-thirty  made  dishes.  The  Greneral  was  quite  enrapturetl. 
Bunch  had  put  his  boys  to  a  famous  school,  where  they  might 
"whop"  the  French  boys,  and  learn  all  the  modem  languages. 
The  little  ones  would  dine  early  ;  the  Baroness  would  take  the 
whole  family  at  an  astonishingly  cheap  rate.  In  a  word,  the 
Baynes's  column  got  the  route  for  Paris  shortly  before  our  fiunily- 
party  was  crossing  the  seas  to  return  to  London  fogs  and  duty. 

You  have,  no  doubt,  remarked  how,  under  certain  tender 
circumstances,  women  will  help  one  another.  They  help  where 
they  ought  not  to  help.  Wiien  Mr.  Darby  ought  to  be  separated 
from  Miss  Joan,  and  the  best  thing  that  could  happen  for  both 
woidd  be  a  Uttre  de  cachet  to  whip  off  M.  Darby  to  the  Bastile 
for  five  years,  and  an  onler  from  her  parents  to  lock  up  Made- 
moiselle Jeanne  in  a  convent,  some  aunt,  some  relative,  some 
pitying  female  friend  is  sure  to  be  found,  who  will  give  the  pair  a 
chance  of  meeting,  and  turn  her  heiid  away  whilst  those  unhappy 
lovers  are  warhliny:  endless  good-byes  close  up  to  each  other's  ears. 
My  wife,  I  have  said,  chose  to  feel  this  absurd  sympathy  for  the 
young  people  about  whom  we  have  been  just  talking.  As  the 
days  for  Charlotte's  departure  drew  near,  this  wretched  misguiding 
matron  would  take  the  girl  out  walking  into  I  know  not  what 
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unfrequented  bye-lanes,  quiet  streets,  rampart-nooks,  and  the  like ; 
and  U!  by  the  most  singular  coincidence,  Mr.  Philip's  hulking 
boots  would  assuredly  come  tramping  after  the  women's  little  feet 
What  will  you  say,  when  I  tell  you,  that  I  myself,  the  fiither  of 
the  fiunily,  the  renter  of  the  old-fiushioned  house.  Rue  Rouooule, 
Haute  Ville,  Boulogne-sur-Mer — as  I  am  going  into  my  own  study 
— am  met  at  the  threshold  by  Helen,  my  eldest  daughter,  who 
puts  her  little  arms  before  the  glass  door  at  which  I  was  about  to 
enter,  and  says,  "  You  must  not  go  in  there,  papa !  mamma  says 
we  none  of  us  are  to  go  in  there." 

"  And  why,  pray  ? "  I  a»k. 

"  Because  Uncle  Philip  and  Charlotte  are  talking  oecrets  there ; 
and  nobody  is  to  disturb  thera — nobody  !  " 

Upon  my  word,  wasn't  this  too  monstrous  7  Am  I  Sir  Pandams 
of  Troy  become)  Am  I  going  to  allow  a  penniless  young  man  to 
steal  away  the  heart  of  a  young  girl  who  has  not  twopence-halfpenny 
to  her  fortune  ?  Shall  I,  I  say,  lend  myself  to  this  most  unjustifiable 
intrigue  1 

"  Sir,"  says  my  wife  (we  happened  to  have  been  bred  up  from 
childhood  together,  and  I  own  to  have  had  one  or  two  foolish  initiar 
tnry  flirtations,  before  I  settled  down  to  matrimonial  fidelity) — 
*'  Sir,"  says  she,  "  when  you  were  so  wild — so  spoony,  I  think  is 
y<Hir  elegant  wonl — about  Blanche,  and  used  to  put  letters  into  a 
hollow  tree  for  her  at  home,  I  used  to  see  the  letters,  and  I  never 
disturbed  them.  These  two  people  have  much  warmer  hearts, 
and  are  a  great  deal  fonder  of  each  other,  than  you  and  Blanche 
used  to  be.  I  should  not  like  to  separate  Charlotte  from  Philip 
now.  It  is  too  late,  sir.  She  can  never  like  anybody  else  as  she 
likes  him.  If  she  lives  to  lx<(  a  himdred,  she  will  never  forget  him. 
Why  should  not  the  poor  thing  be  happy  a  little,  while  she  may  I " 

An  old  house,  with  a  green  old  courtyard  and  an  ancient  mossy 
wall,  through  breaks  of  which  I  can  see  the  roofs  and  gables  of  tiie 
quaint  old  town,  the  city  below,  the  shining  sea,  and  the  white 
English  clifb  beyond ;  a  green  old  courtyard,  and  a  tall  old  stone 
house  rising  up  in  it,  grown  over  with  many  a  cree{)er  on  which  the 
sun  casts  flickering  shadows ;  and  under  the  shadows,  and  through 
the  glass  of  a  tall  grey  window,  I  can  just  peep  into  a  brown  twilight 
parlour,  and  there  I  see  two  haxy  figures  by  a  table.  One  slim 
figure  has  brown  hair,  and  one  has  flame-coloured  whiskers.  Look, 
a  ray  of  sunshine  has  just  peered  into  the  room,  and  is  lighting  the 
whiskers  up ! 

"  Poor  little  thing  !  "  whispers  my  wife  very  gently.  "  They  are 
going  away  to-morrow.  Let  them  have  their  talk  out.  She  is 
oying  her  little  eyes  out,  I  am  sure.     Poor  little  Charlotte !  ** 
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Whilst  my  wife  was  pitying  Miss  Ghariotte  in  thia  pathetic 
way,  and  was  going,  I  daresay,  to  have  reooufse  to  her  own  pocket- 
handkerchief,  as  I  live  there  came  a  barst  of  laughter  from  the 
darkling  chamber  where  the  two  lovers  were  hilling  and  cooing. 
First  came  Mr.  Philip's  great  boom  (such  a  roar — such  a  haw-haw, 
or  hee-haw,  I  never  heard  any  other  two-leggdA  animal  perfiDim). 
Then  follows  Miss  Charlotte's  tinkling  peal;  and  pmently  that 
young  person  comes  out  into  the  garden,  witii  her  round  free  not 
bedewed  with  tears  at  all,  but  perfectly  rosy,  fresh,  dimpled,  and 
good-humoured.  Charlotte  gives  me  a  little  curtsey,  and  my  wife 
a  hand  and  a  kind  glance.  They  retreat  through  the  open  casement, 
twining  round  each  other,  as  the  vine  does  round  the  windofw; 
though  which  is  the  vine  and  which  is  the  window  in  this  simfle^  I 
pretend  not  to  say — I  can't  see  through  either  of  them,  that  is  the 
tmth.  They  pass  through  the  parlour,  and  into  the  atraet  bejond, 
doubtless ;  and  as  for  Mr.  Philip,  I  presently  see  ku  head  popped 
out  of  his  window  in  the  upper  floor  with  his  great  pipe  m  his 
mouth.  He  can't  "  work  "  without  his  pipe,  he  says ;  and  my  wife 
believes  him.     Work  indeed ! 

Miss  Charlotte  paid  us  another  little  visit  that  evening;  when 
we  happened  to  be  alone.  The  children  were  gone  to  bed.  The 
darlings  !  Charlotte  must  go  up  and  kiss  them.  Mr.  Philip  Flrmin 
was  out  She  (lid  not  seem  to  miss  him  in  the  least,  nor  did  she 
make  a  single  inquiry  for  him.  We  hail  been  so  good  to  her — so 
kind.  How  should  she  ever  forget  our  great  kindness  T  She  had 
been  so  happy — oh !  so  happy !  She  had  never  been  so  happy 
before.  She  would  ^lite  often  and  often,  and  Laura  would  write 
constantly — wouldn't  she  ?  "  Yes,  dear  child ! "  says  my  wife. 
And  now  a  little  more  kissing,  and  it  is  time  to  go  home  to  the 
Tintelleries.  What  a  lovely  night !  Indeed  the  moon  was  blazing 
in  full  round  in  the  purple  heavens,  and  the  stars  were  twinkling 
by  myriads. 

"  Good-bye,  dear  Charlotte ;  happiness  go  with  you ! "  I  seize 
her  hand.  I  feel  a  patomal  desire  to  kiss  her  fair  round  fece.  Her 
sweetness,  her  happiness,  her  artless  good-humour,  and  gentleness 
has  endeared  her  to  us  alL  As  for  me,  I  love  her  with  a  fatherly 
affection.  "  Stay,  my  dear ! "  I  cry,  with  a  happy  gallantry,  "  Fll 
go  home  with  you  to  the  Tintelleries." 

You  should  have  seen  the  fair  round  fece  then!  Such  a  piteous 
expression  came  over  it !  She  looked  at  my  wife ;  and  as  for  that 
Mrs.  Laura  she  pulled  the  tail  of  my  coat. 

"What  do  you  mean,  my  dear?"  I  ask. 

"  Don't  go  out  on  such  a  dreadful  night.  You'll  catch  cold ! " 
says  Laura. 
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"Cold,  my  love!"  I  say.  "Why,  it's  as  fine  a  night  aa 
erer " 

"  Oh  !  you — you  $toopid  !  "  says  Laura,  and  begins  to  laugh. 
And  tiiere  goes  Miss  Charlotte  tripping  away  from  us  without  a 
word  more, 

Philip  came  in  about  hulf-an-hour  afterwards.  And  do  you 
know  I  Tery  strongly  suspect  that  he  had  been  waiting  round  the 
i*omer.  Few  things  escape  me^  you  see,  when  I  have  a  mind  to  be 
observant.  And,  certainly,  if  I  had  thought  of  that  possibility  and 
that  I  might  be  spoiling  sport,  I  should  not  have  proposed  to  Miss 
Charlotte  to  walk  home  with  her. 

At  a  very  early  hour  on  the  next  morning  my  wife  arose,  and 
sfient,  in  my  opinion,  a  great  deal  of  unprofitable  time,  bread,  butter, 
cold  beef,  mustard  and  salt,  in  compiling  a  heap  of  sandwiches, 
which  were  tied  up  in  a  copy  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  Tliat  per- 
sistence in  making  sandwiches,  in  providing  cakes  and  other  refresh- 
ments for  a  journey,  is  a  stniuge  infatuation  in  women  ;  as  if  there 
was  not  always  enough  to  eat  to  be  had  at  rooil  inns  and  railway 
stations!  What  a  good  dinner  we  used  to  have  at  Montreuil  in 
the  old  days,  before  railways  were,  and  when  the  diligence  spent 
four  or  six-and-twenty  cheerful  hours  on  its  way  to  Puns !  I  think 
the  finest  dishes  are  not  to  be  comjiared  to  that  well-remembered 
fricandeau  of  youth,  nor  do  wines  of  the  most  dainty  vintage  surpass 
the  rough  honest  blue  onlinaire  which  was  served  at  the  plenteous 
inn-table.  I  took  our  bale  of  sandwiches  down  to  the  ofiice  of  the 
Messagenes,  whence  our  friends  were  to  start  We  saw  six  of  the 
Baynes  fiunily  packed  into  the  interior  of  the  diligence ;  and  the 
boys  climb  cheerily  into  the  rotonde.  Charlotte's  pretty  li}is  and 
hands  wafted  kisses  to  us  from  her  comer.  Mrs.  Genenil  Baynes 
commanded  the  column,  pushed  the  little  ones  into  their  places  in 
the  ark,  ordered  the  General  and  the  young  ones  hither  and  thither 
with  her  parasol,  declined  to  give  the  grumbling  porters  any  but 
the  smallest  gratuity,  and  talked  a  shrieking  jargcm  of  French  and 
Hindostanee  to  the  people  aiwembled  round  the  carriage.  My  wife 
has  that  command  over  nie  that  she  actually  nmde  me  demean  my- 
self so  far  as  to  deliver  the  sandwich  parrel  to  one  of  the  Baynes 
boys.  I  said,  ''Take  this,"  and  the  poor  wretch  held  out  his  hand 
ea^rerly,  evidently  exi)e(Tting  that  I  was  about  to  tip  him  with  a 
five-franc  piece  or  some  such  coin.  Fouette^  ct)ch(r  !  The  hones 
squeaL  The  huge  machine  jingles  over  the  nutd,  and  rattles  down 
the  street  Farewell,  pretty  Cluu'lotte,  with  your  sweet  fiu»  and 
sweet  voice  and  kin4l  eyes !  But  why,  pray,  is  Mr.  Philip  Firmin 
not  here  to  sav  farewell  too  f 

Before  the  diligence   got   under   way,  the  Baynes   boys   had 
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foughti  and  qnarreUed,  and  wanted  to  mount  on  the  imperial  or 
cabriolet  of  the  carriage,  where  there  was  only  one  paaamger  as 
yet.  But  the  conductor  called  the  lads  oft,  saying  that  the  re- 
maining place  waa  engaged  by  a  gentleman  whom  they  were  to 
take  up  on  the  road.  And  who  should  this  turn  out  to  be  I  Just 
outside  the  town  a  man  springs  up  to  the  imperial;  hia  li^t 
luggage,  it  appears,  was  on  the  coach  already,  and  that  luggage 
belonged  to  Philip  Firmin.  Ah,  monsieiu*!  and  that  waa  the 
reason,  was  it,  why  they  were  so  merry  yesterday — the  parting 
dayt  Because  they  were  not  going  to  part  just  iheu.  Because, 
when  the  time  of  execution  drew  near,  they  had  managed  to 
smuggle  a  little  reprieve?  Upon  my  conscience,  I  never  heard 
of  such  imprudence  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life !  Why,  it  is 
starvation — certain  misery  to  one  and  the  other.  "I  don't  like 
to  meddle  in  other  people's  af£urs,"  I  say  to  my  wife;  "but  I 
have  no  patience  with  such  folly,  or  with  myself  for  not  speaking 
to  €}eneral  Baynes  on  the  subject.     I  shall  write  to  the  General" 

'*My  dear,  the  General  knows  all  about  it,"  says  Charlotte's, 
Philip's  (in  my  opinion)  most  iivjudicioiis  friend.  "  We  have  talked 
about  it,  and,  like  a  man  of  sense,  the  General  makes  light  of  it. 
*  Young  folks  will  be  young  folks,'  he  says ;  *  and,  by  George  I 
ma'am,  when  I  married — I  should  say  when  Mrs.  B.  ordered  uie 
to  marry  her — she  had  nothing,  and  I  but  my  captain's  pay. 
People  get  on  somehow.  Better  for  a  young  man  to  marry,  ami 
keep  out  of  idleness  and  mischief;  and,  I  promise  you,  the  chap 
who  marries  my  girl  gets  a  treasure.  I  like  the  boy  for  the  sake 
of  my  old  friend  Phil  Ringwood.  I  don't  see  that  the  fellows  with 
the  rich  wives  are  much  the  happier,  or  tliat  men  should  wait 
to  marry  until  they  are  ^uty  old  rakes.'"  And,  it  appears,  the 
General  instanced  several  otticcrs  of  his  own  acquaintance ;  some 
of  whom  had  marrie<l  when  they  were  young  and  poor ;  some  who 
had  married  when  they  were  ohl  and  sulky ;  some  who  had  never 
married  at  all.  And  he  mentioned  his  comrade,  my  own  uncle, 
the  late  Major  Pendennis,  wliom  he  calle<l  a  selfish  old  creature, 
and  hinted  that  the  Major  had  jilted  some  lady  in  early  life,  whom 
he  would  have  done  much  better  to  marry. 

And  so  Philip  has  actually  gone  after  his  charmer,  and  is 
pursuing  her  summd  dili<fentid  ?  The  Baynes  family  has  allowed 
this  penniless  young  law  student  to  make  love  to  their  dau^^hter, 
or  accompany  them  to  Paris,  to  appear  as  the  almost  recognised 
son  of  the  house.  "  Other  people,  when  they  were  young,  wanted 
to  make  imprudent  marriages,"  says  my  ^ife  (as  if  that  wretched 
tu  qtux/ue  were  any  answer  to  my  remark !).  "  This  penniless 
law  student  might  have  a  good  sum  of  money  if  he  chose  to  press 
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the  Bayoes  fiimily  to  pay  him  what,  after  all,  they  owe  him."  And 
so  poor  little  Charlotte  was  to  be  her  father's  ransom  !  To  be  sure, 
little  Charlotte  did  not  object  to  offer  herself  up  iu  payment  of  her 
|iapa*8  debt !  And  though  I  objecte<i  as  a  moral  man  and  a  prudent 
man,  and  a  father  of  a  &mily,  I  tumid  not  be  very  seriously  angry. 
I  am  secretly  of  the  disposition  of  the  time-honoured  pert  defamille 
in  the  comedies,  the  irascible  old  gentleman  in  the  crop  wig  and 
Ueorge-the-Second  coat,  who  is  always  menacing  *^Tom  the  young 
dug"  with  his  cane.  When  the  deed  is  done,  and  Miranda  (the 
little  sly-boots !)  falls  before  my  squaretoes  and  shoe-buckles,  and 
Tom,  the  young  dog,  kneels  before  me  in  his  white  ducks,  and  they 
cry  out  in  a  pretty  chorus,  "  Forgive  us,  grandpapa ! "  I  say, 
**  Well,  you  rogue,  boys  will  be  boys.  Take  her,  simdi !  Be  happy 
with  her ;  and,  hark  ye !  in  this  pocket-book  you  will  find  ten 
thousand,"  &c.  &c.  You  all  know  the  story :  I  cannot  help  liking 
it,  however  old  it  nu&y  be.  In  love,  somehow,  one  is  pleased  that 
young  fieople  should  dare  a  little.  Was  not  Bessy  Eldon  famous 
as  an  econcmiist,  and  Lord  £ldon  celebrated  for  wisdom  and  caution  ? 
and  did  not  John  Scott  marry  Elizabeth  Surtees  when  they  had 
scarcely  twojience  a  year  between  them?  "Of  course,  my  dear," 
I  say  to  the  partner  of  my  existence,  "  now  this  madcap  fellow  is 
utterly  ruinecl,  now  is  tlie  very  time  he  ought  to  marry.  The 
aixYpted  doctrine  is  tliat  a  man  should  spend  his  own  fortune, 
then  his  wife's  fortune,  and  then  he  may  begin  to  get  on  at  the 
bar.  Philip  has  a  hundred  pounds,  let  us  say ;  Charlotte  haa 
nothing ;  so  that  in  about  six  weeks  we  may  look  to  hear  of  Philip 
Wing  in  successful  practi4'e " 

*'  Successful  nonsense  !  "  cries  the  lady.  "  Don't  go  on  like  a 
cokl-blooded  calculating  machine !  You  don't  believe  a  word  of 
what  you  say,  and  a  more  imprudent  person  never  live<l  than  you  your- 
self were  as  a  young  man."  This  was  departing  fn>m  the  ciuestion, 
which  women  will  do.  "  Nonsense  !  "  again  says  my  romantic  being 
of  a  partner-of-existence.  "  Don't  tell  me,  sir.  They  will  be  pn>- 
Ti<led  for !  Are  we  to  be  for  ever  taking  care  of  the  morrow,  and 
not  trusting  that  we  shall  be  care<l  for  ?  You  may  r:ill  your  way 
of  thinking  prudence.  I  trail  it  »inful  tvorldlinessy  sir."  When  my 
life-partner  speaks  in  a  certain  strain,  I  know  tliat  remonstrants  is 
uielesB,  and  argument  unavailing,  and  I  generally  n^>rt  to  cow:inlly 
subterfuges,  and  sneak  out  of  the  conversation  by  a  pun,  a  side 
joke,  or  some  other  flipjiancy.  Besides,  in  this  case,  though  I  argue 
against  my  wife,  my  sym^iathy  is  on  her  side.  I  know  Mr.  Philip 
is  imprudent  and  headstrong,  but  I  should  like  him  to  succeed,  and 
be  happy.     I  own  he  is  a  si^iiegnu^e,  but  I  wish  him  well 

So^  just  as  the  diligence  of  Lutitte  and  CailLinl  is  dciuing  out 
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of  Boulogne  town,  the  conductor  causes  the  carriage  to  stop,  and  a 
young  fellow  has  mounted  up  on  the  roof  in  a  twinkling ;  and  the 
postillion  says  *'  Hi  1 "  to  his  hoTseSi  and  away  those  squnling  greys 
go  clattering.  And  a  young  lady,  hi^[ypening  to  look  ont  of  one 
of  the  windows  of  the  int^rieur,  has  perfectly  recognised  the  young 
gentleman  who  leaped  up  to  the  roof  so  nimbly ;  and  the  two  boys 
who  were  in  the  rotonde  would  have  recognised  the  gentleman,  Imt 
that  they  were  already  eating  the  sandwiches  which  my  wife  had 
provided.  And  bo  the  diligence  goes  on,  until  it  reaches  that  hill 
where  the  girls  used  to  come  and  offer  to  sell  you  apples ;  and  some 
of  the  passengers  descend  and  walk,  and  the  tall  young  man  on  the 
roof  jiunps  down,  and  approaches  the  party  in  the  interior,  and  a 
young  lady  cries  out  "  La ! "  and  her  nuunma  looks  impenetrably 
grave,  and  not  in  the  least  surprised ;  and  her  fieither  gives  a  wink 
of  one  eye,  and  says,  "  It's  him,  is  it|  by  Geoige ! "  and  the  two 
boys  coming  out  of  the  rotonde,  their  mouths  fiiU  of  sandwich,  cry 
out,  "  Hullo !     If  s  Mr.  Pirmin." 

"  How  do  you  do,  ladies  ?  "  he  says,  blushing  as  red  as  an  apple, 
and  his  heart  thumping — but  that  may  be  from  walking  uphilL 
And  he  puts  a  hand  towards  the  carriage-window,  and  a  little  hand 
comes  out  and  lights  on  his.  And  Mrs.  General  Baynes,  who  is 
reading  a  religious  work,  looks  up  and  says,  **  Oh  !  how  do  you 
do,  Mr.  Firmin  ? "  And  this  is  the  remarkable  dialogue  that  takes 
place.  It  is  not  very  witty ;  but  Philip's  tones  send  a  rapture  into 
one  young  heart :  and  when  he  is  absent,  aind  has  climbed  up  to 
his  place  in  the  cabriolet,  the  kick  of  his  boots  on  the  roof  gives 
the  said  young  heart  inexpressible  comfort  and  consolation.  Shine, 
stars  and  moon !  Shriek,  grey  horses,  through  the  calm  night ! 
Snore  sweetly,  papa  and  mamma,  in  your  comers,  with  your  pocket- 
handkerchiefs  tied  round  your  old  fronts !  I  suppose,  under  all  the 
stars  of  lieaven,  there  is  nobody  more  happy  than  that  child  in  that 
carriage — that  wakeful  girl,  in  sweet  maiden  meditation — who  has 
given  her  heart  to  the  keeping  of  the  champion  who  is  so  near  her. 
Has  he  not  been  always  their  champion  and  preserver?  Don't 
they  owe  to  his  generosity  everything  in  life  ?  One  of  the  little 
sisters  wakes  wildly,  and  cries  in  the  night,  and  Charlotte  takes 
the  cliild  into  her  arms  and  soothes  her.  ''Hush,  dear!  He's 
there — he's  there,"  she  whispers,  as  she  bends  over  the  child. 
Nothing  wrong  can  happen  with  him  there,  she  feels.  If  the 
robbers  were  to  spring  out  from  yonder  dark  pines,  why,  he  would 
jump  down,  and  they  would  all  fly  before  him !  The  carriage  rolls 
on  through  sleeping  villages,  and  as  the  old  team  retires  all  in  a 
halo  of  smoke,  and  the  fresh  horses  come  clattering  up  to  their  pole, 
Charlotte  sees  a  well-known  white  face  in  the  gleam  of  the  carriage^ 
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lanterns.  Through  the  long  avenues  the  great  vehicle  rolls  on  its 
ooune.  The  dawn  peers  over  the  poplars :  the  stars  quiver  out  of 
sight :  the  sun  is  up  in  the  sky,  and  the  heaven  is  all  in  a  flame. 
The  night  is  over — the  night  of  nights.  In  all  the  round  world, 
whether  lighted  by  stars  or  sunshine,  there  were  not  two  people 
more  happy  than  these  had  been. 

A  very  short  time  afterwards,  at  the  end  of  October,  our  own 
little  searside  sojourn  came  to  an  end.  That  astounding  bill  for 
bn>ken  glass,  chairs,  crockery,  was  paid.  The  London  steamer 
takes  us  all  on  board  on  a  beautiful  sunny  autumn  evening,  and 
lands  us  at  the  Custom-house  Quay  in  the  midst  of  a  deep  dun 
fog,  through  which  our  cabs  have  to  work  tbeir  way  over  greasy 
pavements,  and  bearing  two  loads  of  silent  and  terrified  children. 
Ah,  tliat  return,  if  but  after  a  fortnight's  absence  and  holiday !  Oh, 
tliat  heap  of  letters  lying  in  a  ghastly  pile,  and  yet  so  clearly  visible 
in  the  dim  twilight  of  master's  study  !  We  cheerfully  break&st  by 
candlelight  for  the  first  two  days  after  my  arrival  at  home,  and  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  cutting  a  part  of  my  chin  off  because  it  is  too 
dark  to  shave  at  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

My  wife  can't  be  so  unfeeling  as  to  laugh  and  be  merry  because 
I  have  met  with  an  accident  which  temporarily  disfigures  me.  If 
the  dun  fog  makes  her  jocular,  she  has  a  very  queer  sense  of  humour. 
She  has  a  letter  before  her,  over  which  she  is  perfectly  radiant. 
When  she  is  especially  pleased  I  can  see  by  her  face  and  a  particular 
animation  and  affectionateness  towards  the  rest  of  the  family.  On 
this  present  morning  her  face  beams  out  of  the  fog-clouds.  The 
room  is  illuminated  by  it,  and  perhaps  by  the  two  candles  which 
are  placed  one  on  either  side  of  the  urn.  The  fire  crackles  and 
flames,  and  spits  most  cheerfully ;  and  the  sky  without,  which  is  of 
the  hue  of  brown  paper,  seems  to  set  off  the  brightness  of  the  little 
interior  scene. 

"  A  letter  from  Charlotte,  papa,"  cries  one  little  girl,  with  an 
air  of  consequence.  "And  a  letter  from  Uncle  Phili|),  papa!" 
cries  another ;  '*  and  they  like  Paris  so  much,"  continues  the  little 
reporter. 

**  And  there,  sir,  didn't  I  tell  you  T  "  cries  the  lady,  handing  me 
over  a  letter. 

"Bfamma  always  told  you  so,"  echoes  the  child,  with  an 
important  nod  of  the  head ;  "  and  I  shouldn't  be  Rurprised  if 
he  were  to  be  very  rurA,  should  you,  mamma?"  continues  this 
arithmetician. 

I  would  not  put  Miss  Charlotte's  letter  into  print  if  I  could, 
for  do  you  know  that  little  person's  grammar  was  frequently  in- 
correct ;  there  were  three  or  four  words  spelt  wrongly ;  and  the 
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letter  was  so  scored  and  marked  with  daskes  imder  every  other 
ftfordy  that  it  is  clear  to  me  her  edacation  had  been  selected ;  and 
as  I  am  very  fond  of  her,  I  do  not  wish  to  make  fim  of  her.  And 
I  can't  print  Mr.  Philip's  letter,  for  I  haven't  kept  it.  Of  what  use 
keeping  letters?  I  say,  Bum,  bum,  bum.  No  heart-pangi.  No 
reproaches.  No  yesterday.  Was  it  happy  or  miserable  T  To  think 
of  it  is  always  melancholy.  Go  to !  I  daresay  it  is  the  thou^t 
of  that  fog,  which  is  making  this  sentence  so  dismaL  Meanwhile 
there  is  Madame  Laura's  face  smiling  out  of  the  darkness,  as  please<l 
as  may  be ;  and  no  wonder,  she  is  always  happy  when  her  friemb 
are  so. 

Charlotte's  letter  contained  a  fiiU  account  of  the  settlement  of 
the  Baynes  fiunily  at  Madame  Smolensk's  boarding-house,  where 
they  appear  to  have  been  really  very  comfortable,  and  to  have  lired 
at  a  very  cheap  rata  As  for  Mr.  Philip,  he  made  his  way  to  a 
crib,  to  which  his  artist  friends  had  recommended  him,  on  the 
Faubourg  St  C^ermain  side  of  the  water — the  "  Hotel  Pouflsin,"  in 
the  street  of  that  name,  which  lies,  you  know,  between  the  Maauin 
Library  and  the  Mus^  des  Beaux-Arts.  In  former  days,  my 
gentleman  had  lived  in  state  and  bounty  in  the  English  hotels  and 
quarter.  Now  he  found  himself  very  handsomely  lodged  for  thirty 
francs  per  month,  and  with  five  or  six  pounds,  he  has  repeatetily 
said  since,  he  could  carry  through  the  month  very  comfortably.  I 
don't  say,  my  young  traveller,  that  j/ou  can  be  so  lucky  now-a-days. 
Are  we  not  telling  a  story  of  twenty  years  ago  ?  Ay  marry.  Ere 
steam-coaches  had  begun  to  scream  on  French  rails;  and  when 
Louis  Philippe  was  King. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  is  ruined  he  must  needs  fall  in 
love.  In  order  to  be  near  the  beloved  object,  he  must  nee<ls  follow 
her  to  Paris,  and  give  up  his  promised  studies  for  the  bar  at  home : 
where,  to  do  him  justice,  I  believe  the  fellow  would  never  have 
done  any  good.  And  he  has  not  been  in  Paris  a  fortnight  when 
that  &ntastic  jade  Fortune,  who  had  seemed  to  fly  away  from  him, 
gives  him  a  smiling  look  of  recognition,  as  if  to  say,  ^*  Young  gentle- 
man, I  have  not  quite  done  with  you." 

The  good  fortune  was  not  much.  Do  not  suppose  that  Philip 
suddenly  ilrew  a  twenty-thousand-pound  prize  in  a  lottery.  But, 
being  in  much  want  of  money,  he  suddenly  found  himself  enabled 
to  earn  some  in  a  way  pretty  easy  to  himself. 

In  the  first  place,  Philip  found  his  friends  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Mugford  in  a  bewildered  state  in  the  midst  of  Paris,  in  which  city 
Mugford  would  never  consent  to  have  a  laquaU  de  place^  being  firmly 
convinced  to  the  day  of  his  death  that  he  knew  the  French  language 
quite  sufficiently  for  all  purposes  of  conversation.     Philip,  who  had 
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often  visited  Paris  before,  came  to  the  aid  of  his  friends  in  a  two- 
franc  dining-house,  which  he  frequented  for  economy's  sake;  and 
they,  because  they  thought  the  banquet  there  provided  not  only 
cheap,  but  most  magnificent  and  satisfactory.  He  interpreted  for 
them,  anil  re8<rue<i  them  from  their  perplexity,  whatever  it  was. 
He  treated  them  handsomely  to  caffy  on  the  bullyvard,  as  Mugford 
sail]  on  returning  home  and  in  recounting  the  adventure  to  me. 
**  He  can*t  forget  that  he  has  lieen  a  swell :  and  he  does  do  things 
like  a  gentleman,  that  Firmin  does.  He  came  back  with  us  to  our 
hotel — Meurice's,"  said  Mr.  Mugfonl,  "  and  who  should  drive  into 
the  yani  and  step  out  of  his  carriage  but  Lonl  Ringwood — you 
know  Lonl  Ringwood  ?  ever>'body  knows  him.  As  he  gets  out  of 
his  carriage— *  What !  is  that  you,  Philip  1'  says  his  Lordship, 
giving  the  young  fellow  his  hand.  *  Come  and  breakfast  with  me 
to-morrow  morning.*     And  away  he  goes  most  friendly." 

How  came  it  to  pjiss  that  Lord  Ringwood,  whose  instinct  of 
self-preservation  was  strong — who,  I  fear,  was  rather  a  selfish 
nobleman — and  who,  of  late,  as  we  have  heanl,  had  given  onlers  to 
refuse  Mr.  Philip  entrance  at  his  door — should  all  of  a  sudden  turn 
round  and  greet  the  young  man  with  cordiality  ?  In  the  first  place, 
Philip  had  never  troubled  his  Lonlship's  knocker  at  all ;  and  second, 
as  luck  would  have  it,  on  this  very  day  of  their  meeting  his  Lord- 
ship had  been  to  dine  with  that  well-known  Parisian  resident  and 
bon  vitHinty  my  Lord  Viscount  Trim,  who  had  been  Governor  of 
the  Sago  Islands  when  Colonel  Baynes  was  there  with  his  regiment, 
the  gallant  1 00th.  And  the  General  and  his  old  West  India 
Governor  meeting  at  church,  my  Lonl  Trim  straightway  asked 
CJeneral  Baynes  to  dinner,  where  Lord  Ringwood  was  present,  along 
with  other  distinguished  company,  whom  at  present  we  need  not 
particularise.  Now  it  has  been  said  that  Philip  Ringwood,  my 
Lord's  brother,  and  Captain  Ba}'nes  in  early  youth  had  been  close 
friends,  and  that  the  Colonel  had  died  in  the  Captain's  arms.  Lord 
Ringwood,  who  had  an  excellent  memory  when  he  chose  to  use  it, 
was  pleased  on  this  occasion  to  remember  General  Baynes  and  his 
intimacy  with  his  brother  in  old  days.  And  of  those  old  times 
they  talked ;  the  General  waxing  more  eloquent,  I  suppose,  than 
his  wont  over  Lonl  Trim's  excellent  wine.  And  in  the  course  of 
conversation  Philip  was  named,  and  the  General,  warm  with  drink, 
f»oured  out  a  most  enthusiastic  eulogium  on  his  young  friend,  and 
mentioned  how  noble  and  self-^lenying  Philip's  conduct  hml  been  in 
his  own  case.  And  perhai>s  Lord  Ringwood  was  pleased  at  hearing 
these  praises  of  his  brother's  grandson  ;  and  perhaps  he  thought  of 
old  timea,  when  he  had  a  heart,  and  he  and  his  bn)ther  loved  each 
other.     And  though  he  might  think  Philip  Firmin  an  absurd  young 
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blockhead  for  giving  up  any  daims  which  he  mi^t  have  on  GenenI 
Baynee,  at  anyrate  I  have  no  doabt  his  Lordship  thongfai,  ''This 
boy  is  not  likdy  to  come  bagging  money  from  me  ! "  Hence,  when 
he  drove  back  to  his  hotel  on  the  very  night  after  this  dinner,  and 
in  the  courtyard  saw  that  Philip  Firmin,  his  brother's  grandson, 
the  heart  of  the  old  nobleman  was  smitten  with  a  kindly  sentiment, 
and  he  bade  Philip  to  come  and  see  him. 

I  have  described  some  of  Philip's  oddities,  and  amon^  these 
was  a  very  remarkable  change  in  his  appearance,  which  ensued  very 
speedily  after  his  ruin.  I  know  that  the  greater  number  of  story- 
readers  are  young,  and  those  who  are  ever  so  old  remember  that  thcdr 
own  young  da3rs  occurred  but  a  very  very  short  while  ago.  Don't 
you  remember,  most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  senior,  when  yon 
were  a  junior,  and  actuaUy  rather  pleased  with  new  clothes  t  Does 
a  new  coat  or  a  waistcoat  cause  you  any  pleasure  now  t  To  a  well- 
constituted  middle-aged  gentleman,  I  rather  trust  a  smart  new  suit 
causes  a  sensation  of  uneasiness — not  from  the  ti^tness  of  the  fit, 
which  may  be  a  reason — but  from  the  ^oss  and  splendour.  When 
my  late  kind  friend,  Mrs. ,  gave  me  the  emerald  tabinet  waist- 
coat, with  the  gold  shamrocks,  I  wore  it  once  to  go  to  Richmond 
to  dine  with  her ;  but  I  buttoned  myself  so  closely  in  an  upper 
coat^  that  I  am  sure  nobody  in  the  omnibus  saw  what  a  painted 
vest  I  had  on.  Gold  sprigs  and  emerald  tabinet,  what  a  gorgeous 
raiment !  It  has  formed  for  ten  years  the  chief  ornament  of  my 
wardrobe ;  and  though  I  have  never  dared  to  wear  it  since,  I  alwajrs 
think  with  a  secret  pleasure  of  possessing  that  treasure.  Do  women, 
when  they  are  sixty,  like  handsome  and  fashionable  attire,  and  a 
youthful  appearance  ?  Look  at  Lady  Jezebel's  blushing  cheek,  her 
raven  hair,  her  splendid  garments !  But  this  disquisition  may  be 
carried  to  too  great  a  length.  I  want  to  note  a  fact  which  has 
occurred  not  seldom  in  my  experience — that  men  who  have  been 
great  dandies  will  often  and  suddenly  give  up  their  long-accustomed 
splendour  of  dress,  and  walk  about,  most  happy  and  contented,  with 
the  shabbiest  of  coats  and  hats.  No.  The  m^ority  of  men  are 
not  vain  about  their  dress.  For  instance,  within  a  very  few  years, 
men  used  to  have  pretty  feet.  See  in  what  a  resolute  way  they 
have  kicke<l  their  pretty  boots  off  almost  to  a  man,  and  wear  great 
thick  formless  comfortable  walking  boots,  of  shape  scarcely  more 
graceful  than  a  tub ! 

When  Philip  Firmin  first  came  on  the  town,  there  were  dandies 
still ;  there  were  dazzling  waistcoats  of  velvet  and  brocade,  and 
tall  stocks  with  cataracts  of  satin  ;  there  were  pins,  studs,  neck- 
chains,  I  know  not  what  fantastic  splendours  of  youth.  His  var- 
nished boots  grew  upon  forests  of  trees.     He  had  a  most  resplendent 
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silver-gilt  dressiDg-caae,  presented  to  him  by  his  &ther  (for  which, 
it  is  true,  the  Doctor  neglected  to  pay,  leaving  that  duty  to  his 
son).  "  It  is  a  mere  ceremony,"  said  the  worthy  Doctor,  "  a  cum- 
brous thing  you  may  fancy  at  first ;  but  take  it  about  with  you. 
It  looks  well  on  a  man's  dressing-table  at  a  country  house.  It 
f>o9e$  a  man,  you  understand.  I  have  known  women  come  in  and 
peep  at  it.  A  trifle,  you  may  say,  my  boy ;  but  what  is  the  use 
of  flinging  any  chance  in  life  away  ? "  Now,  when  misfortune  came, 
young  Philip  flung  away  all  these  magnificent  follies.  He  wrapped 
himself  virtute  $ud ;  and  I  am  bound  to  say  a  more  queer-looking 
fellow  than  friend  Philip  seldom  walked  the  pavement  of  London 
or  Paris.  He  could  not  wear  the  nap  off  all  his  coats,  or  rub  his 
elbows  into  rags  in  six  months;  but,  as  he  would  say  of  himself 
with  much  simplicity,  **  I  do  think  I  nm  to  seed  more  quickly  than 
any  fellow  I  ever  knew.  All  my  socks  in  holes,  Mrs.  Pendennis ; 
all  my  shirt-buttons  gone,  I  give  you  my  word.  I  don't  know  how 
the  things  hold  together,  and  why  they  don't  tumble  to  pieces.  I 
suspect  I  must  have  a  bad  laundress."  Suspect !  My  children 
used  to  laugh  and  crow  as  they  sewed  buttons  on  to  him.  As  for 
the  Little  Sister,  she  broke  into  his  apartments  in  his  absence,  and 
said  that  it  turned  her  hair  grey  to  see  the  state  of  his  }M)or  ward- 
robe. I  believe  that  Mrs.  Brandon  put  surreptitious  linen  into  his 
drawers.  He  did  not  know.  He  wore  the  shirts  in  a  contented 
spirit.  The  glossy  boots  began  to  crack  and  then  to  burst,  and 
Philip  wore  them  with  perfect  equanimity.  Where  were  the 
beautiful  lavender  and  lemon  gloves  of  last  year?  His  great 
naked  hands  (with  which  he  gesticulates  so  grancliy)  were  us  brown 
as  an  Indian's  now.  We  had  likecl  him  heartily  in  his  days  of 
splendour ;  we  love<l  him  now  in  his  threatlbare  suit. 

I  can  fimcy  the  young  man  striding  into  the  room  where  his 
Lordship's  guests  were  assembled.  In  the  presence  of  great  or 
small,  Philip  has  always  been  entirely  unoonceme<l,  and  he  is  one 
of  the  half-dozen  men  I  have  seen  in  my  life  upon  whom  runk  made 
DO  impression.  It  ai)pear8  that,  on  occasion  of  this  breakfast,  there 
were  one  or  two  dandies  present  who  were  aghast  at  Philips 
freedom  of  behaviour.  He  engaged  in  conversation  with  a  famous 
French  statesman  ;  contradicted  him  with  much  energy  in  his  (»wn 
language;  and  when  the  statesman  asked  whether  monsieur  was 
membre  du  Parlement?  Philip  burst  into  one  of  his  rr^nrp  of 
laughter,  which  almost  breaks  the  glasses  on  a  table,  and  said,  *'  Je 
suia  joomaliste,  monsieur,  h.  voe  onlres  !  "  Young  Timbury  of  the 
erobaaty  was  aghast  at  Philip's  insolence  ;  and  Dr.  Botts,  his  Lord- 
ship's travelling  fihysician,  looked  at  him  with  a  terrifie<l  face.  A 
bottle  of  claret  was  bnmght,  which  almost  all  the  gentlemen  present 
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began  to  gwallow,  until  Philip^  taating  his  i^aaa,  called  oat, 
*<Faugh!  It's  corked!"  "So  it  ia^  and  Tery  badly  corked,^ 
growls  my  Lord,  with  one  of  his  usual  oaths.  "  Why  didn't  some 
of  you  fellows  speak?  Do  you  like  corked  wine?"  There  were 
gallant  fellows  round  that  taUe  wly)  would  have  drunk  corked 
black  dose,  had  his  Lordship  professed  to  like  aenna.  The  old  host 
was  tickled  and  amused.  "Your  mother  was  a  quiet  soul,  ami 
your  &ther  use<i  to  bow  like  a  dancing-master.  You  ain't  much 
like  him.  I  dine  at  home  most  days.  Leave  word  in  the  morning 
with  my  people,  and  come  when  you  like,  Philip^"  he  growled.  A 
part  of  this  news  Philip  narrated  to  us  in  his  letter,  and  other  part 
waa  giren  verbally  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mugford  on  their  return  to 
London.  "  I  tell  you,  sir,"  says  Mugford,  "  he  has  been  taken  by 
the  hand  by  some  of  the  tip-top  people,  and  I  have  booked  him  at 
three  guineas  a  week  for  a  letter  to  the  PaU  Mull  Gazette,** 

And  this  was  the  cause  of  my  wife's  exultation  and  triumphant 
**  Didn't  I  tell  you  ? "  Philip's  foot  was  on  the  ladder ;  and  who 
so  capable  of  mounting  to  the  top?  When  happiness  and  a  ibnd 
and  lovely  girl  were  waiting  for  him  there,  would  he  lose  hearty 
spare  exertion,  or  be  afraid  to  climb  ?  He  hail  no  truer  well-wisher 
than  myself,  and  no  friend  who  liked  liim  better,  though,  I  dare- 
say, many  admire<l  him  much  more  than  I  did.  But  these  were 
women  for  the  most  part ;  and  women  become  so  absurdly  uiyust 
and  partial  to  persons  whom  they  love,  when  these  latter  are  in 
misfortune,  that  I  am  surprised  Mr.  Philip  did  not  quite  lose  his 
head  in  his  poverty,  with  such  fond  flatterers  and  sycophants  round 
about  him.  WoiUd  you  grudge  him  the  consolation  to  be  had  from 
these  sweet  uses  of  adversity  ?  Many  a  heart  would  be  hanlened 
but  for  the  memory  of  past  griefs ;  when  eyes,  now  averted, 
perhaps,  were  full  of  sympathy,  and  hands,  now  cold,  were  eager  to 
soothe  and  succour. 


CHAPTER  XIX 
QU'ON  EST  BIEN  A    VISCT  ANS 

A  FAIR  correBpondent — ami  I  would  parenthelicallj-  hint  that 
ail  rarreapoinleiitB  are  not  Ciir — points  out  the  discrtpaucy 
exiHtiiig  between  the  t«xt  untl  the  illuBtrations  of  unr  story  ; 
anil  justly  rcniurks  ttiut  the  Ntory  duteil  mare  than  twutity  years 
Uick,  while  the  et«tumi>H  of  the  actora  of  our  little  coninly  are  of 
the  foshiun  of  to^Iay. 

Hy  ilear  mailum,  these  anachroDisms  must  be,  or  you  would 
scarrcly  be  able  to  keep  auy  itit^reet  for  our  charuetere.  What 
woiilil  be  a  woman  without  a  crinoline  petticoat,  for  example  1  an 
object  ridiciilouH,  hat«fu),  I  suppose  hardly  proper.  What  would 
you  think  of  a  hero  who  wore  a  large  high  black -Batin  stoLk  caiR^ading 
over  B  figured  silk  waistcoat ;  and  a  blue  dress-coat,  with  bmss 
buttnna,  mayhap  1  If  a  person  so  attired  came  up  to  a«k  you  to 
duDce,  could  jou  refraiu  from  laughing  1  Time  was  when  young 
men  BO  decorated  found  favour  in  the  eyes  of  daniBels  whofaad  never 
beheld  hooped  petlicoata,  exirept  in  their  grandinother'B  portraits. 
PeTBOiiB  who  Qourished  in  the  first  part  of  the  century  never  thought 
to  aec  the  hoope  of  our  aucefltors'  age  rolled  downwards  to  our  eon- 
temjiorariea  and  children.  Did  we  ever  imagine  that  a  periwl  would 
arrive  when  our  young  men  would  part  their  hair  down  the  middle, 
and  weAf  a  piee«  of  tape  for  a,  nerkioth  ?  As  soon  ehoulil  we  have 
thiuLi^ht  of  their  dyeing  their  bodies  with  woai),  and  arraying  tlieui- 
B(^lvc8  like  ancient  Britona.  So  the  agcH  have  their  dress  and 
utidreBB ;  and  the  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  Victoria's  time  are  Hutisfied 
with  their  manner  of  raiment ;  as  no  doubt  in  Boadicea's  court  they 
lii»k(td  i-lmnning  tattooed  and  painted  blue. 

The  times  of  which  we  write,  the  times  of  Louts  Philipjie  the 
King,  are  so  altereil  from  the  present,  that  when  Philip  Finnin  went 
U<  Paris  it  was  absolutely  a  cheap  place  to  live  in  ;  nud  he  has  often 
bnif^ged  in  subsequent  days  of  having  lived  well  during  a  month  for 
five  ijouuiU,  and  bought  a  neat  waistcoat  with  a  part  of  the  money, 
"A  capital  bedroom,  mi  jiremrrr,  for  a  franc  a  day,  sir,"  he  would 
cbII  all  {lersons  to  remark,  "  a  bi<droom  us  giKxl  as  youni,  my  Lonl, 
at  Meurice's.     Very  goixl  tea  or  cnlTee  breakfast,  twenty  fnncs  a 
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monthy  with  lots  of  bread  and  butter.  Twenty  finncs  a  month  for 
washing,  and  fifty  for  dinner  and  pocket-money — that's  about  the 
figure.  The  dinner,  I  own,  is  shy,  unless  I  come  and  dine  with  my 
firiends ;  and  then  I  make  up  for  banyan  days."  And  so  8a3riDg 
Philip  would  call  out  for  more  truffled  partridges,  or  aflhbly  fiUeil 
his  goblet  with  my  Lord  Ringwood's  best  Sillery.  "At  those 
shops,"  he  would  observe,  "  where  I  dine^  I  have  beer :  I  can't 
stand  the  wine.  And  you  see,  I  can't  go  to  the  cheap  Eng^k 
ordinaries,  of  which  there  are  many,  because  English  gentlemen's 
servants  are  there,  you  know,  and  it's  not  pleasant  to  sit  with  a 
fellow  who  waits  on  you  the  day  after." 

"  Oh !  the  English  servants  go  to  the  cheap  ordinaries,  do 
they?"  asks  my  Lonl,  greatly  amused,  "and  you  drink  bim  dt 
Mars  at  the  shop  where  you  dine  ?  " 

"  And  dine  very  badly,  too,  I  can  tell  you.  Always  come  away 
hungry.  Give  me  some  champagne — the  dry,  if  you  please.  They 
mix  very  well  together — sweet  and  dry.  Did  you  ever  dine  at 
Flicoteau's,  Mr.  Pecker  ?  " 

"/dine  at  one  of  your  horrible  two-franc  houses t"  cries  Mr. 
Pecker,  with  a  look  of  terror.  "Do  you  know,  my  Lonl,  there 
are  actually  houses  where  people  dine  for  two  francs  ?  " 

"  Two  francs !  Seventeen  sous ! "  bawls  out  Mr.  Firmin. 
"The  soup,  the  beef,  the  ruti,  the  salad,  the  dessert^  and  the 
whitey-brown  bread  at  discretion.  It's  not  a  gotxl  dinner,  certainly 
— in  fact,  it  is  a  dreadful  bad  one.  But  to  dine  so  would  do  some 
fellows  a  great  deal  of  good." 

"  Wliat  do  you  say,  Pecker  ?  Flicoteau's ;  seventeen  sous. 
Well  make  a  little  party  and  try,  and  Finiiin  shall  do  the  honours 
of  his  restaurant,"  says  my  Lonl,  with  a  grin. 

"  Mercy  ! "  gas|)8  Mr.  Pei*ker. 

"I  luul  rather  dine  here,  if  you  please,  my  Lord,"  says  the 
young  man.     "  This  is  cheaper  and  certainly  better." 

My  Lord's  doctor,  and  many  of  the  guests  at  his  table,  mx 
lord's  henchmen,  flatterers,  and  led  captains,  lookeil  aghast  at  the 
freedom  of  the  young  fellow  in  the  shabby  coat.  If  thei/  dared  to 
be  familiar  with  their  host,  there  came  a  scowl  over  that  noble 
countenance  which  was  awful  to  face.  They  drank  his  corkeil  wine 
in  meekness  of  spirit.  They  laughed  at  his  jokes  tremblinir.  One 
after  another,  they  were  the  objects  of  his  satire ;  and  each  grinned 
piteously,  as  he  took  his  turn  of  punishment.  Some  dinners  are 
dear,  though  they  cost  nothing.  At  some  great  tables  are  not  toads 
served  along  with  the  entrees  f  Yes,  antl  many  amateurs  are  ex- 
ceedingly fond  of  the  dish. 

How  do  Parisians  live  at  all?  is  a  question  which  has  often  set 
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me  wondering.  How  do  men  in  public  offices,  with  fifteen  thousand 
francs,  let  us  say,  for  a  salary — and  this,  for  a  French  official,  is  a 
high  salary — live  in  handsome  apartments ;  give  genteel  entertain- 
ments; clothe  themselves  and  their  families  with  much  more 
sumptuous  raiment  than  English  people  of  the  same  station  can 
afford ;  take  their  country  holiday,  a  six  weeks'  sojouni,  aux  eaux  ; 
and  appear  cheerful  and  to  want  for  nothing  ?  Paterfamilias,  with 
six  hundred  a  year  in  London,  knows  what  a  straitened  life  his 
id,  with  rent  high,  and  beef  at  a  shilling  a  pound.  Well,  in  Paris, 
rent  is  higher,  and  meat  is  dearer ;  and  yet  Madame  is  richly 
dressed  wlien  you  see  her ;  Monsieur  has  always  a  little  money  in 
his  pocket  for  his  club  or  his  cufi^ ;  and  something  is  pretty  surely 
put  away  every  year  for  the  marriage  portion  of  the  young  folks. 
'*Sir,"  Philip  used  to  say,  describing  this  period  of  his  life,  on 
which  and  on  most  subjects  reganliug  himself,  by  the  way,  he  waa 
wont  to  be  very  eloquent,  **when  my  income  was  raised  to  five 
thousand  francs  a  year,  I  give  you  my  word  I  was  considered  to  be 
rich  by  my  French  acquaintance.  I  gave  four  sous  to  the  waiter 
at  our  dining-place  : — in  that  respect  I  was  always  ostentatious  : — 
and  I  believe  they  called  me  Milor.  I  should  have  been  poor  in 
the  Rue  de  la  Paix :  but  I  was  wealthy  in  the  Luxembourg  quarter. 
I>on*t  tell  me  about  poverty,  sir !  Poverty  is  a  bully  if  you  are 
afraid  of  her,  or  truckle  to  her.  Poverty  is  good-natured  enough 
if  you  meet  her  like  a  man.  You  saw  how  my  poor  old  father 
was  afraid  of  her,  an<l  thought  the  world  would  come  to  an  end  if 
Dr.  Firmin  did  not  keep- his  butler,  ami  his  footman,  and  his  fine 
house,  and  fine  chariot  and  horses  ?  He  was  a  poor  man,  if  you 
please.  He  must  have  suffered  agonies  in  his  stniggle  to  make 
l>oth  ends  meet.  Everjthing  he  bought  must  have  cost  him  twice 
the  honest  price ;  and  when  I  think  of  nights  that  must  have  been 
fiassed  without  sleep — of  that  proud  man  having  to  smirk  and 
cringe  before  creditors — to  coax  butchers,  by  George,  and  wheedle 
tailors — I  pity  him  ;  I  can't  be  angry  any  more.  That  man  has 
suffered  enough.  As  fur  me,  haven't  you  remarke<l  that  since  I 
have  not  a  guinea  in  tlie  world,  I  swagger,  and  am  a  much  greater 
swell  than  before?"  And  the  truth  is  that  a  Prince  lioyal  could 
not  have  called  for  his  (jens  witli  a  more  magnificent  air  than 
Mr.  Philip  when  he  summoned  the  waiter,  ami  paid  for  his  petit 


Talk  of  iM)verty,  indeed  !  That  perio<l,  Philip  vows,  was  the 
liappiest  of  his  life.  He  liked  to  tell  in  after  days  of  the  choice 
acquaintance  of  Bohemians  which  he  had  formed.  Their  jug,  he 
said,  though  it  containe<l  but  small  beer,  was  always  fiill.  Their 
tobacco,  though  it  bore  no  higher  rank  than  that  of  ca/x/ral.  was 

11  Y 
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plentiful  and  fragrant  He  knew  some  admiraUe  medical  atudaitB ; 
some  artists  who  only  wanted  talent  and  industry  to  be  at  the 
height  of  their  profession ;  and  one  or  two  of  the  magnate*  of  his 
own  calling,  the  newspaper  correspondents,  whose  houses  and 
tables  were  open  to  him.  It  was  wonderful  what  secrets  of  politics 
he  learned  and  transmitted  to  his  own  paper.  He  pursued  Fraich 
statesmen  of  those  days  with  prodigious  eloquence  and  Tigonr. 
At  the  expense  of  that  old  King  he  was  wonderfully  witty  and 
sarcastical.  He  reviewed  the  affairs  of  Europe,  settled  the  destinies 
of  Russia,  denounced  the  Spanish  marriages,  disposed  of  the  Pope, 
and  advocated  the  Liberal  cause  in  France  with  an  untiring  elo- 
quence. "Absinthe  used  to  be  my  drink,  sir,"  so  he  was  good 
enough  to  tell  his  friends.  "  It  makes  the  ink  run,  and  imparts 
a  fine  eloquence  to  the  style.  Mercy  upon  us,  how  I  would 
belabour  that  poor  King  of  the  French  under  the  influence  of 
absinthe,  in  that  cslU  opposite  the  Bourse  where  I  used  to  make 
my  letter !  Who  knows,  sir^  perhaps  the  influence  of  those  letters 
precipitated  the  £Edl  of  the  Bourbon  dynasty !  Before  I  had  an 
office,  Gilligan,  of  the  Century,  and  I,  used  to  do  our  letters 
at  that  cai6;  we  compared  notes  and  pitched  into  each  other 
amicaUy." 

Gilligan  of  the  Century^  and  Firmin  of  the  Pall  Mall  GazeiUj 
were,  however,  very  minor  personages  amongst  the  London  news- 
paper correspondents.  Their  seniors  of  the  daily  press  had  hand- 
some apartments,  gave  sumptuous  dinners,  were  closeted  with 
Ministers'  secretaries,  and  entertained  members  of  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies.  Philip,  on  perfectly  easy  terms  with  himself  and  the 
world,  swaggering  about  the  Embassy  balls — Philip,  the  friend  and 
relative  of  Lord  Ringwood — was  viewed  by  his  professional  seniors 
and  superiors  with  an  eye  of  favour,  which  was  not  certainly  turned 
on  all  gentlemen  following  his  callin^:.  Certainly  poor  Gilligan  was 
never  askcil  to  those  dinners  which  some  of  the  newspaper  ambas- 
sadors gave,  whereas  Philip  was  receive<l  not  inhospitably.  Gilligan 
received  but  a  cold  shoulder  at  Mrs.  Morning  Messenger's  Thursdays  ; 
and  as  for  being  aske<l  to  dinner,  "  Bedad,  that  fellow,  Firmin,  has 
an  air  with  him  which  will  carry  him  through  anywhere ! "  Phils 
brother  correspondent  owned.  "  He  seems  to  patronise  an  am- 
bassador when  he  goes  up  and  speaks  to  him  ;  and  he  says  to  a 
secretary,  *My  good  fellow,  tell  your  master  that  Mr.  Firmin,  of 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  wants  to  see  him,  and  will  thank  him  to 
step  over  to  the  Caf(^  de  la  Bourse.' "  I  don't  think  Philip,  for  his 
part,  would  have  seen  much  matter  of  surprise  in  a  Minister  stepping 
over  to  speak  to  him.  To  him  all  folk  were  alike,  great  and  small ; 
and  it  is  recorded  of  him  that  when,  on  one  occasion,  Lonl  Ringi*'ood 
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paid  him  a  yisit  at  his  lodgings  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  Philip 
ai&bly  offered  his  Lordship  a  comet  of  fried  potatoes,  with  which, 
and  plentiful  tobacco  of  course,  Philip  and  one  or  two  of  his  friends 
were  regaling  themselves  when  Lord  Ringwood  chanced  to  call  on 
his  kinsman. 

A  crust  and  a  carafon  of  small  beer,  a  corres()ondence  with  a 
weekly  paper,  and  a  remuneration  such  as  that  we  have  mentioned 
— was  Philip  Firmin  to  look  for  no  more  than  this  pittance,  and 
not  to  seek  for  more  permanent  and  lucrative  employment  ?  Some 
of  his  friends  at  home  were  rather  vexed  at  what  Philip  chose  to 
consider  his  good  fortune;  namely,  his  connection  with  the  news- 
paper, and  the  small  stipend  it  gave  liim.  He  might  quarrel  with 
his  employer  any  day.  Indeed  no  man  was  more  likely  to  fling 
his  breRd  and  butter  out  of  window  than  Mr.  Philip.  He  was 
losing  precious  time  at  the  bar ;  where  he,  as  hundreds  of  other 
|)oi>r  gentlemen  had  done  before  him,  might  make  a  career  for 
himself.  For  what  are  colonies  made?  Why  do  bankniptcies 
occur  ?  Why  do  people  break  the  peace  and  quarrel  with  jiol icemen, 
but  that  barristers  may  be  employed  as  judges,  commissioners, 
magistrates?  A  rei)orter  to  a  newspaper  remains  all  his  life  a 
newspaper  reporter.  Philip,  if  he  would  but  help  himself,  had 
friends  in  the  world  who  might  aid  effectually  to  advance  him.  So 
it  was  we  pleaded  with  him,  in  the  language  of  moderation,  urging 
the  dictates  of  common  sense.  As  if  moderation  and  common  sense 
could  be  got  to  move  that  mule  of  a  Philip  Finnin ;  as  if  any 
persuasion  of  ours  could  induce  him  to  do  anything  but  what  he 
liked  to  do  best  himself ! 

"  That  you  should  be  worldly,  my  poor  fellow  "  (so  Philip  wrote 
to  his  present  biographer) — "that  you  should  be  thinking  of  money 
and  the  main  chance,  is  no  matter  of  surprise  to  me.  You  have 
suffered  under  that  curse  of  manhood,  that  destroyer  of  generosity 
in  the  mind,  that  parent  of  selfishness — a  little  fortune.  You  have 
ycHir  wretched  hundre<ls  "  (my  candid  corre8|)ondent  state*!  the  sum 
correctly  enough ;  and  I  wish  it  were  double  or  treble ;  but  that 
w  not  here  the  point :)  "  paid  quarterly.  The  miserable  pittani-e 
numbs  your  whole  existence.  It  prevents  free<lom  of  thought  and 
ai'tion.  It  makes  a  screw  of  a  man  who  is  certainly  not  without 
generous  impulses,  as  I  know,  my  poor  old  Harjiagon  :  for  hast  thou 
not  offered  to  open  thy  purse  to  me  ?  I  tell  you  I  am  sick  of  the 
way  in  which  [jeople  in  London,  es|)ecially  good  people,  think  about 
money.  You  live  up  to  your  income's  e<lge.  You  nrv  miserably 
poor.  You  brag  and  flatter  yourselves  that  you  owe  no  man  any- 
thing ;  but  your  estate  has  creditors  \\\tou  it  as  iuHutiable  as  any 
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usuier,  and  as  hard  as  any  bailiff.  You  call  me  recklesa,  and 
prodigal,  and  idle,  and  all  sorts  of  names,  because  I  live  in  a  single 
room,  do  as  little  work  as  I  can,  and  go  about  with  holes  in  my 
boots :  and  you  flatter  yourself  you  are  prudent,  because  you  have  a 
genteel  house,  a  grave  flunkey  out  of  livery,  and  two  greengrocers 
to  wait  when  you  give  your  half-dozen  dreary  dinner-puties. 
Wretched  man  !  You  arc  a  slave :  not  a  man.  You  are  a  pauper, 
with  a  good  house  and  good  clothes.  You  are  so  miserably  prudent, 
that  all  your  money  is  spent  for  you,  except  the  few  wretched 
shillings  which  you  idlow  yourself  for  pocket-money.  You  tremble 
at  the  expense  of  a  cab.  I  believe  you  actually  look  at  half-arcrown 
before  you  spend  it.  The  landlord  is  your  master.  The  livery- 
stablekeeper  is  your  master.  A  tmin  of  ruthless  useless  servants 
are  your  pitile!<s  creditors,  to  whom  you  have  to  pay  exorbitant 
dividends  every  day.  I,  with  a  hole  in  my  elbow,  who  live  upon  a 
shilling  dinner,  and  walk  on  cracked  boot  soles,  am  caUed  extrava- 
gant, idle,  reckless,  I  don't  know  what;  while  you,  forsooth,  con- 
sider yourself  prudent.  Miserable  delusion  !  You  are  flinging  away 
heaps  of  money  on  useless  flunkeys,  on  useless  maid-servants,  on 
useless  lodgings,  on  useless  finery — and  you  say,  '  Poor  Phil !  what 
a  sad  idler  he  is !  how  he  flings  himself  away !  in  wbat  a  wretched 
disreputable  manner  he  lives ! '  Poor  Phil  is  as  rich  as  you  are,  for 
he  has  enough,  and  is  content  Poor  Phil  can  afford  to  be  idle,  and 
you  can't  You  must  work  in  onier  to  keep  that  great  hulking  foot- 
man, that  great  rawboned  caik,  that  army  of  babbling  nursery-maids, 
and  I  don't  know  what  more.  And  if  you  choose  to  submit  to  the 
slavery  and  degnuiation  inseparable  from  your  condition ;  —  the 
wretched  inspection  of  candle-ends,  which  you  call  onler ;  tlie  mean 
8elf-<leuials,  yrhich  you  must  daily  practise — I  pity  you,  and  don't 
quarrel  with  you.  But  I  \iish  you  would  not  be  so  insufferably 
virtuous,  and  ready  with  your  blame  and  pity  for  vie.  If  I  am 
happy,  pray  ue«l  you  !«  disquicteil?  Supjiose  I  prefer  independ- 
ence, and  shabby  boots  ?  Are  not  these  better  than  to  be  pincheil 
by  your  abominable  varnished  conventionalism,  and  to  be  denied 
the  liberty  of  free  a<*tion  ?  My  ]HX)r  fellow,  I  pity  you  from  my 
heart ;  and  it  j^rieves  inc  to  tiiink  how  those  fine  honest  children — 
honest,  and  hearty,  an<l  frank,  ami  open  as  yet — are  to  lose  their 
natural  good  qualities,  and  to  be  swathed,  and  swaddled,  and  stifleil 
out  of  health  ami  honesty  by  that  ol»stinate  worldling  their  father. 
Don't  tell  me  al)out  the  world  :  I  know  it.  People  sacrifice  the  next 
world  to  it,  and  are  all  the  while  proud  of  their  prudence.  Look 
at  my  miserable  relations,  steeped  in  respectability.  Look  at  my 
father.  There  is  a  chance  for  him,  now  he  is  down  and  in  |)overty 
I   have   had   a  letter  from  him,  containing  more  of  that  dreadful 
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worldly  advice  which  you  Pharisees  give.  If  it  weren't  for  Laura 
and  the  children,  sir,  I  heartily  wish  you  were  ruined  like  your 
affectionate  P.  F. 

"  -iV.  B.y  P.S, — Oh,  Pen  !  I  am  so  happy !  She  is  such  a  little 
daiiing  I  I  hathe  in  her  innocence,  sir !  I  strengthen  myself  in  her 
purity.  I  kneel  before  her  sweet  goodness  and  unconsciousness  of 
gtiile.  I  walk  from  my  room,  and  see  her  every  morning  before 
neven  o'clock.  I  see  her  every  afternoon.  She  loves  you  and  Laura. 
And  you  love  her,  <lon*t  you  ?  J^nd  to  think  that  six  months  ago  I 
wan  going  to  marry  a  woman  without  a  heart !  Why,  sir,  blessings 
be  on  the  poor  old  father  for  spending  our  money,  and  rescuing  me 
from  that  horrible  fate !  I  might  have  been  like  that  fellow  in  the 
'  Arabian  Nights,'  who  married  Amiiia — the  respectable  woman,  who 
fiined  upon  grains  of  rice,  but  supiied  upon  cold  <iead  body.  Was  it 
not  worth  all  the  money  I  ever  was  heir  to  to  have  escaped  from  that 
ghoul  t  Lonl  Ringwoo<i  says  he  thinks  I  waa  well  out  of  that.  He 
calls  people  by  Anglo-Saxon  names,  an<l  uses  very  expressive  mono- 
syllables; and  of  Aunt  Twysden,  of  Uncle  Twywlen,  of  the  girls, 
and  their  brother,  he  speaks  in  a  way  which  makes  me  see  he  has 
come  to  just  conclusions  about  them. 

"  P.S.  No.  2. — Ah,  Pen  !  Slie  is  such  a  darling.  I  think  I  am 
the  happiest  man  in  the  world." 

And  this  was  what  came  of  being  nn'ned !  A  scapegrace,  who, 
when  he  had  plenty  of  money  in  his  pocket,  was  ill-tempered, 
imperious,  and  discontented  :  now  that  he  is  not  worth  twopence, 
declares  himself  the  happiest  fellow  in  the  world  !  Do  you  remem- 
ber, my  dear,  how  he  useil  to  gnunble  at  our  cUret,  and  what  wry 
faces  he  made  when  there  was  only  cold  meat  for  dinner  1  The 
wretch  is  absolutely  contented  with  breml  and  cheese  end  small-beer, 
even  that  bad  l)eer  which  they  have  in  Paris  ! 

Now  and  again,  at  this  time,  and  as  our  mutual  avocations  per- 
mitte«l,  I  saw  Philip^s  friend,  the  Little  Sister.  He  wrote  to  her 
dutifully  from  time  to  time.  He  told  her  of  his  love  affair  with 
Miss  Charlotte ;  and  my  wife  and  I  could  console  Can»line,  by  assur- 
ing her  that  this  time  the  young  man's  heart  was  given  to  a  worthy 
mistress.  I  say  console,  for  the  news,  after  all,  was  sad  for  her.  In 
the  little  chamber  which  she  always  kept  ready  for  him,  he  would 
lie  awake,  and  think  of  some  one  dearer  to  him  than  a  hnndre<l  poor 
Carolines.  She  would  devise  something  that  should  be  aj^reeable  to 
the  yotmg  lady.  At  Christmas  time  there  came  to  Miss  Baynes  a 
wonderfully  worked  cambric  pocket-handkerchief,  with  "  Charlotte  ** 
moat   beautifully   embroidered   in   the   com<T.     It  was  this  poor 
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widow's  mite  of  love  and  tenderness  which  she  meekly  kid  down  in 
the  pbice  where  she  worshipped.  "  And  I  ha.Te  six  for  him,  too, 
ma'am,"  Mrs.  Brandon  told  my  wife.  *'  Poor  fellow !  his  shirts  was 
in  a  dreadful  way  when  he  went  away  from  here,  and  that  you  know, 
ma'am."  So  you  see  this  way&rer,  having  fidlen  among  undoubted 
thieves,  yet  found  many  kind  souls  to  relieTe  him,  and  nmny  a  good 
Samaritan  ready  with  his  twopence,  if  need  were. 

The  reason  why  Philip  was  the  happiest  man  in  the  world  of 
course  you  understand.  French  people  are  Tery  early  risers ;  and, 
at  the  little  hotel  where  Mr.  Philip  lived,  the  whole  crew  of  the 
house  were  up  hours  before  lazy  English  masters  and  servants  think 
of  stirring.  At  ever  so  early  an  hour  Phil  had  a  fine  bowl  of  coffee 
and  milk  and  bread  for  his  break&st ;  and  he  was  atriding  down  to 
the  Invalides,  and  across  the  bridge  to  the  Champs  Elyato,  and  the 
fiunes  of  his  pipe  preceded  him  with  a  pleasant  odour.  And  a  abort 
time  after  passing  the  Bond  Point  in  the  Elysian  fidds»  where  an 
active  fountain  was  flinging  up  showers  of  diamonds  to  the  aky, — 
after,  I  say,  leaving  the  Bond  Point  on  his  rights  and  paaalng  under 
umbrageous  groves  in  the  direction  of  the  present  Castle  of  Flowers, 
Mr.  Philip  would  see  a  little  person.  Sometimes  a  yoong  aister  or 
brother  came  with  the  little  person.  Sometimes  taaHj  a  blush 
fluttered  on  her  cheek,  and  a  sweet  smile  beamed  in  her  fiioe  as  she 
came  forward  to  greet  him.  For  the  angeb  were  scaioo  purer  than 
this  young  maid ;  and  Una  was  no  more  afiaid  of  the  lion,  than 
Charlotte  of  her  companion  with  the  loud  voice  and  the  tawny 
mane.  I  would  not  have  envied  that  reprobate's  lot  who  should 
have  dare<i  to  say  a  doubtful  word  to  this  Una :  but  the  truth  is, 
she  never  thought  of  danger,  or  met  with  any.  The  workmen  were 
going  to  their  labour ;  the  dandies  were  asleep ;  and  oonsiderins; 
their  age,  and  the  relationship  in  which  they  stood  to  one  another, 
I  am  not  surprised  at  Philip  for  announcing  that  this  was  the 
happiest  time  of  his  life.  In  later  days,  when  two  gentlemen  of 
matiu^  age  happened  to  be  in  Paris  together,  what  must  Mr.  Philip 
Firmin  do  but  insist  upon  walking  me  sentimentally  to  the  Champs 
Elys^es,  and  looking  at  an  old  house  there,  a  rather  shabby  old  house 
in  a  garden.  "  That  was  the  place,"  sighs  he.  "  That  was  Madame 
de  Smolensk's.  That  was  the  window^  the  third  one,  with  the  green 
jalousie.  By  Jove,  sir,  how  happy  and  how  miseraUe  I  have  been 
behind  that  green  blind  ! "  And  my  friend  shakes  his  large  Ust  at 
the  somewhat  dilapidated  mansion,  whence  Madame  de  Smolensk 
and  her  boarders  have  long  since  departed. 

I  fear  that  Baroness  had  engageil  in  her  enterprise  with  insuffi- 
cient capital,  or  conducted  it  with  such  liberality  that  her  profits 
were  eaten  up  by  her  boanlers.     I  could  tell  dreadful  stories  im- 
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pugning  the  Baroness's  moral  character.  People  said  she  had  no 
right  to  the  title  of  Baroness  at  all,  or  to  the  noble  foreign  name  of 
Smolensk.  People  are  still  alive  who  knew  her  under  a  different 
name.  The  Baroness  herself  was  what  some  amateurs  call  a  fine 
woman,  especially  at  dinner-time,  when  she  appeared  in  black  satin 
and  with  cheeks  that  blushed  up  as  far  as  the  eyelids.  In  her 
peignoir  in  the  morning,  she  was  perhaps  the  reverse  of  fine. 
Contours  which  were  round  at  night,  in  the  forenoon  appeared  lean 
and  angular.  Her  roses  only  bloomed  half-an-hour  before  dinner- 
time on  a  cheek  which  was  quite  yellow  until  five  o'clock.  I  am 
sure  it  is  very  kin<i  of  elderly  and  ill-complexioned  people  to  supply 
the  ravages  of  time  or  jaundice,  and  present  to  our  view  a  figure 
blooming  and  agreeable,  in  place  of  an  object  faded  and  withered. 
Do  you  quarrel  with  your  opposite  neighbour  for  painting  his  house 
front  or  putting  roses  in  his  balcony  1  You  are  rather  thankful  for 
the  aiiomroent.  Madame  de  Smolensk's  front  was  so  decorated  of 
afternoons.  Geraniums  were  set  pleasantly  under  those  first-floor 
windowH,  her  eyes.  Carcel  lamps  beamed  from  those  windows : 
]ani|is  which  she  had  trimmed  with  her  own  scissors,  and  into  which 
that  {loor  widow  poured  the  oil  which  she  got  somehow  and  anyhow. 
When  tlie  dingy  breakfast  jxijnllot^  were  cast  of  an  afternoon, 
what  beautiful  black  curls  appeared  round  her  brow  !  The  dingy 
papillote*  were  put  away  in  the  drawer :  the  peignoir  retired  to 
its  hook  behind  the  door :  the  satin  raiment  came  forth,  the 
shining,  the  ancient,  the  well-kept,  the  well-wadded :  and  at  the 
same  moment  the  worthy  woman  took  that  smile  out  of  some 
cimning  box  on  her  scanty  toilet- table — that  smile  which  she  wore 
all  the  evening  along  with  the  rest  of  her  toilette,  and  took  out 
of  her  mouth  when  she  went  to  bed  and  to  think — to  think  how 
both  en<ls  were  to  be  made  to  meet. 

Philip  said  he  respected  and  admired  that  woman  :  an<l  worthy 
of  respect  she  was  in  her  way.  She  {lainted  her  face  and  grinned 
at  poverty.  She  laughed  and  rattled  with  care  gnawing  at  her 
side.  She  had  to  coax  the  milkman  out  of  his  human  kindness : 
to  pour  oil — his  own  oil — upon  the  stormy  ^jncier'i  soul :  to  melt 
the  butterman  :  to  tap  the  wine  merchant :  to  mollify  the  butcher : 
to  invent  new  pretexts  for  the  landloni :  to  reconcile  the  lady- 
lioarders,  Mrs.  General  Baynes,  let  us  say,  and  the  Honourable 
Mrs.  Boldero,  who  were  always  quarrelling :  to  see  that  the  <linner, 
when  procured,  was  cooked  properly ;  that  Francois,  to  whom  she 
owed  ever  so  many  montlis'  wages,  was  not  tiM)  rebellious  or  in- 
toxicated ;  that  Auguste,  also  her  creditor,  hail  his  glass  clean  and 
his  lamps  in  order.  And  this  work  done  and  the  hour  of  six  o'clock 
arriving,  she  had  to  carve  and  be  agreeable  to  her  table;  not  to 
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hear  the  growls  of  the  discontented  (and  at  what  table-d'hote  are 
there  not  grumblers  ?) ;  to  have  a  word  for  everybody  present ;  a 
smile  and  a  laugh  for  Mrs.  Bunch  (with  whom  there  had  been 
very  likely  a  dreadful  row  in  the  morning);  a  remark  for  the 
Colonel ;  a  polite  phrase  for  the  Greneral's  lady ;  and  even  a  good 
word  and  compliment  for  sulky  Auguste,  who  just  before  dinner- 
time had  unfolded  the  napkin  of  mutiny  about  his  wages. 

Was  not  this  enough  work  for  a  woman  to  dot  To  conduct 
a  great  house  without  sufficient  money,  and  make  soup,  fish,  roasts, 
and  half-a-dozen  entr^  out  of  wind  as  it  weret  to  coigure  up 
wine  in  piece  and  by  the  dozen?  to  laugh  and  joke  without  the 
least  gaiety  t  to  receive  scorn,  abuse,  rebuffs,  insolence,  with  gay 
good-humour?  and  then  to  go  to  bed  wearied  at  night,  and  have 
to  think  about  figures  and  that  dreadful  dreadful  sum  in  arithmetic 
— ^given  £5  to  pay  J&6  ?  Lady  Macbeth  is  supposed  to  have  been 
a  resolute  woman :  and  greats  tall,  loud,  hectoring  females  are  set 
to  represent  the  character.  I  say  No.  She  was  a  weak  woman. 
She  began  to  walk  in  her  sleep,  and  blab  after  one  disagreeable 
little  incident  had  occurred  in  her  house.  She  broke  down,  and 
got  all  the  people  away  from  her  own  table  in  the  most  abrupt 
and  clumsy  manner,  because  that  drivelling  epileptic  husband  of 
hers  &ncied  he  saw  a  ghost  In  Lady  Smolensk's  place  Madame 
de  Macbeth  would  have  broken  down  in  a  week,  and  Smolensk 
lasted  for  years.  If  twenty  gibbering  ghosts  had  come  to  the 
boarding-houde  dinner,  Madame  would  have  gone  on  carving  her 
dishes,  and  smiling  and  helping  the  live  guests,  the  paying  guests : 
leaving  the  dead  quests  to  gibber  away  and  help  themselves,  "  My 
poor  father  had  to  keep  up  appearances,"  Phil  would  say,  recount- 
ing these  things  in  after  days  ;  "  but  how  ]  You  know  he  always 
looked  as  if  he  was  going  to  be  hanged."  Smolensk  was  the 
gayest  of  the  gay  always.  That  widow  woidd  have  tripped  up  to 
her  funeral  pile  and  kissed  her  hands  to  her  friends  with  a  smiling 
"  Bon  jour ! " 

"Pray,  who  was  Monsieur  de  Smolensk?"  asks  a  simple  lady 
who  may  be  listening  to  our  friend's  narrative. 

"  Ah,  my  dear  lady !  There  was  a  pretty  disturbance  in  the 
house  when  that  question  came  to  be  mooted,  I  promise  you,"  says 
our  friend,  laughing,  as  he  recounts  his  adventures.  And,  after  all, 
what  does  it  matter  to  you  and  me  and  this  story  who  Smolensk 
was?  I  am  sure  this  poor  lady  had  hardships  enough  in  her  life 
campaign,  and  that  Ney  himself  could  not  have  faced  fortune  with 
a  constancy  more  heroical. 

WelL  When  the  Ba3rneses  first  came  to  her  house,  I  tell  you 
Smolensk  and  all  round  her  smiled,  and  our  friends  thought  they 
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were  landed  in  a  real  rosy  Elysium  in  the  Champs  of  that  name. 
Madame  had  a  Carrick  h  VIndienne  prepared  in  compliment 
to  her  guesta.  She  had  had  many  Indians  in  her  establishment. 
She  adored  Indians.  I^Utait-ce  la  polygamie — they  were  most 
estimable  people  the  Hindus.  Surtout,  she  adored  Indian  shawls. 
That  of  Madame  la  G^n^rale  was  ravishing.  The  company  at 
Madame's  was  pleasant.  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero  was  a 
dashing  woman  of  fasiiion  and  respectability,  who  had  lived  in  the 
best  world — it  was  easy  to  see  that.  The  young  ladies'  duets 
were  very  striking.  The  Honourable  Mr.  Boldero  was  away 
shooting  in  Scotland  at  his  brother,  Lord  Strongitharm's,  and 
would  take  Gaberlunzie  Castle  and  the  Duke's  on  his  way  south. 
Mrs.  Baynes  did  not  know  Lady  Estridge,  the  ambassadress? 
When  the  Estridges  returned  from  Chantilly,  the  Honourable 
Mrs.  B.  would  be  delighted  to  introduce  her.  "Your  pretty 
girls  name  is  Charlotte ?  So  is  Lady  Estridge's — and  very  nearly 
as  tall ; — fine  girls  the  Estridges ;  fine  long  necks — large  feet — but 
your  girl,  Lady  Baynes,  has  beautiful  feet.  Lady  Baynes,  I  said  t 
Well,  you  must  be  Lady  Baynes  soon.  The  General  must  be  a 
K.C.B.  after  his  sei-vices.  What,  you  know  Lord  Trim  1  He  will, 
and  must,  do  it  for  you.  If  not,  my  brother  Strongitharm  shalL" 
I  have  no  doubt  Mrs.  Baynes  was  greatly  elated  by  the  attentions 
of  Lord  Strongitharm 's  sister ;  and  looked  him  out  in  the  Peerage, 
where  his  Lordship's  amis,  pedigree,  and  residence  of  Gaberlunzie 
Castle  are  duly  recorded.  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero's 
daughters,  the  Misses  Minna  and  Brenda  Boldero,  played  some 
rattling  sonatas  on  a  piano  which  was  a  good  deal  fatigued  by 
their  exertions,  for  the  young  ladies'  hands  were  very  powerful 
And  Madame  said,  *'  Thank  you,"  with  her  sweetest  smile ;  and 
Auguste  handed  about  on  a  silver  tray — I  say  silver,  so  that  the 
convenances  may  not  be  wounded — well,  say  silver  that  was  blush- 
ing to  find  itself  copper — handed  up  on  a  tray  a  white  drink 
which  made  the  Baynes  boys  cry  out,  **I  say,  mother,  what's 
this  beastly  thing]"  On  which  Madame,  with  the  sweetest  smile, 
appealed  to  the  company,  and  said,  **  They  love  orgeat,  these  dear 
infants  ! "  and  resumed  her  picquet  with  old  M.  Bidois — that  odd 
old  gentleman  in  the  long  brown  coat,  with  the  reil  riblwn,  who 
took  so  much  snuff  and  blew  his  nuse  so  often  and  so  loudly.  One, 
two,  three  rattling  sonatas  Minna  and  Brenda  played  ;  Mr.  Clancy, 
of  Trinity  College,  Dublin  (M.  de  Clanci,  Matlanie  calle<l  him), 
turning  over  the  leaves,  and  presently  being  persuade*!  to  sing  some 
Irish  melodies  for  the  ladies.  I  don't  think  Miss  Charlotte  Baynes 
listened  to  the  music  much.  She  was  listening  to  another  music, 
which  she  and  Mr.  Finuin  were   performing  together.      Oh,  how 
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pleasant  that  music  used  to  be !  There  was  a  sameneas  in  it,  I 
daresay,  but  still  it  was  pleasant  to  hear  the  air  over  again.  The 
pretty  little  duet  d  ^^uatre  tnairu,  where  the  hands  cross  over,  and 
hop  up  and  down  the  keys,  and  the  heads  get  so  dose,  so  dose. 
Oh,  duets,  oh,  regrets !  Paha !  no  more  of  this.  Go  downstairs, 
old  dotard.  Take  your  hat  and  umbrella  and  go  walk  by  the  sea- 
shore, and  whistle  a  toothless  old  solo.  "These  are  our  quiet 
nights,"  whispers  M.  de  Cland  to  the  Baynes  ladies,  when  the 
erening  draws  to  an  end.  "Madame's  Thursdays  are,  I  promise 
ye,  much  more  fuUy  attended."  Qood-night,  good-night.  A 
squeeze  of  a  little  hand,  a  hearty  hand-«hake  from  papa  and 
mamma,  and  Philip  is  striding  through  the  dark  Elysian  fidds 
and  oyer  the  Place  of  Gonconi  to  his  lodgings  in  the  Faubourg  St. 
Germain.  Or,  stay!  What  is  that  ^owworm  beaming  by  the 
wall  opposite  Madame  de  Smolensk's  house! — a  ^owworm  that 
wafts  an  aromatic  incense  and  odour  t  I  do  bdieve  it  is  Mr. 
Philip's  cigar.  And  he  is  watching,  watching  a  window  by  which 
a  slim  figure  flits  now  and  again.  Then  darkness  fiills  on  the 
little  window.  The  sweet  eyes  are  closed.  Oh,  blessings,  blessings 
be  upon  them  !  The  stars  shine  overhead.  And  homeward  stalks 
Mr.  Firmin,  talking  to  himself,  and  brandishing  a  great  stick. 

I  wish  that  poor  Madame  Smolensk  could  deep  as  well  as 
the  people  in  her  house.  But  care,  with  the  cdd  feet,  gets  under 
the  coTerlid,  and  says,  "  Here  I  am  ;  you  know  that  bill  is  coming 
due  to-morrow."  Ah,  atni  ciira  I  can't  you  leave  the  poor  thing 
a  little  quiet  1     Hasn't  she  had  work  enough  all  day  ? 


CHAPTER  XX 

COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE 

WE  beg  the  gracious  reader  to  remember  that  Mr.  Philip's 
business  at  Paris  was  only  with  a  weekly  London  paper 
as  yet ;  and  hence  that  he  had  on  his  hands  a  great  deal 
of  leisure.  He  could  glance  over  the  state  of  Europe ;  give  the 
latest  news  from  the  salons,  imparted  to  him,  I  do  believe,  for  the 
most  part,  by  some  brother  hireling  scribes ;  be  present  at  all  the 
theatres  by  deputy  ;  and  smash  Louis  Philippe  or  Messieurs  Guizot 
and  Thiers  in  a  few  easily  turned  paragraphs,  which  cost  but  a  very 
few  hours'  labour  to  that  bold  and  rapid  pen.  A  wholesome  though 
humiliating  thought  it  must  be  to  great  and  learned  public  writers, 
that  tlieir  eloquent  sermons  are  but  for  the  day  ;  and  that,  having 
read  what  the  philosophers  say  on  Tuesday  or  Wednestiay,  we 
think  about  their  yesterday's  sennons  or  eiuuiys  no  more.  A  score 
of  years  hence,  men  will  read  the  papers  of  18G1  for  the  occurrences 
narrated — births,  marriages,  banknipt^ries,  elections,  murders,  deaths, 
and  so  forth ;  and  not  for  the  leading  articles.  "  Though  there 
were  some  of  my  letters,"  Mr.  Philip  would  say  in  after  times, 
**  that  I  fondly  fimcied  the  world  would  not  willingly  let  die.  I 
wanted  to  have  them  or  see  them  reprinted  in  a  volume,  but  I 
ctmld  find  no  publisher  willing  to  undertake  the  risk.  A  f<»nd 
being,  who  fancies  there  is  genius  in  everything  I  say  or  write, 
would  have  had  me  reprint  my  letters  to  the  Pail  Mali  Gazette  ; 
but  I  was  too  timid,  or  she,  perhaps,  was  too  confident.  The 
letters  never  were  republished.  Let  them  {mss."  They  hai^e 
passed.  And  he  sighs  in  mentioning  this  circumstanct; ;.  and  I 
think  tries  to  persuade  himself,  rather  than  others,  that  he  is  an 
unrecognised  genius. 

"  And  then,  you  know,"  he  pleads,  *'  I  was  in  love,  sir,  an<l 
spemling  all  my  days  at  Omphale's  knees.  I  didn't  do  justice  to 
my  powers.  If  I  had  had  a  daily  paper,  I  still  think  I  might  have 
made  a  good  public  writer;  and  that  I  hail  the  stuff  in  me — the 
stuff  in  me,  sir ! " 

The  tnith  is  that,  if  he  \\w\  had  a  daily  [lafier,  and  t«*n  times 
much  work  as  fell  to  his  lot,  Mr.  Philip  would  liave  found  means 
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of  pursuing  his  inclination,  as  he  ever  through  life  has  done.  The 
being  whom  a  young  man  wishes  to  see,  he  sees.  What  baainess  is 
superior  to  that  of  seeing  her?  'Tis  a  little  Hellespontine  matter 
keeps  Leander  from  his  Hero  ?  He  would  die  rather  than  not  see 
her.  Had  he  swum  out  of  that  difficulty  on  that  stormy  night, 
and  carried  on  a  few  months  later,  it  might  have  been,  "  Beloved ! 
my  cold  and  rheumatism  are  so  severe  that  the  doctor  says  I  must 
not  think  of  cold  bathing  at  night ; "  or  "  Dearest !  we  have  a  party 
at  tea,  and  you  mustn't  expe<!t  your  ever  fond  Lambda  to-night," 
and  so  forth,  and  so  forth.  But  in  the  heat  of  his  patesion  water 
could  not  stay  him ;  tempests  could  not  frighten  him ;  and  in  one 
of  them  he  went  down,  while  poor  Hero's  lamp  was  twinkling  and 
spending  its  best  flame  in  vain.  So  Philip  came  from  Sestos  to 
Abydos  daUy — across  one  of  the  bridges,  and  paying  a  halfpenny 
toll  very  likely — and,  late  or  early,  poor  little  Charlotte's  virgin 
lamps  were  lighted  in  her  eyes,  and  watching  for  him. 

Philip  made  many  sacrifices,  mind  you :  sacrifices  which  all  men 
are  not  in  the  habit  of  making.  When  Lord  Ringwood  was  in 
Paris,  twice,  thrice  he  refused  to  dine  with  his  Lordship,  until  that 
nobleman  smelt  a  rat,  as  the  saying  is — and  said,  '*  Well,  youngster, 
I  suppose  you  are  going  where  there  is  metal  more  attractive. 
When  you  come  to  twelve  lustres,  my  boy,  you'll  find  vanity  and 
vexation  in  that  sort  of  thing,  and  a  goo<l  dinner  better,  and  cheaper, 
too,  than  the  best  of  them."  And  when  some  of  Philip's  rich 
college  friends  met  him  in  his  exile,  an<l  asked  him  to  the  "  Rocher  " 
or  the  "  Trois  Fr^res,"  lie  would  break  away  from  those  banquets ; 
and  as  for  meeting  at  those  feasts  doubtful  companions,  whom  young 
men  will  sometimes  invite  to  tlieir  entertainments,  Philip  turned 
from  such  with  scorn  aiul  anger.  His  virtue  was  loud,  and  he 
proclaime<l  it  loudly.  He  expected  little  Charlotte  to  give  him 
cre<lit  for  it,  and  toM  her  of  his  8elf-<lenial.  And  she  believed  anv- 
thing  he  said ;  and  delighteti  in  everything  he  wrote  ;  and  copied 
out  his  articles  for  the  PrJl  Mall  Gazette  ;  and  treasuretl  his  poems 
in  her  desk  of  desks :  and  there  never  was  in  all  Sestos,  in  all 
Abydo^  in  all  Euro|>e,  in  all  Asia  Minor  or  Asia  Major,  such  a 
noble  creature  as  Leander,  Hero  tliought;  never,  never!  I  hope, 
young  ladies,  you  may  all  have  a  Leander,  on  his  way  to  the  tower 
where  the  light  of  your  love  is  burning  steadfastly.  I  hope,  young 
gentlemen,  you  have  each  of  you  a  beacon  in  sight,  and  may  meet 
with  no  mishap  in  swimming  to  it. 

From  my  previous  remarks  regarding  Mrs.  Baynes,  the  reader 
has  been  made  aware  that  the  General's  ^vife  was  no  more  faultless 
than  the  rest  of  her  fellow-creatures ;  and  having  already  candidly 
informed  the  public  tliat  the  writer  and  his  family  were  no  favourites 
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nf  this  lady,  I  have  now  the  pleasing  duty  of  recording  my  own 
opinions  regarding  her,  Mrs.  General  B.  was  an  early  riser.  She 
ras  a  frugal  wonian ;  fond  of  her  young,  or,  let  us  say,  anxious  to 
provide  for  their  maintenance;  and  here,  with  my  hest  oompli- 
nents,  I  think  the  catalogue  of  her  goorl  qualities  is  ended.  She 
lad  a  bad  violent  temper ;  a  disagreeable  person,  attired  in  very 
Md  taste ;  a  shrieking  voice ;  and  two  manners,  the  respectful  and 
:he  patronising,  which  were  both  alike  odious.  When  she  ordered 
E^aynes  to  nuirry  her,  gracious  powers !  why  <lid  he  not  nm  away  ? 
Who  dared  first  to  say  that  marriages  are  made  in  heaven  ?  We 
enow  that  there  are  not  only  blunders,  but  roguery  in  the  marriage 
)ffioe.  Do  not  mistakes  occur  every  day,  and  are  not  the  wrong 
fieople  coupled  f  Had  Heaven  anything  to  do  with  the  bargain  by 
irhich  young  Miss  Blushrose  was  sold  to  old  Mr.  Hoarfrost  t  Did 
Heaven  order  young  Miss  Tripper  to  throw  over  poor  Tom  Spooner, 
ind  marry  the  wealthy  Mr.  Bung?  You  may  as  we)l  say  that 
ioncB  are  sold  in  heaven,  which,  as  you  know,  are  groomed,  are 
loctored,  are  chanted  on  to  the  market,  and  warranted  by  dexterous 
lorse-vendors  as  possessing  every  qutUity  of  blood,  pace,  temper, 
ige.  Against  these  Mr.  Greenhorn  has  his  remedy  sometimes ;  but 
igainst  a  mother  who  sells  you  a  warranted  daughter,  what 
miiedy  is  there  ?  You  have  been  jockeyed  by  false  representations 
into  bidding  for  the  Cecilia,  and  the  animal  is  yours  for  life.  She 
ihies,  kicks,  stumbles,  has  an  infernal  temper,  is  a  crib-biter — and 
ihe  was  warranted  to  you  by  her  mother  as  the  most  perfect  good- 
tempered  creature,  whom  the  most  timid  might  manage  !  You  have 
txwgfat  her.  She  is  yours.  Heaven  bless  you  !  Take  her  home, 
lod  be  miserable  for  the  rest  of  your  days.  You  liave  no  redress. 
Yoa  have  done  the  deed.  Marriages  were  made  in  heaven,  you 
tmow ;  and  in  yours  you  were  as  much  sold  as  Moses  Primrose  was 
irhen  he  bought  the  gross  of  green  spectacles. 

I  don't  think  poor  GenenU  Baynes  ever  hail  a  proper  sense  of 
bis  situation^  or  knew  how  miserable  he  ought  by  rights  to  have 
been.  He  was  not  uncheerful  at  times:  a  silent  man,  liking  his 
robber  and  his  glass  of  wine  ;  a  very  weak  person  in  the  common 
tffiurs  of  life,  as  his  best  friends  must  own ;  but,  as  I  have  heard, 
&  very  tiger  in  action.  **I  know  your  opinion  of  the  ("ieneral," 
Philip  used  to  say  to  me,  in  his  grandiloquent  way.  **  You  despise 
men  who  don't  bully  their  wives ;  you  do,  sir !  You  think  the 
freneral  weak,  I  know,  I  know.  Other  brave  men  were  so  about 
women,  at  I  daresay  you  have  heard.  This  man,  so  weak  at  home, 
was  mighty  on  the  war-path  ;  and  in  his  wigwam  are  the  scalps  of 
eonntl«8  warriors." 

"  In  his  wig  what  / "  say  I.     The  truth  is,  on  his  meek  head 
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the  Greneral  wore  a  little  curling  chestnut  top-knot,  which  looked 
very  queer  and  out  of  place  over  that  wrinkled  and  war-warn  fiuse. 

"If  you  choose  to  laugh  at  your  joke,  pray  do,"  aaLys  Phil 
migestically.  *'  I  make  a  noble  image  of  a  warrior.  You  prefer 
a  barber's  pole.  Bon  !  Pass  me  the  wine.  The  Teteran  whom  I 
hope  to  salute  as  father  ere  long — the  soldier  of  twoity  batUes ; — 
who  saw  my  own  brave  grandfather  die  at  his  side — die  at  Bosaco, 
by  €}eoTge — you  laugh  at  on  account  of  his  wig.  It's  a  capital 
joke."  And  here  Phil  scowled  and  slapped  the  table,  and  passed 
his  hand  across  his  eyes,  as  though  the  death  of  his  grand&ther, 
which  occurred  long  before  Philip  was  bom,  caused  him  a  very 
serious  pang  of  grief.  Philip's  newspaper  business  brought  him 
to  London  on  occasions.  I  think  it  was  on  one  of  these  visits  that 
we  had  our  talk  about  Greneral  Baynes.  And  it  was  at  the  same 
time  Philip  described  the  boarding-house  to  us,  and  its  inmates,  and 
the  landlady,  and  the  doings  there. 

For  that  struggling  landlady,  as  for  all  women  in  distress,  our 
friend  had  a  great  sympathy  and  liking ;  and  she  returned  Philip's 
kindness  by  being  very  good  to  Mademoiselle  Charlotte,  and  very 
forbearing  with  the  General's  wife  and  his  other  children.  The 
appetites  of  those  little  ones  were  frightful,  the  temper  of  Madame 
la  G^n^rale  was  almost  intolerable,  but  Charlotte  was  an  angel,  and 
the  (general  was  a  mutton — a  true  mutton.  Her  own  &ther  had 
been  so.  The  brave  are  often  muttons  at  home.  I  suspect  that, 
though  Madame  could  have  made  but  little  profit  by  the  Creneral  s 
family,  his  monthly  payments  were  very  welcome  to  her  meagre 
little  exchequer.  "  Ah  !  if  all  my  locataires  were  like  him  !  "  sighed 
the  poor  lady.  "That  Madame  Boldero,  whom  the  Generaleas 
treats  always  as  Honourable,  I  wish  I  was  as  sure  of  her !  And 
others  again ! " 

I  never  kept  a  boarding-house,  but  I  am  sure  there  must  be 
many  painful  duties  attendant  on  that  profession.  What  can  you 
do  if  a  lady  or  gentleman  doesn't  pay  his  bill  ?  Turn  him  or  her 
out  1  Perhaps  tlie  very  thing  that  lady  or  gentleman  would  desire. 
They  go.  Those  trunks  which  you  have  insanely  detained,  and 
about  which  you  have  made  a  fight  and  a  scandal,  do  not  contain  a 
hundred  francs'  worth  of  goods,  and  your  debtors  never  come  bock 
again.  You  do  not  like  to  have  a  row  in  a  boarding-house  any  more 
than  you  would  like  to  have  a  party  with  scarlet  fever  in  your  best 
bedroom.  The  scarlet-fever  party  stays,  and  the  other  boarders  go 
away.  What,  you  ask,  do  I  mean  by  this  mystery  1  I  am  sorry 
to  have  to  give  up  names,  and  titled  names.  I  am  sorry  to  say  the 
Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero  did  not  pay  her  bills.  She  was  waiting  for 
remittances,  which  the  Honourable  Boldei-o  was  dreadfully  remiss  in 


ON   HIS   WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD     335 

sending.  A  dreadful  man !  He  wha  still  at  his  Lordship's  at 
Gaberlunzie  Castle,  shooting  the  wild  deer  and  hunting  the  roe.  And 
though  the  Honourable  Mrs.  B.'s  heart  was  in  the  Highlands,  of 
course  how  could  she  join  her  Highland  chief  without  the  money  to 
pay  Madame  ?  The  Highlands,  indeed  !  One  dull  day  it  came  out 
that  the  Honourable  Boldero  was  amusing  himself  in  the  Highlands 
of  Hesse  Homburg ;  and  engaged  in  the  dangerous  sport  which  is  to 
be  had  in  the  green  plains  about  Loch  Baden-badenoch  ! 

"Did  you  ever  hear  of  such  depravity]  The  woman  is  a 
desperate  and  unprincipled  adventuress  !  I  wonder  Madame  dares 
to  put  me  and  my  children  and  my  General  down  at  table  with 
such  people  as  those,  Philip ! "  cries  Madame  la  G^n^rale.  "  I 
mean  those  opposite — that  woman  and  her  two  daughters  who 
haven't  paid  Madame  a  shilling  for  three  months — who  owes 
roe  five  hundred  francs,  which  she  borrowed  until  next  Tuesday, 
expecting  a  remittance — a  pretty  remittance  indeed — from  Lord 
Strongithann.  Lonl  Strongitharm,  I  daresay  !  And  she  pretends  to 
be  most  intimate  at  the  embassy ;  and  that  she  would  introduce  us 
there,  and  at  the  Tuileries :  and  she  told  me  Lady  Garterton  had 
the  small-pox  in  the  house  ;  and  when  I  said  all  ours  had  been 
vaccinated,  and  I  didn't  mind,  she  fobbed  me  off  with  some  other 
excuse  ;  and  it's  my  belief  the  woman's  a  humbufj.  Overhear  me  ! 
I  don't  care  if  she  does  overhear  me.  No.  You  may  look  as  much 
as  you  like,  my  Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero  ;  and  I  don't  care  if  you 
do  overhear  me.  Ogoost !  Pomdytare  pour  le  G^n^ral !  How  tough 
Madame's  boof  is,  and  it's  boof,  boof,  boof  every  day,  till  I'm  sick 
of  boof.  Ogoost !  why  don't  you  attend  to  my  children  1 "  And 
so  forth. 

By  this  report  of  the  worthy  woman's  conversation,  you  will 
see  that  the  friendship  wliich  Ihad  sprung  up  between  the  two 
Udies  had  come  to  an '  end,  in  consequence  of  painful  pecuniary 
disputes  between  them  ;  that  to  keep  a  boarding-house  can't  be  a 
very  pleasant  occupation  ;  and  that  even  to  dine  in  a  boarding-house 
must  be  only  bad  fun  when  tlic  company  is  frightened  and  dull,  and 
when  there  are  two  old  women  at  table  ready  to  fling  the  dishes  at 
each  other's  fronts.  At  the  period  of  which  I  now  write,  I  promise 
you,  there  was  very  little  of  the  piano-<luet  business  going  on  after 
dinner.  In  the  first  place,  evcrylxxly  knew  the  girls'  pieces ;  and 
when  they  began,  Mrs.  General  Ba>'nes  would  lift  up  a  voice  louder 
than  the  jingling  old  instrument,  thumped  Minna  and  Brenda  ever 
so  loudly.  "  Perfect  strangers  to  me,  Mr.  Clancy,  I  assure  you. 
Ha«l  I  known  her,  you  don't  suppo«*e  I  would  have  lent  her  the 
money.  Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero,  indeed  !  Five  weeks  she  has 
owed  me  five  hundred  frongs.     Bong  swor.  Monsieur  Bidois  !     Sang 
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song  fh>iig  pas  payy  encor !  Prommyy  pas  pajry ! "  Fancy,  I  lay, 
what  a  dreary  life  that  must  have  been  at  the  sdect  boaiding-hoose, 
where  these  two  parties  were  doing  battle  daUy  after  dinner! 
Fancy,  at  the  select  soir^  the  General's  lady  seizing  upon  one 
guest  after  another,  and  calling  out  her  wrongs,  and  pointing  to 
the  wrong-doer ;  and  poor  Madame  Smolensk,  smirking  and  smiling, 
and  flying  from  one  end  of  the  salon  to  the  other,  and  thanking  M. 
PiYoine  for  his  charming  romance,  and  M.  Brumm  for  his  admirable 
performance  on  the  rioloncello,  and  even  asking  those  poor  Miss 
Bolderos  to  perform  their  duet — for  her  heart  melted  towards  them. 
Not  ignorant  of  eril,  she  had  learned  to  succour  the  miaeTable. 
She  knew  what  poverty  was,  and  had  to  coax  scowling  duns,  and 
wheedle  vulgar  creditors.  ''Tenez,  Monsieur  Philippe,"  she  said, 
''the  Gr^n^rale  is  too  cruel.  There  are  others  here  who  mi^t 
complain,  and  are  silent."  Philip  felt  all  this ;  the  conduct  of  his 
future  mother-in-law  filled  him  with  dismay  and  horror.  And  some 
time  aftier  these  remarkable  circumstances,  he  told  me,  blushing  as 
he  spoke,  a  humiliating  secret.  "Do  you  know,  sir,"  says  he, 
"  th]U  that  autumn  I  made  a  pretty  good  thing  of  it  with  one  thing 
or  another.  I  did  my  work  for  the  Pali  Mall  Gazette :  and  Smith, 
of  the  Daily  IntdHgencer^  wanting  a  month's  holiday,  gave  me  his 
letter  and  ten  francs  a  day.  And  at  that  very  time  I  met  Redman, 
who  had  owed  me  twenty  pounds  ever  since  we  were  at  coll^;e, 
and  who  was  just  coming  back  flush  from  Homburg,  and  paid  me. 
Well,  now.  Swear  you  won't  telL  Swear  on  your  faith  as  a 
Christian  raan  !  With  this  money  I  went,  sir,  privily  to  Mrs. 
Boldero.  I  said  if  she  woul'i  pay  the  dragon — I  mean  Mrs,  Baynes 
— I  would  lend  her  the  monev.  And  I  did  lend  her  the  monev, 
and  the  Boldero  never  paid  back  Mrs.  Baj-nes.  Don't  mention  it. 
Promise  me  you  won't  tell  Mrs.  Baynes.  I  never  expected  to  get 
Redman's  money,  you  know,  and  am  no  worse  off  than  before.  One 
day  of  the  Grandes  Eaux  we  went  to  Versailles,  I  think,  and  the 
Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero  gave  us  the  slip.  She  left  the  poor  giris 
behind  her  in  pledge,  who,  to  do  them  justice,  cried  and  were  in  a 
dreadful  way ;  and  when  Mrs.  Baynes,  on  our  return,  began  shriek- 
ing about  her  'sang  song  frong,'  Madame  Smolensk  fairly  lost 
patience  for  once,  and  said,  'Mais,  madame,  vous  nous  fatiguez 
avec  vos  cinq  cent  francs ; '  on  which  the  other  muttered  something 
about  *  Ansolong,'  but  was  briskly  taken  up  by  her  husband,  who 
said,  *  By  (Jeorge,  Eliza,  Madame  is  quite  right.  And  I  wish  the 
five  hundred  francs  were  in  the  sea.' " 

Thus,  you  understand,  if  Mrs.  General  Baynes  thought  some 
people  were  "  stuck-up  people,"  some  people  can — and  hereby  do 
by  these  presents — pay  off  Mrs,  Baynes,  by  furnishing  the  pubhc 
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with  a  candid  opinion  of  that  lady's  morals,  manners,  and  character. 
How  could  sach  a  shrewd  woman  be  dazzled  so  repeatedly  by  ranks 
and  titles!  There  used  to  dine  at  Marlame  Smolensk's  boarding- 
house  a  certain  Oerman  baron,  with  a  large  finger  ring  upon  a  dingy 
finger,  towards  whom  the  lady  was  pleased  to  cast  the  eye  of  Jhvour, 
and  who  chose  to  fall  in  love  with  her  pretty  daughter ;  young  Mr. 
Clancy,  the  Irish  poet,  was  also  smitten  with  the  charms  of  the  fair 
young  lady ;  and  this  intrepid  mother  encouraged  both  suitors,  to 
the  unspeakable  agonies  of  Philip  Firmin,  who  felt  often  that  whilst 
he  was  away  at  his  work  these  inmates  of  Madame  Smolensk's  house 
were  near  his  charmer — at  her  side  at  lunch,  ever  handing  her  the 
cup  at  breakfiist,  on  the  watch  for  her  when  she  walked  forth  in 
the  garden ;  and  I  take  the  pangs  of  jealousy  to  have  formed  a  part 
of  those  unspeakable  sufierings  which  Philip  said  he  endured  in  the 
house  whither  he  came  courting. 

Little  Charlotte,  in  one  or  two  of  her  letters  to  her  friends 
in  Queen  Square,  London,  meekly  complained  of  Philip's  tendency 
to  jealousy. 

'*  Does  he  think,  after  knowing  him,  I  can  think  of  these  horrid 
men!"  she  asked.  ''I  don't  understand  what  Mr.  Clancy  is 
talking  about,  when  he  comes  to  me  with  his  '  pomes  and  potry  ; ' 
and  who  can  read  poetry  like  Philip  himself?  Then  the  Oerman 
baron — who  does  not  call  even  himself  baron :  it  is  mamma  who 
will  insist  upon  calling  him  so — has  such  very  dirty  things,  and 
smells  so  of  cigars,  that  I  don't  like  to  come  near  him.  Philip 
smokes  too,  but  his  cigars  are  quite  pleasant.  Ah,  dear  friend,  how 
could  he  ever  think  such  men  as  these  were  to  be  put  in  comparison 
with  him  !  And  he  scolds  so  ;  and  scowls  at  the  poor  men  in  the 
evening  when  he  comes !  and  his  temper  is  so  high !  Do  say  a 
uford  to  him — quite  cautiously  and  gently,  you  know — in  behalf 
of  your  fondly  attached  and  mo8t  happy — only  he  will  make  me 
unhappy  sometimes ;  but  youll  prevent  him,  won't  you  ? 

"Charlotte  B." 

I  could  fimcy  Philip  hectoring  through  the  part  of  Othello,  and 
his  poor  young  Desdemona  not  a  little  frightened  at  his  black 
humours.  Such  sentiments  as  Mr.  Philip  felt  strongly,  he  expressed 
with  an  uproar.  Charlotte's  correspondent,  as  usual,  maile  light  of 
these  little  domestic  confidences  and  grievances.  *' Women  don't 
dislike  a  jealous  scolding,"  she  said.  '*  It  may  be  rather  tiresome, 
bat  it  is  always  a  compliment.  Some  husbands  think  so  well  of 
themselves,  that  they  can't  condescend  to  be  jealous."  ''Yes,"  I 
say,  ''women  prefer  to  have  tyrants  over  them.     A  scolding  yoo 
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think  is  a  mark  of  atteDtion.  Hadn't  yon  better  adopt  the  Russian 
system  at  once,  and  go  out  and  buy  me  a  whip,  and  preaent  it  to 
me  with  a  curtsey,  and  your  compliments ;  and  a  meek  prayer  that 
I  should  use  iti "  "  Present  you  a  whip !  present  you  a  goose ! " 
says  the  lady,  who  encourages  scolding  in  other  husbands,  it  seems, 
but  won't  suffer  a  word  fix>m  her  own. 

Both  disputants  had  set  their  sentimental  hearts  on  the  marriage 
of  this  young  man  and  this  young  woman.  Little  Charlotte's  heart 
was  so  bent  on  the  match,  that  it  would  break,  we  fimded,  if  she 
were  disappointed ;  and  in  her  mother's  behayiour  we  felt,  from  the 
knowledge  we  had  of  the  woman's  disposition,  there  was  a  serious 
cause  for  alarm.  Should  a  better  offer  present  itself  BCrs.  Baynes, 
we  feared,  would  fling  over  poor  Philip :  or  it  was  in  reason  and 
nature,  that  he  would  come  to  a  quarrel  with  her,  and  in  the  course 
of  the  pitched  battle  which  must  ensue  between  them,  he  would 
fire  off  expressions  mortally  ii\juriou8.  Are  there  not  many  people, 
in  every  one's  acquaintance,  who,  as  soon  as  they  hare  made  a 
bargain,  repent  of  it  t  Philip,  as  *'  preserver  "  of  General  Baynes, 
in  the  first  fervour  of  fiimily  gratitude  for  that  act  of  self-saoifioe 
on  the  young  man's  part,  was  very  welL  But  gratitude  wears  out ; 
or  suppose  a  woman  says,  "  It  is  my  duty  to  my  child  to  recall 
my  word ;  and  not  allow  her  to  fling  herself  away  on  a  b^gar." 
Suppose  that  you  and  I,  strongly  inclined  to  do  a  mean  action,  get 
a  good,  available,  and  moral  motive  for  iti  I  trembled  for  poor 
Philip's  course  of  tnie  love,  and  little  Charlotte's  chances,  when 
these  surmises  crossed  my  mind.  There  was  a  hope  still  in  the 
honour  and  gratitude  of  (reneral  Baynes.  He  would  not  desert  his 
young  friend  and  benefactor.  Now  Greneral  Baynes  was  a  brave 
man  of  war,  and  so  was  John  of  Marlborough  a  brave  man  of  war ; 
but  it  is  certain  that  both  were  afraid  of  their  wives. 

We  have  said  by  whose  invitation  and  encouragement  Greneral 
Baynes  was  induced  to  bring  his  family  to  the  boanling-house  at 
Paris ;  the  instigation,  namely,  of  his  friend  and  companion  in  arms, 
the  gallant  Colonel  Bunch.  When  the  Baynes  family  arrived,  the 
Bunches  were  on  the  steps  of  Madame's  house,  waving  a  welcome 
to  the  new-comers.  It  was,  "  Here  we  are,  Bunch  my  boy."  "  Glad 
to  see  you,  Baynes.  Right  well  you're  looking,  and  so's  Mrs.  B." 
And  the  General  replies,  "  And  so  are  you,  Bunch  ;  and  so  do  yaw, 
Mrs.  B."  "  How  do,  boys?  How  dVou  do,  Miss  Charlotte?  Come 
to  show  the  Paris  fellows  what  a  pretty  girl  is,  hey  ?  Blooming  like 
a  rose,  Baynes ! "  "  I'm  telling  the  General,"  cries  the  Colonel  to 
the  Greneral's  lady,  "  the  girl's  the  very  image  of  her  mother."  In 
this  case  poor  Charlotte  must  have  looked  like  a  yellow  rose,  for  Mrs. 
Baynes  was  of  a  bilious  temperament  and  complexion,  whereas  Miss 


ON    HIS    WAY   THROUGH    THE    WORLD     339 

Charlotte  was  as  fresh  pink  and  white  as — what  shall  we  say  7 — as 
the  very  freshest  strawberries  mingled  with  the  very  nicest  cream. 

The  two  old  soldiers  were  of  very  great  comfort  to  one  another. 
They  toddled  down  to  Galignani's  together  daily,  and  read  the 
papers  there.  They  went  and  looked  at  the  reviews  in  the 
Carrousel,  and  once  or  twice  to  the  Champ  de  Mars: — recognising 
here  and  there  the  numbers  of  the  regiments  against  which  they 
had  been  engaged  in  the  famous  ancient  wars.  They  did  not  brag 
in  the  least  about  their  achievements,  they  winked  and  understood 
each  other.  They  got  their  old  uniforms  out  of  their  old  boxes, 
and  took  a  voiture  de  remise^  by  Jove !  and  went  to  be  presented 
to  Louis  Philippe.  They  bought  a  catalogue,  and  went  to  the 
Louvre,  and  wagged  their  honest  old  heads  before  the  pictures ; 
and,  I  daresay,  winked  and  nudged  each  other's  brave  old  sides 
at  some  of  the  nymphs  in  the  statue  gallery.  They  went  out  to 
Versailles  with  their  families ;  loyally  stood  treat  to  the  ladies  at 
the  restaimiteur's.  (Bunch  had  taken  down  a  memorandum  in 
his  pocket-book,  from  Benyon,  who  had  been  the  Duke's  aide-de- 
camp in  the  last  campaign,  to  "go  to  l^uvillier's,"  only  Beau- 
villier's  had  been  shut  up  for  twenty  years.)  They  took  their 
families  and  Charlotte  to  the  Th^tre  Fran<;ais,  to  a  tragedy;  and 
they  had  books :  and  they  said  it  was  the  most  confounded  non- 
sense they  ever  saw  in  their  lives ;  and  I  am  bound  to  say  that 
Bunch,  in  the  back  of  the  box,  snored  so,  that,  though  in  retire- 
ment, he  created  quite  a  sensation.  **  Corneal,''  he  owns,  was  too 
much  for  him :  give  him  Shakspeare :  give  him  John  Kemble : 
give  him  Mrs.  Siddons :  give  him  Mrs.  Jordan.  But  as  for  this 
sort  of  thing ?  "I  think  our  play  days  are  over,  Baynes, — hey  1 " 
And  I  also  believe  that  Miss  Charlotte  Baynes,  whose  knowledge 
of  the  language  was  imperfect  as  yet,  was  very  much  bewildered 
during  the  tragedy  and  could  give  but  an  imperfect  account  of  it. 
But  then  Philip  Fimiin  was  in  the  orchestra  stalls ;  and  had  he 
not  sent  three  bouquets  for  the  three  ladies,  regretting  that  he 
could  not  come  to  see  somebody  in  the  Champs  Elys^  because 
it  was  his  post  day,  and  he  must  write  his  letter  for  the  Pall  A/all 
Gazette  1  There  he  was,  her  Cid ;  her  peerless  champion :  and 
to  give  up  fistther  and  mother  for  him  ?  our  little  Chim^ne  thought 
such  a  sacrifice  not  too  difficult.  Afler  that  dismal  attempt  at 
the  theatre,  the  experiment  was  not  repeate<l.  The  old  pentlemen 
preferred  their  whist  to  those  pompous  Alexandrines  sung  through 
the  nose,  which  Colonel  Bunch,  a  facetious  little  colonel,  used  to 
imitate,  and,  I  am  given  to  imderstand,  very  badly. 

The  good  gentlemen's  ordinary  amusement  was  a  game  at  cards 
after  dinner;   and  they  compared   Madame  a  to  an  East  Indiaa 
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ship,  qaarrels  and  alL  Sarah  went  on  just  in  that  way  on  board 
the  Burrumpooter.  Always  rows  about  jveoedenoe,  and  the 
sernces,  and  the  deuce  knows  what  Women  always  wilL  Sanh 
Bunch  went  on  in  that  way:  and  Eliza  Baynes  aJso  went  on  in 
that  way ;  but  I  should  think,  from  the  most  trustworthy  informa- 
tion, that  Eliza  was  worse  than  Sarah. 

"  About  any  person  with  a  title,  that  woman  will  make  a  fool 
of  herself  to  the  end  of  the  chapter,"  remarked  Sarah  of  her  friend. 
"  You  remember  how  she  used  to  go  on  at  Barrackpore  aboat  that 
little  shrimp,  Stoney  Battersby,  because  he  was  an  Irish  Tiaooant's 
■on  f  See  how  she  flings  herself  at  the  head  of  Uds  Mn.  Bc^ero, 
— with  her  airs,  and  her  paint,  and  her  black  front !  I  can't  bear 
the  woman !  I  know  she  has  not  paid  Madame.  I  know  she  is 
no  better  than  she  should  be — and  to  see  Eliza  Baynes  coaxing 
her,  and  sidling  up  to  her,  and  flattering  her ; — it's  too  bad,  that 
it  Is !  A  woman  who  owes  ever  so  much  to  Madame !  a  woman 
who  doesn't  pay  her  washerwoman  ! " 

"  Just  like  the  Bwrrumpooter  over  again,  my  dear,"  cries  Golond 
Bunch.  "You  and  Eliza  Baynes  were  always  quarrdling,  that's 
the  fiict.  Why  did  you  ask  her  to  come  here  1  I  knew  yon  would 
begin  again,  as  soon  as  you  met"  And  the  truth  was  tiiat  these 
ladies  were  always  fighting  and  making  up  again: 

''  So  you  and  Mrs.  Bunch  were  old  acquaintances  I "  asked  Mrs. 
Boldero  of  her  new  friend.  "My  dear  Mrs.  Baynes !  I  should  haxdly 
have  thought  it :  your  manners  are  so  different !  Your  friend,  if  I 
may  be  so  free  as  to  speak,  has  the  camp  manner.  You  have  not 
the  camp  manner  at  all.  I  should  have  thought  you — excuse  me 
the  phrase,  but  I'm  so  open,  and  always  speak  my  mind  out — you 
haven't  the  camp  manner  at  all.  You  seem  as  if  you  were  one 
of  us.     Minna !  doesn't  Mrs.  Baynes  put  you  in  mind  of  Lady 

Hm ?"      (The   name   is   inaudible,    in    consequence   of    Mrs. 

Boldero's  exceeding  shyness  in  mentioning  names — but  the  girls 

see  the  likeness  to  dear  Lady  Hm at  once.)     "  And  when  you 

bring  your  dear  girl  to  London  youll  know  the  lady  I  mean,  and 
judge  for  yourself  I  assure  you  I  am  not  disparaging  you,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Baynes,  in  comparing  you  to  her ! " 

And  so  the  conversation  goes  on.  If  Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter 
at  Tours  chose  to  betray  secrets,  she  could  give  extracts  from  her 
sister's  letters  to  show  how  profound  was  the  impression  created  in 
Mrs.  General  Baynes's  mind  by  the  professions  and  conversations  of 
the  Scotch  lad  v. 

"Didn't  the  Greneral  shoot  and  love  deer-stalking  1  The  dear 
(general  must  come  to  (xaberlunzie  Castle,  where  she  would  promiK 
him  a  Highland  welcome.     Her  brother  Strongitharm  was  the  most 
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imiabla  of  men ;  adored  her  and  her  girls :  there  was  talk  even  of 
nanTing  Minna  to  the  Captain,  but  she,  for  her  part,  could  not 
md¥re  the  marriage  of  first  cousins.  There  was  a  tradition  against 
luch  marriages  in  their  family.  Of  three  Bolderos  and  Strong- 
tharma  who  married  their  first  cousins,  one  was  drowned  in 
Graberlumde  lake  three  weeks  after  the  marriage  ;  one  lost  his  wife 
by  a  galloping  consumption,  and  died  a  monk  at  Rome ;  and  the 
thiid  married  a  fortnight  before  the  battle  of  CuUoden,  where  he 
raa  slain  at  the  hea^l  of  the  Strongitharms.  Mrs.  Baynes  had  no 
uiea  of  the  splendour  of  Gkiberlunzie  Castle  :  seventy  bedrooms  and 
thirteen  company-rooms,  besides  the  picture-gallery  !  In  Edinburgh, 
the  Strongitharm  had  the  right  to  wear  his  bonnet  in  the  presence 
if  his  sovereign."  "  A  bonnet !  how  very  odd,  my  dear !  But 
Kith  ostrich  plumes,  I  daresay  it  may  look  well,  especially  as  the 
Highlanders  wear  frocks,  too."  "  Lord  Strongitharm  had  no  house 
n  London,  having  almost  ruined  himself  in  building  his  princely 
aiKtle  in  the  North.  Mrs.  Baynes  muH  come  there  and  meet  their 
noble  relatives  and  all  tiie  Scottish  nobility."  '*Nor  do  /  care 
ibout  these  vanities,  my  dear ;  but  to  bring  my  sweet  Charlotte 
nto  the  world,  is  it  not  a  mother's  duty  ?  " 

Not  only  to  her  sister,  but  likewise  to  Charlotte's  friends  of 
i^een  Square,  did  Mrs.  Baynes  impart  these  delightful  news.  But 
this  is  in  the  first  aniour  of  the  friendship  which  arises  between 
lira.  Baynes  and  Mrs.  Boldero,  and  before  those  unpleasant  money 
iisputes  of  which  we  have  spoken. 

Afterwards,  when  the  two  lailies  have  quarrelled  regarding  the 
nemorable  ''sang  song  frong,"  I  think  Mrs.  Bunch  come  round 
o  Mrs.  Boldero's  side.  *'  Eliza  Baynes  is  too  hard  on  her.  It  is 
4M>  cruel  to  insult  her  before  those  two  imhappy  daughters.  The 
voman  is  an  odious  woman,  and  a  vulgar  woman,  and  a  schemer, 
md  I  always  said  so.  But  to  box  her  ears  before  her  daughters — 
ler  honourable  friend  of  last  week  !  it's  a  shame  of  Elixa  ! " 

"  My  dear,  youM  better  tell  her  so ! "  says  Bunch  drily. 
'  But  if  you  do,  tell  her  when  I'm  out  of  the  way,  please  ! "  And 
icoordingly,  one  day  when  the  two  old  officers  return  from  their 
(troU,  Mrs.  Bunch  informs  the  Colonel  that  she  has  had  it  out  with 
Slifli ;  an<l  Mrs.  Baynes,  with  a  heated  &ce,  telk  the  Ckneral  that 
the  and  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch  have  quarrelled ;  and  she  is  determined 
t  shall  be  for  the  last  time.  So  that  poor  Madame  de  Smolensk 
laa  to  interpose  between  Mrs.  Baynes  and  Mrs.  Boldero ;  between 
tfrs.  Baynes  and  Mrs.  Buncrh ;  and  to  sit  surroumled  by  glaring 
'vei,  and  hissing  innuendoes,  and  in  the  midst  of  feuds  unhodable. 
>f  course,  from  the  women  the  quarrelling  will  spread  to  the 
[eotlemen.      That    always    happens.      Poor   Madame    trembles. 
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Again  Banch  gives  his  neighbcmr  his  word  that  it  is  like  the 
Burrumpooter  East  Indiaman — the  BwrrumpooiUr  in  verj  bed 
weather,  too. 

"  At  any  rate,  we  won't  he  lugged  into  it,  Baynes  my  boy ! " 
says  the  Colonel^  who  is  of  a  sanguine  temperament^  to  his 
friend. 

''Hey,  hey!  don't  be  too  sure.  Bunch;  don't  he  too  sure^" 
sighs  the  other  veteran,  who,  it  may  be,  is  of  a  more  despond- 
ing turn,  as,  after  a  battle  at  luncheon,  in  which  the  Amamns 
were  fiercely  engaged,  the  two  old  warriors  take  their  walk  to 
Qalignani's. 

Towards  his  Charlotte's  relatives  poor  Philip  was  respectfiil  by 
duty  and  a  sense  of  interest,  perhaps.  Before  marriage,  espedally, 
men  are  very  kind  to  the  relatives  of  the  beloved  object.  They 
pay  compliments  to  mamma ;  they  listen  to  papa  s  old  stories,  and 
laugh  appositely ;  they  bring  presents  for  the  innocent  young  ones, 
and  let  the  little  brothers  kick  their  shins.  Philip  endured  the 
juvenile  Bayneses  very  kindly :  he  took  the  boys  to  Franooni's,  and 
made  his  conversation  as  suitable  as  he  could  to  the  old  people. 
He  was  fond  of  the  old  C^eneral,  a  simple  and  worthy  old  man  ;  and 
had,  as  we  have  said,  a  hearty  sympathy  and  respect  for  Madame 
Smolensk,  admiring  her  constancy  and  good-humour  under  her 
many  trials.  But  those  who  have  perused  his  memoirs  are  aware 
that  Mr.  Firmin  could  make  himself,  on  occasions,  not  a  little 
disagreeable.  When  sprawling  on  a  sofiE^  engaged  in  converBation 
with  his  charmer,  he  would  not  budge  when  other  ladies  entered 
the  room.  He  scowled  at  them,  if  he  did  not  like  them.  He  was 
not  at  the  least  trouble  to  conceal  his  likes  or  dislikes.  He  had  a 
manner  of  fixing  his  glass  in  his  eye,  putting  his  thumbs  into  the 
armholes  of  his  waistcoat,  and  talking  and  laughing  very  loudly  at 
his  own  jokes  or  conceits,  which  was  not  pleasant  or  respectful 
to  ladies. 

"Your  loud  young  friend,  with  the  cracked  boots,  is  very 
mauvais  ton,  my  dear  Mrs.  Baynes,"  Mrs.  Boldero  remarked  to  her 
new  friend,  in  the  first  ardour  of  their  friendship.  "  A  relative  of 
Lonl  Ringwood's,  is  he  ?  Lord  Ringwood  is  a  very  queer  person. 
A  son  of  that  dreadful  Dr.  Firmin,  who  ran  away  j^r  cheating 
everybody  ?  Poor  young  man  !  He  can't  help  having  such  a  &ther, 
as  you  say,  and  most  good,  and  kind,  and  generous  of  you  to  say 
so.  And  the  General  and  the  Honourable  Philip  Ringwood  were 
early  companions  together,  I  daresay.  But,  having  such  an  unfor- 
tunate father  as  Dr.  Firmin,  I  tliink  Mr.  Firmin  might  be  a  little 
leas  prononcd ;  don't  you  1  And  to  see  him  in  cracked  boots,  sprawl- 
ing over  the  sofas,  and  hear  him,  when  my  loves  are  playing  their 
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duets,  laugfaing  and  talking  so  very  loud, — I  confess  isn't  pleasant 
to  me.  I  am  not  used  to  that  kind  of  monde^  nor  are  my  dear 
loves.  You  are  under  great  obligations  to  him,  and  he  has  behaved 
nobly,  you  say  ?  Of  course.  To  get  into  your  society  an  unfortunate 
young  man  will  be  on  his  best  behaviour,  though  he  certainly  does 
not  condescend  to  be  civil  to  us.  But  ....  What !  that  young 
man  engaged  to  that  lovely,  innocent,  charming  child,  your  daughter  % 
My  dear  creature,  you  frighten  me !  A  man,  with  such  a  father ; 
and,  excuse  me,  with  such  a  manner ;  and  without  a  penny  in  the 
world,  engaged  to  Miss  Baynes !  Gkxxlness,  powers  !  It  must  never 
be.  It  shall  not  be,  my  dear  Mrs.  Baynes.  Why,  I  have  written 
to  my  nephew  Lenox  to  come  over,  Strongitharm's  favourite  son 
and  my  favourite  nephew.  I  have  told  him  that  there  is  a  sweet 
young  creature  here  whom  he  must  and  ought  to  see.  How  well 
that  dear  child  would  look  presiding  at  Strongitharm  Castle  1  And 
you  are  going  to  give  her  to  that  dreadful  young  man  with  the 
loud  voice  and  the  cracked  boots — that  smoky  young  man — oh, 
impossible !  *' 

Madame  had,  no  doubt,  given  a  very  favourable  report  of  her 
new  lodgers  to  the  other  inmates  of  her  house ;  and  she  and  Mrs. 
Boldero  had  concluded  that  all  general  officers  returning  from  India 
were  immensely  rich.  To  think  that  her  daughter  might  be  the 
Honourable  Mrs.  Strongitharm,  Baroness  Strongitharm,  and  walk 
in  a  coronation  in  robes,  with  a  coronet  in  her  hand  !  Mrs.  Baynes 
yielded  in  loyalty  to  no  woman,  but  I  fear  her  wicked  desires  com- 
passed a  speedy  Royal  demise,  as  this  thought  passed  through  her 
mind  of  the  Honourable  Lenox  Strongitharm.  She  looked  him  out 
in  the  Peerage,  and  found  that  young  nobleman  designated  as  the 
Captain  of  Strongitharm.  Charlotte  might  be  the  Honourable  Mrs. 
Captain  of  Strongitharm  !  When  poor  Phil  stalked  in  after  dinner 
that  evening  in  his  shabby  boots,  and  smoky  paletot,  Mrs.  Baynes 
gave  him  but  a  grim  welcome.  He  went  and  prattled  unconsciously 
by  the  side  of  his  little  Charlotte,  whose  tender  eyes  dwelt  upon 
his,  and  whose  fair  cheeks  flung  out  their  blushes  of  welcome.  He 
prattled  away.  He  laughed  out  loud  whibt  Minna  and  Brenda 
were  thumping  their  duet.  *'  Taisez-vous  done.  Monsieur  Philippe," 
cries  Madame,  putting  her  finger  to  her  lip.  The  Honourable  Mrs. 
Boldero  looked  at  dear  Mrs.  Baynes,  and  shrugged  her  shoulders. 
Poor  Philip !  would  he  have  laughed  so  loudly  (and  so  rudely,  too, 
as  I  own)  had  he  known  what  was  passing  in  the  minds  of  those 
women  t  Treason  was  passing  there :  and  before  that  glance  of 
knowing  scorn,  shot  from  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero's  eyes,  dear 
Mrs.  Oeneral  Baynes  faltere<l.  How  very  curt  and  dry  she  was 
with  Philip !    how  testy  with  Charlotte !     Poor  Philip,  knowing 
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that  his  charmer  was  in  the  power  of  her  mother^  was  pretty 
humble  to  this  dragon ;  and  attempted,  by  uncooth  flatteries,  to 
soothe  and  propitiate  her.  She  had  a  queer  dry  humour,  and  loved 
a  joke ;  but  I^'s  fell  very  flat  this  night  BCrs.  Baynes  reeeiTed 
his  pleasantries  with  an  *'  Oh,  indeed !  She  was  sure  she  heard 
one  of  the  children  crying  in  their  nursery.  Do^  pi^y»  go  uid  see, 
Charlotte,  what  that  child  is  cr3ring  about"  And  away  goes  poor 
Oharlotte,  having  but  dim  presentiment  of  misfortune  as  yet  Was 
not  mamma  often  in  an  ill-humour ;  and  were  they  not  aU  used  to 
her  scoldings  1 

As  for  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  I  am  scHry  to  say  that,  up  to  this 
time,  Philip  was  not  only  no  £i,vourite  with  her,  but  was  heartily 
disliked  by  that  lady.  I  have  told  you  our  friend's  faults.  He 
was  loud :  he  wss  abrupt :  he  was  rude  often  :  and  often  gaTe  just 
cause  of  annoyance  by  his  laughter,  his  disrespect,  and  his  swagger- 
ing manner.  To  those  whom  he  liked  he  was  as  gentle  as  a  woman  : 
and  treated  them  with  an  extreme  tenderness  and  touching  rough 
respect  But  those  persons  about  whom  he  was  indifierent,  he 
never  took  the  least  trouble  to  conciliate  or  please.  If  they  told 
long  stories,  for  example,  he  would  turn  on  his  heel,  or  interrupt 
them  by  observations  of  his  own  on  some  quite  different  subject 
BCrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  then,  positively  disliked  that  young  man,  and 
I  think  had  very  good  reasons  for  her  dislike.  As  for  Bunch,  Bunch 
said  to  Baynes,  *'  Cool  hand,  that  young  fellow ! "  and  winked. 
And  Baynes  said  to  Bunch,  "  Queer  chap.  Fine  fellow,  as  I  have 
reason  to  know  pretty  welL  I  play  a  club.  No  clubl  I  mark 
honours  and  two  tricks."  And  the  game  went  on.  Clancy  hated 
Philip :  a  meek  man  whom  Firmin  had  yet  manager  i  to  offend. 
**  That  man,"  the  pote  Clancy  remarked,  "  has  a  manner  of  treading 
on  me  corrans  which  is  intolerable  to  me !  " 

The  truth  is,  Philip  was  always  putting  his  foot  on  some  other 
foot,  and  trampling  it  And  as  for  the  Boldero  clan,  Mr.  Firmin 
treated  them  with  the  most  amusing  insolence,  and  ignored  them 
as  if  they  were  out  of  existence  altogether.  So  you  see  the  poor 
fellow  had  not  with  his  poverty  learaed  the  least  lesson  of  humility, 
or  acquired  the  very  earliest  rudiments  of  the  art  of  making  friends. 
I  think  his  best  friend  in  the  house  was  its  mistress,  Madame 
Smolensk.  Mr.  Philip  treated  her  as  an  equal :  which  mark  of 
affability  he  was  not  in  the  habit  of  bestowing  on  all  persons. 
Some  great  people,  some  rich  people,  some  would-be  fine  people,  he 
would  patronise  with  an  insufferable  audacity.  Rank  and  wealth 
do  not  seem  somehow  to  influence  this  man,  as  they  do  commoo 
mortals.  He  wuuM  tap  a  bishop  on  the  waistcoat  and  contradict 
a  duke  at  their  flrst  meeting.     I  have  seen  him  walk  out  of  church 
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duiiDg  a  stupid  sennoD,  with  an  audible  remark  perhaps  to  that 
effect,  and  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  course  that  he  should  go.  If 
the  company  bored  him  at  dinner,  he  would  go  to  sleep  in  the  most 
unaffected  manner.  At  home  we  were  always  kept  in  a  pleasant 
state  of  anxiety,  not  only  by  what  he  did  and  said,  but  by  the  idea 
of  what  he  might  do  or  say  next.  He  did  not  go  to  sleep  at 
Madame's  boarding-house,  preferring  to  keep  his  eyes  open  to  look 
at  pretty  Charlotte's.  And  were  there  ever  such  sapphires  as  his? 
she  thought.  And  hers  ?  Ah  !  if  they  have  tears  to  shed,  I  hope 
a  kind  fate  will  dry  them  quickly ! 


CHAPTER  XXI 

TREATS  OF  DANCING,  DINING,  DYING 

OLD  schoolboys  remember  how,  when  pious  ^neas  was  com- 
pelled by  painful  circumstances  to  quit  his  country,  he  and 
his  select  band  of  Trojans  founded  a  new  Troy,  where  they 
landed ;  raising  temples  to  the  Trojan  gods ;  buUding  streets  with 
Trojan  names ;  and  endeavouring,  to  the  utmost  of  their  power,  to 
recall  their  beloved  native  place.  In  like  manner,  British  Trojans 
and  French  Trojans  take  their  Troy  everywhere.  Algiers  I  have 
only  seen  from  the  sea ;  but  New  Orleans  and  Leicester  Square  I 
have  visited ;  and  have  seen  a  quaint  old  France  still  lingering  on 
the  banks  of  the  Mississippi ;  a  dingy  modem  France  round  that 
great  Globe  of  Mr.  Wyld's,  which  they  say  is  coming  to  an  end. 
There  are  French  cafes,  billiards,  estaminets,  waiters,  markers,  poor 
Frenchmen,  and  rich  Frenchmen,  in  a  new  F^uis — shabby  and 
dirty,  it  is  true — but  offering  the  emigrant  the  dominoes,  the 
chopine,  the  pctit-verre  of  the  patrie.  And  do  not  British  Trojans, 
who  emigrate  to  the  continent  of  Europe,  take  their  Troy  with 
them  1  You  all  know  the  quarters  of  Paris  which  swann  with  us 
Trojans.  From  Peace  Street  to  the  Arch  of  the  Star  are  collected 
thousands  of  refugees  from  our  Ilium.  Under  the  arcades  of  the 
Rue  de  Rivoli  you  meet,  at  certain  hours,  as  many  of  our  Tn>jans 
as  of  the  natives.  In  the  Trojan  inns  of  "  Meurice,"  the  "  Louvre," 
&c.,  we  swarm.  We  have  numerous  Anglo-Trojan  doctors  and 
apothecaries,  who  give  us  the  dear  pills  and  doses  of  Pei^gamus. 
We  go  to  Mrs.  Guerre  or  kind  Mrs.  Colombin,  and  can  purchase 
the  sandwiches  of  Troy,  the  pale  ale  and  sherry  of  Troy,  and  the 
dear  dear  mutiins  of  home.  We  live  for  years,  never  speaking  any 
language  but  our  native  Trojan ;  except  to  our  servants,  whom  we 
instruct  in  the  Trojan  way  of  jireparing  toast  for  breakfast ;  Trojan 
bread-sauce  for  fowls  and  partridges  ;  Trojan  corned  beef,  &c.  We 
have  temples  where  we  worship  according  to  the  Trojan  rites.  A 
kindly  sight  is  that  which  one  beholds  of  a  Sunday  in  the  Elysian 
fields  and  the  St.  Honor^  (juarter,  of  processions  of  English  grown 
people  and  children,  stalwart,  re<l-c'heeked,  marching  to  their 
churches,  their  gilded  prayer-books  in  hand,  to  sing  in  a  stranger's 
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land  the  sacred  songs  of  their  Zion.  I  am  sure  there  are  many 
English  in  Paris  who  never  speak  to  any  native  above  the  rank  of 
a  waiter  or  shopman.  Not  long  since  I  was  listening  to  a  French- 
man at  Folkestone,  speaking  English  to  the  waiters  and  acting  as 
interpreter  for  his  party.  He  spoke  pretty  well  and  very  quickly. 
He  was  irresistibly  comical.  I  wonder  how  we  maintained  our 
gravity.  And  you  and  I,  my  dear  friend,  when  tve  speak  French, 
I  daresay  we  are  just  as  absurd.  As  absurd  !  And  why  not  ? 
Don't  you  be  discouraged,  young  fellow.  Courage,  mon  jeune 
ami!  Remember,  Trojans  have  a  conquering  way  with  them. 
When  MneaB  landed  at  Carthage,  I  daresay  he  spoke  Carthaginian 
with  a  ridiculous  Trojan  accent;  but,  for  all  that,  poor  Dido  fell 
desperately  in  love  with  him.  Take  example  by  the  son  of 
Anchises,  my  boy.  Never  mind  the  grammar  or  the  pronunciation, 
but  tackle  the  lady,  and  speak  your  mind  to  her  as  best  you  can. 

This  is  the  plan  which  the  Vicomte  de  Loisy  used  to  adopt. 
He  was  following  a  cours  of  English  according  to  the  celebrated 
rnAhode  Johson.  The  cours  assembled  twice  a  week :  and  the 
Vicomte,  with  laudable  assiduity,  went  to  all  English  parties  to 
which  he  could  gain  an  introduction,  for  the  purpose  of  acquiring 
the  English  language,  and  marrying  une  Anglaise,  This  industrious 
young  man  even  went  au  Temple  on  Sundays  for  the  purpose  of 
£uniliarising  himself  with  the  English  language ;  and  as  he  sat 
under  Doctor  Murrogh  Macmanus  of  T.  C.  D.,  a  very  eloquent 
preacher  at  Paris  in  those  days,  the  Vicomte  acquired  a  very  fine 
pronunciation.  Attached  to  the  cause  of  unfortunate  monarchy  all 
over  the  world,  the  Vicomte  had  fought  in  the  Spanish  Carlist 
armies.  He  waltzed  well :  and  Madame  thought  his  cross  looked 
nice  at  her  parties.  Will  it  be  believed  that  Mrs.  €(eneral  Baynes 
took  this  gentleman  into  special  favour ;  talked  with  him  at  soir^ 
after  aoirSe ;  never  laughed  at  his  English ;  encouraged  her  girl  to 
waltz  with  him  (which  he  did  to  perfection,  whereas  poor  Philip 
was  but  a  hulking  and  clumsy  performer) ;  and  showed  him  the 
very  greatest  fiivour,  until  one  day,  on  going  into  Mr.  Bonus's,  the 
house-agent  (who  lets  lodgings,  and  sells  British  pickles,  tea,  sherry, 
and  the  like),  she  found  the  Vicomte  occupying  a  stool  as  clerk  in 
Mr.  Bonus's  establishment,  where  for  twelve  hundred  francs  a  year 
he  gave  his  invaluable  servicer  during  the  day  !  Mrs.  Baynes  took 
poor  Madame  severely  to  task  for  admitting  such  a  man  to  her 
asMmblies.  Madame  was  astonished.  Monsieur  was  a  gentleman 
of  ancient  family  who  had  met  with  misfortunes.  He  was  earning 
his  maintenance.  To  sit  in  a  bureau  was  not  a  dishonour.  Know- 
ing  that  boutique  meant  shop  and  fjar^on  meant  lx)y,  Mm.,  Baynes 
made  nae  of  the  words  boutique  gar^on  the  next  time  she  saw  the 
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Vicomta  The  little  man  wept  tean  of  rage  and  moitificatioB. 
There  was  a  Tery  painful  scene,  at  which,  thank  meicy,  poor 
Charlotte  thought,  Philip  was  not  preeoit.  Were  it  not  for  the 
General's  ehevetix  blancs  (by  which  phrase  the  Vioomte  Tery  kindlj 
designated  General  Ba3rne8's  chestnut  top-knot),  the  Yicomte  would 
have  had  reason  from  him.  ''  Charming  miss,"  he  said  to  C^uuiotte, 
''your  respectable  papa  is  safe  from  my  sword!  Madame  your 
mamma  has  addressed  me  words  which  I  qualify  not  But  yoo — 
you  are  too  'andsome,  too  good,  to  despise  a  poor  soldier,  a  poor 
gentleman  ! "  I  have  heard  the  Yicomte  still  dances  at  boarding- 
houses  and  is  still  in  pursuit  of  an  Anglaise.  He  must  be  a  wooer 
now  almost  as  elderiy  as  the  good  (general  whose  scalp  he  respected. 
Mrs.  Baynes  was,  to  be  sure,  a  heavy  weight  to  bear  for  poor 
Madame,  but  her  lean  shoulders  were  accustomed  to  many  a 
burden ;  and  if  the  (general's  wife  was  quarrelsome  and  odious,  he, 
as  Madame  said,  was  as  soft  as  a  mutton ;  and  Charlotte's  pretty 
fiice  and  manners  were  the  admiration  of  alL  The  yellow  Miss 
Bolderos,  those  hapless  elderly  orphans  left  in  pawn,  might  bite 
their  lips  with  envy,  but  they  never  could  make  them  as  red  as 
Miss  Charlotte's  smiling  mouth.  To  the  honour  of  Madame 
Smolensk  be  it  said,  that  never  by  word  or  hint  did  she  cause  those 
unhappy  young  ladies  any  needless  pain.  She  never  stinted  them 
of  any  meat  No  full-priced  pensioner  of  Madame's  ooukl  have 
break&st,  luncheon,  dinners  served  more  regularly.  The  day  after 
their  mother's  flight,  that  good  Madame  Smolensk  took  early  cops 
of  tea  to  the  girls'  rooms  with  her  own  hands ;  and  I  believe  helped 
to  do  the  hair  of  one  of  them,  and  otherwise  to  soothe  them  in 
their  misfortune.  They  could  not  keep  their  secret.  It  must  be 
owned  that  Mrs.  Baynes  never  lost  an  opportunity  of  deploring 
their  situation  and  acquainting  all  new-comers  with  their  mother's 
flight  and  transgression.  But  she  was  good-natured  to  the  captives 
in  her  grim  way ;  and  admired  Madame's  forbearance  r^arding 
them.  The  two  old  officers  were  now  especially  polite  to  the  poor 
things :  and  the  Greneral  rapped  one  of  his  boys  over  the  knuckles 
for  saying  to  Miss  Brenda,  "  If  your  uncle  is  a  lonl  why  doesn't  he 
give  you  any  money  ? "  "  And  these  girls  used  to  hold  their  heads 
above  mine,  and  their  mother  used  to  give  herself  such  airs ! "  cried 
Mrs.  Ba3mes.  "  And  Eliza  Baynes  used  to  flatter  those  poor  girls 
and  their  mother,  and  fancy  they  were  going  to  make  a  woman  of 
fashion  of  her  ] "  said  Mrs.  Bunch.  "  We  all  have  our  weaknesBes. 
Lords  are  not  yours,  my  dear.  Faith,  I  don't  think  you  know 
one,"  says  stout  little  Colonel  Bunch.  "  I  wouldn't  pay  a  duchess 
such  court  as  Eliza  paid  that  woman  ! "  cried  Sarah  ;  and  she  made 
sarcastic  inquiries  of  the  €(eneral,  whether  Eliza  had  heard  from  her 
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friend  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero  ?  But  for  all  this  Mrs.  Bunch 
pitied  the  young  ladies,  and  I  believe  gave  them  a  little  supply  of 
coin  from  her  private  purse.  A  word  as  to  their  private  histor}'. 
Their  mamma  became  the  terror  of  boardiug-house  keepers :  and 
Uie  poor  girls  practised  their  ducts  all  over  Europe.  Mrs.  Boldero's 
noble  nephew,  the  present  Strougitharm  (as  a  friend  who  knows 
the  fashionable  world  informs  me)  was  victimised  by  his  own  uncle, 
and  a  most  paiuful  affair  occurred  between  them  at  a  game  at 
'*  blind  hookey."  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Boldero  is  living  iu  the 
precincts  of  Holy  rood ;  one  of  her  daughters  is  happily  married  to 
a  minister;  and  the  other  to  an  apothecary  who  was  called  in  to 
attend  her  in  quinsy.  So  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  phrase  about 
''  select "  boarding-houses  is  a  mere  complimentary  term  ;  and  aa 
for  the  strictest  references  being  given  and  required,  I  certainly 
should  not  lay  out  extra  money  for  printing  that  expression  in  my 
advertisement,  were  I  going  to  set  up  an  establishment  myself. 

Old  college  friends  of  Philip's  visited  Paris  from  time  to  time ; 
and  rejoiced  in  carrying  him  off  to  "  Borel's  "  or  the  "  Trois  Frferes," 
and  hospitably  treating  him  who  had  been  so  hospitable  in  his 
time.  Yes,  thanks  be  to  Heaven,  there  are  good  Samaritans  in 
pretty  large  numbers  in  this  world,  and  liands  ready  enough  to 
Buooour  a  man  in  misfortune.  I  could  name  two  or  three  gentlemen 
who  drive  about  in  chariots  and  look  at  people's  tongues  and  write 
queer  figures  and  queer  Latin  on  note-paper,  who  occultly  made  a 
purse  containing  some  seven  or  ten  score  fees,  and  sent  them  out  to 
Dr.  Firmin  in  his  banishment.  The  poor  wretch  had  behaved  as 
ill  as  might  be,  but  he  was  without  a  penny  or  a  friend.  I  dare- 
say Dr.  Goodenough,  amongdt  other  philanthropists,  put  his  hands 
into  his  pocket.  Having  heartily  disliked  and  mistrusted  Firmin 
in  prosperity,  in  adversity  he  melted  towards  the  poor  fugitive 
wretch :  he  even  could  believe  that  Finnin  had  some  skill  in  his 
profession,  and  in  his  practice  was  not  quite  a  quack. 

Philip's  old  college  and  school  cronies  laughe<l  at  hearing  that, 
now  his  ruin  was  complete,  he  was  thinking  about  marriage.  Such 
a  plan  was  of  a  piece  with  Mr.  Firmin's  known  prudence  and  fore- 
sight But  they  maile  an  objection  to  his  proposed  union,  which 
had  struck  us  at  home  }>reviously.  Papa-in-law  was  well  enough, 
or  at  least  inoffensive :  but  ah,  ye  }K)wers !  what  a  mother-in-law 
was  poor  Phil  laying  up  for  his  future  days  !  Two  or  three  of  our 
mutual  companions  made  this  remark  on  returning  to  work  and 
chambers  after  their  autumn  holiday.  We  never  had  too  much 
charity  for  Mrs.  Baynes ;  and  what  Pliilip  told  us  about  her  did 
not  aenre  to  increase  our  re^nl. 

About  Christmas  Mr.  Firmin's  own  affaire  brought  him  on  a 
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Mef  visit  to  London.  We  were  not  jealous  that  he  toc^  up  his 
quarters  with  his  little  friend  of  Thomhau^  Street^  who  was  con- 
tented that  he  should  dine  with  us,  provided  she  could  have  the 
pleasure  of  housing  him  under  her  kind  shelter.  High  ami  niightj 
people  as  we  were — for  under  what  humhle  roofs  does  not  Vanity 
hold  her  sway  f — ^we,  who  knew  Mrs.  Brandon's  yirtaea,  and  wen 
aware  of  her  early  story,  would  have  condescended  to  receive  her 
into  our  society ;  hut  it  was  the  little  lady  herself  who  had  her 
pride,  and  held  aloof.  ''  My  parents  did  not  give  me  the  education 
you  have  had,  ma'am/'  Caroline  said  to  my  wife.  ''My  place  is 
not  here,  I  know  very  well ;  unless  you  should  he  took  ill,  and  then, 
ma'am,  youll  see  that  I  will  he  glad  enough  to  come.  Philip  can 
oome  and  see  me ;  and  ables  sing  it  is  to  me  to  set  eyes  on  him. 
But  I  shouldn't  be  happy  in  your  drawing-room,  nor  you  in  having 
me.  The  dear  children  looked  surprised  at  my  way  of  talking: 
and  no  wonder:  and  they  laugh  sometimes  to  one  another,  Qod 
bless  'em!  I  don't  mind.  My  education  was  not  cared  for.  I 
scarce  had  any  schooling  but  what  I  taught  myself.  My  pa  hadn't 
the  means  of  learning  me  much  :  and  it  is  too  late  to  go  to  school 
at  forty  odd.  I've  got  all  his  stot^kings  and  things  darned ;  and 
his  linen,  poor  fellow ! — beautiful :  I  wish  they  kep*  it  as  nice  in 
France,  where  he  is  !  You*ll  give  my  love  to  the  young  la<iy,  won't 
you,  ma'am  ?  and  oh  !  it's  a  blessing  to  me  to  hear  how  good  and 
gentle  she  is !  He  has  a  high  temper,  Philip  have :  but  them  he 
likes  can  easy  manage  him.  You  have  been  his  best  kind  friends : 
and  so  will  she  be,  I  trust ;  and  they  may  be  happy  though  they're 
poor.  But  they've  time  to  get  rich,  haven't  they  ?  And  it  s  not 
the  richest  that's  the  happiest,  that  I  can  see  in  many  a  fine  house 
where  Nurse  Brandon  goes  and  has  her  eyes  open,  though  she  don't 
say  much,  you  know."  In  this  way  Nurse  Brandon  would  prattle 
on  to  us  when  she  came  to  see  us.  She  would  share  our  meal, 
always  thanking  by  name  the  servant  who  helped  her.  She 
insisted  on  calling  our  chiUlren  "  Miss  "  and  "  Master,"  and  I  think 
those  young  satirists  did  not  laugh  often  or  unkindly  at  her  pet^uli- 
arities.  I  know  they  were  told  that  Nurse  Brandon  was  very  good  : 
and  that  she  took  care  of  her  father  in  his  old  age ;  and  that  she 
had  passed  through  ver>'  gn»at  griefs  and  trials ;  and  that  she  hacl 
nurs^  Uncle  Philip  when  he  had  been  very  ill  indeed,  and  when 
many  people  would  have  been  afraid  to  come  near  him ;  and  that 
her  life  was  spent  in  tending  the  sick,  and  in  doing  good  to  her 
neighbour. 

One  day  during  Philip's  stay  with  us  we  happen  to  read  in  the 
paper  Lord  Ringwood's  arrival  in  London.  My  Lonl  had  a  grand 
town-house  of  his  own  which  he  did  not  always  inhabit.     He  liked 
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the  cheerfulness  of  an  hotel  better.  Ringwood  House  was  too  lai^ 
and  too  dismal.  He  did  not  care  to  eat  a  solitary  mutton-chop  in  a 
great  dining-room  surrounded  by  ghostly  images  of  dead  Ringwoods — 
his  dead  son,  a  boy  who  bad  die<l  in  his  boyhood ;  his  dead  brother, 
attired  in  the  uniform  of  his  day  (in  which  picture  there  was  no 
little  resemblance  to  Philip  Firmin,  the  ColoneFs  grandson) ;  Lord 
Ringwood's  dead  self,  finally,  as  he  appeared  still  a  young  man, 
when  Lawrence  painted  him,  and  when  he  was  the  companion  of 
the  Regent  and  his  friends.  "  Ah  !  that's  the  fellow  I  least  like 
to  look  at,"  the  old  man  would  say,  scowling  at  the  picture,  and 
breaking  out  into  the  old-fashioned  oaths  which  garnished  many 
conversations  in  his  young  days.  **  That  fellow  could  ride  all  day  ; 
and  sleep  all  night,  or  go  without  sleep  as  he  chose ;  and  drink  his 
four  bottles,  and  never  have  a  headaclie ;  and  break  his  collar-bone, 
and  see  the  fox  killeil  three  hours  after.  That  was  once  a  man,  as 
old  Marlborough  said,  looking  at  his  own  picture.  Now  my  doctor's 
my  master;  my  doctor  and  the  infernal  gout  over  him.  I  live 
upon  pap  and  puddens,  like  a  baby ;  only  IVe  shed  all  my  teeth, 
hang  'em.  If  I  drink  three  glasses  of  sherry,  my  butler  threatens 
me.  You  young  fellow,  who  haven't  twopence  in  your  pocket,  by 
George,  I  would  like  to  change  with  you.  Only  you  wouldn't,  hang 
you,  you  wouldn't.  Why,  I  don't  believe  Todhunter  would  change 
with  me :  would  you,  Todhunter  ] — and  you're  about  as  fond  of  a 
great  man  as  any  fellow  I  ever  knew.  Don't  tell  me.  You  are^ 
sir.  Why,  when  I  walke<l  with  you  on  Ryde  sands  one  day,  I 
said  to  that  fellow,  ^  Todhunter,  don't  you  think  I  could  order  the 
sea  to  stand  still?'  I  did.  And  you  had  never  lieanl  of  King 
Canute,  hanged  if  you  had,  and  never  read  any  book  except  the 
Stud-book  and  Mrs.  Glasse's  Cookery,  hanged  if  you  did."  Such 
remarks  and  conversations  of  his  relative  has  Philip  rc}K)rted  to  me. 
Two  or  three  men  about  town  had  very  good  imitations  of  this 
toothless,  growling,  blasphemous  old  cynic.  He  was  splendid  and 
penurious  ;  violent  an<l  easily  led ;  surrounded  by  flatterers  and 
utterly  lonely.  He  had  old-world  notions,  which  I  believe  have 
(MuiMed  out  of  the  manners  of  great  folks  now.  He  thought  it 
beneath  him  to  travel  by  railway,  and  his  postchaine  was  one  of 
the  last  on  the  road.  The  tide  rolled  on  in  spite  of  this  old  Canute, 
and  has  long  since  rolled  over  him  and  his  postchaise.  Why, 
almost  all  his  imitators  are  actually  dead  ;  and  only  this  year,  when 
old  Jack  Mummers  gave  an  imitation  of  him  at  '*  Hays's  "  (where 
Jack's  mimicry  used  to  be  recH?ive<l  with  shouts  of  laughter  but  a 
few  years  since),  there  was  a  dismal  silence  in  the  coffee-room, 
except  from  two  or  three  young  men  at  a  near  table,  who  said, 
*'  What  is  the  old  fool  mumbling  and  swearing  at  now  ?     An  imiti^ 
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tion  of  Lord  Ringwood,  and  who  was  hef  So  our  names  pass 
away,  and  are  forgotten :  and  the  tallest  statues,  do  not  the  sands 
of  time  accumulate  and  overwhelm  them  f  I  have  not  forgotten  ray 
Lord ;  any  more  than  I  have  forgotten  the  cock  of  my  school^  about 
whom,  perhaps,  you  don't  care  to  hear.  I  see  my  Lord's  bald  head, 
and  hooked  beak,  and  bushy  eyebrows,  and  tall  velvet  collar,  and 
brass  buttons,  and  great  black  mouth,  and  trembling  hand,  and 
trembling  parasites  around  him,  and  I  can  hear  his  voice,  and  great 
oaths,  and  laughter.  You  parasites  of  to^y  are  bowing  to  other 
great  people ;  and  this  great  one,  who  was  alive  only  yeaterday,  is 
as  dead  as  George  IV.  or  Nebuchadnezzar. 

Well,  we  happen  to  read  that  Philip's  noble  relative  Lord  Ring- 
wood  has  arrived  at Hotel,  whilst  Philip  is  staying  with  us ; 

and  I  own  that  I  counsel  my  friend  to  go  and  wait  upon  his  Lord 
ship.     He  had  been  very  kind  at  Paris :  he  had  evidently  taken  a 
liking  to  Philip.     Firmin  ought  to  go  and  see  him.     Who  knows! 
Lord  Ringwood  might  be  inclined  to  do  something  for  his  brother's 
grandson. 

This  was  just  the  point  which  any  one  who  knew  Philip  should 
have  hesitated  to  urge  upon  him.  To  try  and  make  him  bow  and 
smile  on  a  great  man  with  a  view  to  future  favours,  was  to  demand 
the  impossible  from  Firmin.  The  King's  men  may  lead  the  King's 
horses  to  the  water,  but  the  King  himself  can't  make  them  drink. 
I  own  that  I  came  back  to  the  subject,  and  urged  it  repeatedly  on 
my  frieud.  *' I  fuiue  been,"  said  Philip  sulkily.  "I  have  left  a 
card  upon  him.  If  he  wants  me,  he  can  send  to  No.  120  Queen 
Square,  Westminster,  ray  present  hotel.  But  if  you  think  he  will 
give  me  anything  beyond  a  dinner,  I  tell  you  you  are  mistaken." 

We  dined  that  day  with  Philip's  employer,  worthy  Mr.  Mugford, 
of  the  Pall  ^fa^l  GazetU,  who  was  profuse  in  his  hospitalities,  and 
especially  gracious  to  Philip.  Mugford  wa-s  please<l  with  Finuiu's 
letters ;  and  vou  mav  be  sure  that  severer  critics  did  not  contradict 
their  frieml's  good-natured  patron.  We  drove  to  the  suburban  villa 
at  Harapstead,  an«l  steaming  odours  of  soup,  mutton,  onions,  rushed 
out  into  the  hall  to  «jrive  us  welcome,  and  to  warn  us  of  the  gooii 
cheer  in  store  for  the  party.  This  Wiis  not  one  of  Mugford's  days 
for  countermanding  side  dishes,  I  promise  you.  Men  in  black  with 
noble  white  cotton  gloves  were  in  waiting  to  receive  us ;  and  Mrs, 
Mugford,  in  a  rich  blue  satin  and  feathei*s,  a  profusion  of  flounces, 
laces,  marabouts,  jewels,  and  eau-de-Cologne,  rose  to  welcome  us 
from  a  stately  sofa,  where  she  sat  surroimded  by  her  children. 
These,  too,  were  in  brilliant  dresses,  with  shining  new-combed  hair. 
The  ladies,  of  course,  instantly  began  to  talk  about  their  children, 
and  my  wife's  unfeigned  admiration  for  Mrs.  Mugford's  last  baby  1 
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think  won  that  worthy  lady's  goodwill  at  once.  I  made  some 
remark  reganling  one  of  the  boys  as  being  the  picture  of  his  father, 
which  waa  not  lucky.  I  don't  know  why,  but  I  have  it  from  her 
husband's  own  ailmission,  that  Mrs.  Mugford  always  thinks  I  am 
**  chaffing  "  her.  One  of  tlie  boys  frankly  informed  me  there  waa 
gooae  for  dinner;  and  when  a  clieerful  cloop  was  heard  from  a 
neighbouring  room,  tohl  me  that  was  pa  drawing  tlie  corks.  Why 
should  Mrs.  Mugford  reprove  the  uut8}K^ken  child  and  say,  **  James, 
hold  your  tongue,  do  now  "  ]  Better  wine  than  was  jxiured  forth, 
when  those  corks  were  drawn,  never  flowed  from  bottle. — I  say,  I 
never  saw  better  wine  nor  more  bottles.  If  ever  a  table  may  be 
said  to  have  groaned,  that  expression  might  witli  justice  be  applied 
to  MugfonFs  mahogany.  Talbot  Twysden  would  have  feasted  forty 
fieople  with  the  meal  here  provided  for  eight  by  our  most  hospitable 
entertainer.  Though  Mugford's  editor  was  present,  who  thinks 
liimself  a  very  fine  fell<>w,  I  assure  you,  but  whose  name  I  am  not 
at  liberty  to  divulge,  all  the  Inmours  of  the  entertainment  were  for 
the  Pari*  Correspomlent,  who  was  specially  re<i nested  to  take 
Mrs.  M.  to  dinner.  As  an  earl's  gnuid-nephew,  and  a  lonl's  great- 
;n*ands4m,  of  course  we  felt  that  this  place  of  honour  was  Finnin's 
right.  How  Mrs.  Mugford  pressed  him  to  eat  !  She  carved — I 
urn  very  glad  she  would  not  let  Philip  rar\'e  for  her,  for  he  might 
have  wnt  the  goose  into  her  lap  -slie  (•ar>'ed,  I  say,  and  I  really 
think  she  gave  him  more  stufling  than  to  any  of  us,  but  that  may 
have  been  mere  envy  on  my  part.  Allusions  to  Lonl  Hingwood 
were  repeatedly  made  during  dinner.  "  Lord  R.  has  come  to  town, 
Mr.  F.,  I  |)erceive,"  says  Mugford,  winking.  "You've  lieen  to  see 
him,  of  course?"  Mr.  Firmin  glared  at  me  very  fiercely,  he  had 
to  own  he  /uid  been  to  call  on  Lortl  Ring^ood.  Mugfonl  led  the 
conversation  to  the  noble  lord  so  fre<|uently  that  Phili])  madly  kicked 
my  shins  under  the  table.  I  don't  know  how  many  times  I  had  to 
suffer  fn)m  that  foot  which  in  its  time  has  trampled  on  scj  many 
Iiersons :  a  kick  for  each  time  Lonl  RinirwcKHl's  name,  houses, 
parks,  pn>|>erties,  were  mentioneil,  was  a  frightful  allowance.  Mre. 
Mugfonl  would  say,  "  May  I  assist  you  to  a  little  pheasjint,  Mr. 
P'irmin?  I  daresay  they  are  not  as  goo<l  as  Lord  Ring^-ood's  "  (a 
kick  from  Philip) ;  or  Mugfonl  would  exclaim,  "  Mr.  ?\,  try  that 
*<«*k  !  Lonl  Rinj;w(XHl  hasn't  Ix'ttcr  wine  than  that.'  (Dreadful 
punishment  upon  my  tibia  under  the  tabic.)  *' John  !  Two  'cxks, 
me  and  Mr.  Finnin.  Join  us,  Mr.  P.,'  and  8o  forth.  And  after 
dinner,  to  the  ladies  as  my  wife,  who  U'tniyed  their  mysteries, 
iuforme<l  me  Mrs.  Muirfoni's  conversation  was  inces.<«int  regarding 
the  RingwofNl  family  and  Finnin's  relationship  to  that  noble  house. 
The  meeting  of  the  old  lord  and  Firmin  in  Paris  was  discussed  with 
11  z 
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immeiiBe  interest.  ''  His  Lordship  called  him  Philip  most  affitble ! 
he  was  very  food  of  Mr.  Finnin."  A  little  bird  had  told  Mrs. 
Mugford  that  somebody  else  was  very  fond  of  Mr.  Firmin.  She 
hoped  it  would  be  a  match,  and  that  his  Lordship  would  do  the 
handsome  thing  by  his  nejthew.  Whati  My  wife  wondered  that 
Mrs.  Mugford  should  know  about  Philip's  affiirst   (and  wonder 

indeed  she  did).     A  little  bird  had  told  Mrs.  M ,  a  friend  of 

both  ladies,  that  dear  good  little  nurse  Brandon,  who  was  engaged — 
and  here  the  conversation  went  off  into  m>'steries  which  I  certainly 
shall  not  reveal  Suffice  it  that  Mrs.  Mugford  was  one  of  Mrs. 
Brandon's  best,  kindest,  and  most  constant  patrons — or  might  I  be 
permitted  to  say  matrons? — and  had  received  a  most  favourable 
report  of  us  from  the  little  nurse.  And  here  Mrs.  Pendennis  gaTe 
a  verbatim  report  not  only  of  our  hostess's  speech,  but  of  her 
manner  and  accent  "Yes,  ma'am,"  says  Mrs.  Mu^rd  to  Mrs. 
Pendennis,  **  our  friend  Mrs.  B.  has  told  me  of  a  certain  ffentletnan 
whose  name  shall  be  nameless.  His  manner  is  cold,  not  to  say 
'aughty.  He  seems  to  be  laughing  at  people  sometimes — don't  say 
No ;  I  saw  him  once  or  t¥rice  at  dinner,  both  him  ami  Mr.  Firmin. 
But  he  is  a  true  friend,  Mrs.  Brandon  says  he  is.  And  when  you 
know  him,  his  heart  is  good."  Is  it?  Amen.  A  distinguished 
writer  has  composed,  in  not  very  late  days,  a  comedy  in  which  the 
cheerful  moral  is,  that  we  are  ''  not  so  bad  as  we  seem.'*  Aren't 
we  ?  Amen,  again.  Give  us  thy  hearty  hand,  lago  I  TartutTe, 
how  the  world  has  been  mistaken  in  you !  Macbeth !  put  that 
little  affair  of  tlie  nuinler  out  of  your  mind.  It  was  a  moment:iry 
weakness  ;  and  who  is  not  weak  at  times  ?  Biifil,  a  more  maligned 
man  than  you  does  not  exist !  0  humanity  !  how  we  have  Iteen 
mistaken  in  you  !  Let  us  expunge  the  vulgar  expression  *'  miserable 
sinners  "  out  of  all  prayer-books ;  open  the  portholes  of  all  hulks  ; 
break  the  chains  of  all  convicts;  and  unlock  the  boxes  of  all 
s|KX)ns. 

As  we  discussed  Mr.  Mngfonrs  entertainment  on  our  return 
home,  I  improvwl  the  occasion  with  Philip;  I  pointed  out  the 
reasonableness  of  the  hopes  which  he  might  entertain  of  help  from 
his  wealthy  kinsman,  and  actually  forced  him  to  promise  to  wait 
upon  my  Lord  the  next  day.  Now,  when  Philip  Firmin  did  a 
thing  against  his  will,  he  di<l  it  with  a  bad  gnice.  When  he  is  not 
pleased,  he  does  not  pretend  to  be  happy :  and  when  he  is  sulky, 
Mr.  Firmin  is  a  very  disagreeable  comimnion.  Though  he  never 
once  reproached  me  aften^'ards  with  what  happene<l,  I  own  that 
I  have  had  cruel  twinges  of  conscience  since.  If  I  had  not  sent 
him  on  that  dutiful  visit  to  his  grand-uncle,  what  occurred  might 
never,  perhaps,  have  occurred  at  all.      I  acted  for  the  best^  and 
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hat  I  aver;  however  I  may  grieve  for  the  consequences'  which 
nsued  when  the  poor  fellow  followed  my  advice. 

If  Philip  held  aloof  fmm  Lord  Ringwood  in  London^  you  may 
le  sore  Philip's  dear  cousins  were  in  waiting  on  his  Lonlship,  and 
lever  lost  an  opportunity  of  showing  their  respectful  sympathy. 
i^as  Lord  Ringwood  ailing?  Mr.  Twysden,  or  Mrs.  Twy8<len,  or 
:hc  dear  girls,  or  Ringwood  their  brotlier,  were  daily  in  his  Lonl- 
(hip's  antechamber,  asking  for  news  of  his  health.  They  Wnt  down 
TSpectfully  before  Lord  Ringwood's  raajor-<iomo.  They  would 
iive  given  him  money,  as  they  always  averriHl,  only  what  sum 
xmld  they  give  to  such  a  man  as  Rudge  ?  They  actually  offered 
X)  bribe  Mr.  Rudge  with  their  wine,  over  which  he  made  horrible 
aces.  They  fawned  and  smiled  l)ef()re  him  always.  I  should  like 
4)  have  seen  that  calm  Mrs.  Twys<len,  that  serene  high-bred  woman, 
rho  would  cut  her  dearest  friend  if  misfortmie  l)efell  her,  or  the 
rorld  turned  its  back  ; — I  should  like  to  have  set»n,  and  ctin  see 
ler  in  my  mind's  eye,  simpering  and  coaxing,  and  wheedling  this 
ootman.  She  made  cheap  presents  to  Mr.  Rudge :  she  smiled  on 
lim  and  asked  after  his  health.  And  of  course  Talbot  Twys<len 
lattered  him  Ux)  in  Talbot's  jolly  way.  It  was  a  wink,  and  nod, 
nd  a  hearty  "  How  do  you  do  ? " — ami  (after  due  inquiries  made 
nd  answered  about  his  Lordship)  it  would  l)e,  ^'  Rudge !  I  think 
ly  housekeeper  has  a  good  glass  of  port-wine  in  her  nxun,  if  you 
Appen  to  be  passing  that  way,  and  my  Lord  don't  want  you  ! " 
Lod  with  a  grave  courtesy,  I  can  fancy  Mr.  Rudge  l)owing  to  Mr. 
nd  Mrs.  Twys<ien,  and  thanking  them,  and  des(*en(iing  to  Mrs. 
Henkinsop's  skinny  room  where  the  })ort-wine  in  ready — and  if 
fr.  Rudge  and  Mrs.  Blenkinsop  ure  confidential,  1  can  fancy  their 
diking  over  the  characters  and  {peculiarities  of  the  folks  u{)Htairs. 
^rvants  sometimes  actually  do :  and  if  master  and  mistress  are 
unibugs,  these  wretchal  menials  sometimes  find  them  out. 

Now.  no  duke  could  be  more  lordly  and  condes4 'ending  in  his 
earing  tlian  Mr.  Philip  Urmin  towards  the  menial  thnmg.  In 
hose  days,  when  he  had  money  in  his  p(M*ket.s,  he  gave  Mr.  Rudge 
ut  of  his  plenty ;  and  the  man  remembere<l  his  genenwity  when  he 
ras  poor  ;  and  declariNl — in  a  select  s<K'iety,  an<l  in  the  company  of 
he  relative  of  a  j)erson  from  whom  I  have  the  information-  declarwl 
11  the  presence  of  Captain  Gann  at  the  "Admiral  B  -ng"  Club  in 
act,  that  Mr.  Heff  was  always  a  swell ;  but  since  he  was  done,  he, 
todge,  **  was  blest  if  that  young  chap  wani't  a  greater  swell  than 
lerer."  And  Rudge  a<'tually  like<l  this  p(H)r  young  fellow  better 
ban  the  family  in  Beaunash  Street,  whom  Mr.  R.  pmnoun(*ed  to 
«  "a  shabby  lot."  .  And  in  fact  it  was  Kuili^'e  as  well  as  myself, 
rho  advised  that  Philip  should  see  his  Lordship. 
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When  at  length  Philip  paid  his  second  Tisit,  Mr.  Rudge 
"  My  Lonl  will  see  you,  sir,  I  think.  He  has  been  apetldng  of 
you.  He's  very  unwell.  He's  going  to  have  a  fit  of  liie  gout,  I 
think.  rU  tell  him  you  are  here."  And  coming  back  to  Philip. 
after  a  brief  disappearance,  and  with  rather  a  scared  fiioe,  he  re- 
peated the  permission  to  enter,  and  again  cautioned  him,  saying, 
that  **  my  Lonl  was  very  queer." 

In  fact,  as  we  learned  afterwards,  through  the  channel  preriouslr 
indicated,  my  Lt»nl,  when  he  heard  that  Philip  had  called,  cried, 
"  He  Aa<,  has  he  ?  Hang  him,  send  him  in ; "  using,  I  am  con- 
strained to  say,  in  place  of  the  monosyllable  '*  hang,"  a  much  stronger 
expression. 

"  Oh,  it's  you,  is  it  ? "  says  my  Lonl.  "  You  have  been  in 
London  ever  so  long.     Twys<len  told  me  of  you  yesterday." 

"  I  have  called  Iwfore,  sir,"  said  Philip,  very  quietly. 

"  I  womler  you  have  the  face  to  i^ll  at  all,  sir ! "  cries  the  old 
man,  glaring  at  Philip.  His  Lonlship's  countenance  was  of  a  gam- 
boge colour :  his  noble  eyes  were  bloodshot  and  starting ;  his  voice, 
always  very  harsh  and  strident,  was  now  specially  unpleasant ;  and 
from  the  crater  of  his  mouth  shot  loud  exploding  oaths. 

"  Face,  my  Lonl  ? "  says  Philip,  still  very  meek. 

"  Yes,  if  you  call  that  a  fa<re  which  is  covered  over  with  hair 
like  a  baboon  ! "  growled  my  Lonl,  showing  his  tuska.  *'  Twjaden 
was  here  last  night,  ami  tells  me  s(inie  pretty  news  about  yoo." 

Philip  bhishetl ;  he  knew  whut  the  news  most  likely  would  be. 

"Twvdilen  says  that  now  you  are  a  (>au})er,  by  George,  and 
living  by  bn^aking  stones  in  the  street. — yuu  have  been  such  an 
infernal,  (Irivellin:;,  hangeil  ftxil  a<«  tu  enjLrav:e  yourself  to  another 
pauper ! " 

Poor  Philip  turiieil  white  fn>in  n^l ;  and  8jH)ke  slowly:  "I  beg 
your  ]>anloii,  my  L<»rd,  you  siiitl *' 

**  I  said  you  were  a  hangcil  f(.x>l,  sir ! ''  roared  the  old  man ; 
'*  can't  you  hear  ? '' 

*'  I  believe  I  am  a  menilH*r  of  vour  family,  mv  Lonl,"  savs 
Philip,  ri8in>^  up.  In  a  ({uarrcK  he  would  sometimes  lose  his  temper, 
and  s{)oak  out  his  niiiid  ;  or  sometimes,  and  then  he  was  most 
dangerous,  he  would  be  es|»cfially  calm  and  Grandisonian. 

**Some  lianixtMl  atlventurer,  thiiikiui:  you  were  to  get  money 
from  me,  has  hookeil  you  for  his  dauirhter,  htw  he  \ " 

**  I  have  eiiiraL'ed  myself  to  a  younLr  lady,  and  I  am  the  poorer 
of  the  two,"  SiiYs  Philip. 

*'She  thinks  you  will  iret  money  from  me,"'  continues  Ids 
Lordship. 

'*  Does  she  ?     I  never  did  I  "  replietl  Philip. 
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*'  By  Heaven,  you  shan't,  unless  you  give  up  this  rubbish." 

"  I  shan't  give  her  up,  sir,  and  I  shall  do  without  the  money," 
said  Mr.  Firmin  very  boldly. 

"  Go  to  Tartarus  !  "  screame<l  the  old  man. 

On  which  Philip  toM  us,  "  I  said,  *  Seniores  priores,  my  Loni,' 
and  titnieil  on  my  heel.  So  you  see  if  he  was  going  to  leave  me 
something,  and  he  nearly  said  he  was,  thnt  chance  is  passed  now, 
and  I  have  ina4le  a  pretty  morning's  work."  And  a  pretty  morning's 
work  it  Wii8 :  and  it  was  I  who  had  set  him  upon  it !  My  brave 
Philip  not  only  did  not  rebuke  me  for  having  sent  him  on  this 
errand,  but  t<iok  the  hlume  of  the  business  on  himself.  "  Since  I 
have  been  engagetl,"  he  sjiid,  "  I  am  ^xrowing  dreadfully  avaricious, 
and  am  almost  as  sonlid  alxmt  money  as  those  Twysilens.  I  cringed 
to  that  old  man  :  I  crawle<l  l)efore  his  gouty  feet.  Well,  I  could 
crawl  from  here  to  St.  James's  Palace  to  get  some  money  for  my 
little  Charlotte."  Philip  cringe  and  crawl !  If  there  were  no 
posture-masters  more  supjde  than  Philip  Pinuin,  kotowing  would 
l>e  a  lost  art,  like  the  Menuet  de  la  Cour.  But  fear  not,  ye  great ! 
Men  s  backs  were  made  to  liend,  and  the  race  of  parasites  is  still  in 
goo<i  rejmte. 

When  our  friend  tohl  us  how  his  brief  inter\'iew  with  Lord 
Ringwoo<l  ha<l  l)egun  and  en<lcd,  I  think  those  who  (counselled  Philip 
to  wait  u|M>n  his  gnind-uncle  felt  rather  ashamed  of  their  worhlly 
wisdom  and  the  ailvice  which  they  had  given.  We  ought  to  have 
known  our  Huron  sufficiently  to  be  aware  that  it  was  a  dangen>U8 
experiment  to  set  him  Ixjwini?  in  lonls'  a ntecha miners.  Were  not 
his  elbows  sure  to  Vireak  some  courtly  china,  his  feet  to  trample  and 
tear  some  lace  train  ?  So  all  the  good  we  had  done  was  to  occasion 
a  quarrel  l^etween  him  and  his  (mtron.  Ijonl  HingwiKKl  avowe<l 
that  he  hail  intended  to  leave  Philip  money ;  and  by  thrusting  the 
poor  fellow  into  the  old  nobleman  s  sick  chamber,  we  had  occasione<l 
a  quarrel  between  the  n^latives,  who  |)arte<i  with  mutual  threats 
ami  anger.  "  Oh,  dear  me ! "  I  groaned  in  connubial  collcKpiies. 
**  Let  us  get  him  away.  He  will  Ik?  boxing  Mugfonl's  ears  next, 
and  tellin;;  Mrs.  Mugfonl  that  she  is  vidgar,  and  a  Itore."  He  was 
eager  to  get  Imck  to  his  work,  or  rather  to  his  lady-love,  at  Paris. 
We  did  not  tn'  to  detain  him.  For  fejir  of  further  atridents  wc 
were  rather  anxious  that  he  should  Ik*  gime.  Crestfallen  and  sad, 
I  accompanied  him  to  the  Boulogne  boat.  He  }mi<l  for  his  place  in 
the  se<Y>nd  cabin,  and  stoutly  liade  us  adieu.  A  rotigh  night :  a 
wet  slippery  deck :  a  cn>wd  of  fmwzy  fellow-passengers :  and  jxwr 
Philip  in  the  mirlst  of  them  in  a  thin  cloak,  his  yellow  hair  and 
beanl  blowing  about :  I  s<*e  the  steamer  now,  and  left  her  with  I 
know  not  what  feelings  of  contrition  and  shame.     Why  had  I  sent 
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Philip  to  call  upon  that  savage  oyerbearing  old  patron  of  his! 
Why  compelled  him  to  that  bootless  act  of  submission  1  Lord 
Ringwood's  brutalities  were  matters  of  common  notoriety.  A  wicked, 
dissolute,  cynical  old  man :  and  we  must  try  to  make  friends  with 
this  mammon  of  unrighteousness,  and  set  poor  Philip  to  bow  before 
him  and  flatter  him !  Ah,  mea  culjxiy  tnea  culpa  I  The  wimi 
blew  hard  that  winter  night,  and  many  tiles  and  chimney-pots 
blew  down  :  and  as  I  thought  of  poor  Philip  tossing  in  the  frowzy 
second-cabin,  I  rolled  about  my  own  bed  very  uneasily. 

I  looked  into  "  Bays's "  Chib  the  day  after,  and  there  fell  on 
both  the  Twysilens.  The  parasite  of  a  &ther  was  clinging  to  the 
button  of  a  great  man  when  I  entered ;  the  little  reptile  of  a  son 
came  to  the  club  in  Captain  Woolcomb's  brougham,  and  in  that 
distinguished  mulatto  officer's  company.  They  looked  at  me  in  a 
peculiar  way.  I  was  sure  they  did.  Talbot  Twysden,  pouring  his 
loud  braggart  talk  in  the  ear  of  poor  Lord  Lepel,  eyed  me  with  a 
glance  of  triumph,  and  talked  an<l  swaggered  so  that  I  should  hear. 
Ringwood  Twysden  and  Woolcomb,  drinking  absinthe  to  whet  their 
noble  appetites,  exchanged  glances  and  grins.  Wooloomb's  eyes 
were  of  the  colour  of  the  absinthe  he  8wallowe«l.  I  did  not  see 
that  Twysden  tore  nff  one  of  Lord  Lepcl's  buttons,  but  that  noble- 
man, with  a  scanxl  countenance,  move<l  away  rapidly  from  his  little 
persecutor.  "  Hang  him,  throw  him  over,  and  come  to  me  I "  I 
heard  the  generous  Twysden  say.  "  I  expect  Ringwood  and  one 
or  two  more."  At  this  proposition,  Lord  Lepel,  in  a  tremulous 
way,  mutteretl  that  he  could  not  break  his  engagement,  and  fle<l 
out  of  the  club. 

Twysden's  tlinners,  tlie  polite  reader  has  been  previously  in- 
formed, were  notorious ;  and  he  constantly  braggetl  of  having  the 
company  of  Lonl  Ringwood.  Now  it  so  happened  that  on  this  very 
evening,  Lonl  Ringwoo<l,  witii  three  of  his  followers,  henchmen,  or 
led  captains,  dined  at  **  Rays's "  Club,  being  detennine<l  to  see  a 
pantomime  in  which  a  very  pretty  young  Columbine  figure<l:  and 
some  one  in  the  house  joked  with  his  Limlship,  and  said,  "  Why, 
you  are  going  to  dine  with  Talbot  Twysden.  He  said,  just  now, 
that  he  expecte<l  you.'' 

"  Did  he  ? "  sai<l  his  Lonlship.  "  Then  TalbH  Twysden  told  a 
hanged  lie ! "  And  little  Tom  Eaves,  my  infonuant,  rememberwl 
these  remarkable  words,  becrause  of  a  circumstance  which  now 
almost  immediatelv  followed. 

A  very  few  days  after  Philip's  departure,  our  friend,  the  Little 
Sister,  came  to  us  at  our  breakfast-table,  wearing  an  expression  of 
much  trouble  and  sjulness  on  her  kind  little  face ;  the  causes  of 
whioh  sorrow  she  explained  to  us,  as  soon  as  our  children  had  gone 
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away  to  their  schoolroom.  Amongst  Mrs.  Brandon's  friends,  and 
one  of  her  father's  constant  companions,  was  the  worthy  Mr.  Ridley, 
&ther  of  the  celebrated  painter  of  that  name,  who  was  himself  of 
much  too  honourable  and  noble  a  nature  to  be  ashamed  of  his 
humble  paternal  orij^n.  Companionship  between  father  and  son 
could  not  be  very  close  or  intimate ;  especially  as  in  the  younger 
Ridley's  boyhood,  his  father,  who  knew  nothing  of  the  fine  arts, 
had  looked  upon  the  chihl  as  a  sickly  half-witted  creature,  who 
would  be  to  his  parents  but  a  grief  and  a  bunlen.  But  when  J.  J. 
Ridley,  Emiuire,  began  to  attain  eminence  in  his  profession  his 
father's  eyes  were  <>i>ene<l ;  in  place  of  neglect  and  contempt,  he 
lfK>ke<i  up  U)  his  boy  with  a  sincere  naive  admiration,  and  often, 
with  tears,  has  narrate<l  tlie  pride  and  pleasure  which  he  felt  on  the 
day  when  he  waited  on  John  James  at  his  master  Lord  Todmorden's 
tabic.  Ridley  senior  now  felt  that  he  ha<l  been  unkind  and  unjust 
to  his  boy  in  the  latter's  early  days,  and  with  a  very  touching  humi- 
lity the  old  man  acknowledged  his  previous  injustice,  and  tried  to 
atone  for  it  by  present  respect  and  affection. 

Though  fondness  for  his  son,  and  delight  in  the  company  of 
Captain  Gann,  often  drew  Mr.  Ridley  to  Thomhaugh  Street,  and 
to  the  "  Admiral  Byng  "  Club,  of  which  Iwth  were  leading  members, 
Ridley  senior  lielongwl  to  otlier  clubs  at  the  West  End,  where  Lord 
Todmonlen's  butler  consorte<l  with  the  confidential  butlers  of  others 
of  the  nobility :  and  I  am  inf(>rmc<l  that  in  those  clubs  Ridley  con- 
tinued to  lie  calletl  "Todmonlcn"  long  after  his  connection  with  that 
venerable  nobleman  luul  cease<l.  He  continued  to  he  called  Loni 
Todmorden,  in  fact,  just  as  LonI  Popinjoy  is  still  calletl  by  his  old 
frieniis  Popiigoy,  though  his  father  is  dead,  and  Popinjoy,  as  every- 
boily  knows,  is  at  present  Eiarl  of  Pintaclo. 

At  one  of  these  clulw  of  their  onler,  Lonl  To<lmonien's  man 
was  in  the  constant  habit  of  meeting  Lord  Ringi»'ood's  man,  when 
tiieir  LonlshifM  (master  and  man)  were  in  town.  These  gentlemen 
haii  a  regard  for  each  other ;  and,  when  they  met,  communicated 
to  each  other  their  views  of  wwiety,  and  their  opinions  of  the 
characters  of  the  various  noble  lonls  and  influential  commoners 
whom  they  served.  Mr.  Rudge  knew  everything  al)out  Philip 
Fimiin's  affairs,  al>out  the  Doctor's  flight,  alKuit  Philip's  genenitia 
behaviour.  "  Genennis  !  /  call  it  a^lniiral ! "  old  Riilley  re- 
market!, while  narrating  this  trait  of  our  friend's — an<l  his  prenent 
position.  And  Rudge  contrastiNl  Philip's  manly  behaviour  with 
the  comluct  of  some  unraks  whitOi  he  would  not  name  them,  but 
which  they  were  always  speaking  ill  of  the  poor  young  fellow  be- 
hind his  Wk,  and  sneaking  up  to  my  Ix)rd,  and  greater  skinflints 
and  meaner  humbugs   never  were:  and  there  was  no  accounting 
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for  tutes,  but  he,    Rui^,  would  not  many  his  dangfater  to  a 
black  man. 

Now :  that  <lay  wheu  Mr.  Fjnnin  went  to  kc  my  Lord  Rin^- 
wood  was  one  of  my  Loril's  vety  worat  daya,  when  it  waa  almmt 
■a  dangerous  to  go  near  him  as  to  approach  a  Bengal  tiger.  When 
he  is  going  to  hare  a  fit  of  gout,  hia  Lordahip  (Mr.  Rudge  remarked) 
was  hawfiiL  "  He  curse  anil  aweur,  be  du,  at  everybody ;  even  the 
clergy  or  the  ladies — all's  one.  On  that  very  day  when  Mr.  Firmin 
call^l  he  had  said  to  Mr.  Twyiden,  'Get  out,  and  don't  come 
slandering,  ami  hack-biting,  and  bullying  that  poor  devil  or  a  hor 
any  more.  It's  blackguardly,  by  George,  sir — it's  blackguardly.' 
And  Twysden  came  out  with  hia  tail  between  his  legs,  and  he  sa;i 
to  me — 'Rudge,'  saj-s  he,  'my  Lord's  uncommon  bod  to-day." 
Well,  he  hadn't  been  gone  an  hour  when  pore  Philip  comes,  bod 
luck  to  him,  and  my  Lord,  who  hail  just  heard  from  Twysden  all 
about  that  young  woman^that  party  at  Paris,  Mr.  Ridley — and  it 
is  about  as  great  a  piece  of  folly  aa  ever  I  heard  toll  of —my  Lord 
tiima  upon  the  pure  young  fellar  and  call  luni  oames  worse  than 
Twysden.  But  Mr.  Firmin  ain't  that  sort  of  man,  he  ii>n't.  He 
won't  amSct  any  miin  to  <iill  Aim  name.* :  and  I  suppose  he  gave 
my  Lonl  Ilia  own  t>:ick  a^iin,  fur  I  hciinl  my  Lord  swear  at  him 
tremendous,  I  diil,  with  my  own  ears.  When  my  Lord  bus  tiie 
gimt  Ityin:;  about  I  told  yon  he  is  awful.  When  he  takes  his 
colchicnin  he's  worse.  Now,  we  have  got  a  party  at  Whipham 
at  Oliristiuas,  and  at  Whiplmin  we  must  be.  And  he  look  his 
colchirum  night  before  last,  and  to-day  he  was  in  sui-h  a  tremendous 
ragd  of  swearing,  ciirsiiii:,  and  hlnwing  \i\)  cverybixly,  that  it  was  as 
if  he  was  reit  hoi.  Ami  when  Twysden  and  Mrs.  Twysilen  callcil 
that  day— (if  you  kii-k  that  felhir  out  at  the  hall  door,'  I'm  blest  if 
he  won't  come  smirkiui;  <low!i  the  chinmey) — he  wouldn't  see  any 
of  them.  And  he  IklwImI  out  after  ine,  '  If  Firmin  comes,  kick  him 
downstoirs — do  you  hear  ? '  with  ever  so  many  oatlis  and  curses 
against  the  poor  fellow,  while  he  vitwi'il  he  would  never  xee  his 
kmged  inipiulent  face  again.  But  thin  wasn't  all,  Ridley.  He 
sent  for  Bradgntc,  his  lawyer,  that  very  day.  He  had  hack  his 
will,  which  I  signed  myself  iks  one  of  the  witnesses — me  and  Wilcox, 
the  master  of  the  hotel — and  I  know  he  had  left  Finuin  something 
in  it.  Take  my  wonl  for  it.  To  Ihiit  poor  youni;  fellow  he  means 
mischief "  A  fidl  report  of  this  eimvcrsation  Mr.  Ridley  gave  to 
his  little  frien<I  Mrs.  Brandon,  knowing  the  interest  which  Mrs. 
Brandon  took  in  the  young  gentleman  :  and  with  therfe  impleaaant 
news  Mrs.  Brandon  came  off  to  ndvi^  with  those  who — the  good 
nurse  was  please<l  to  say— were  Philips  beat  friends  in  the  world. 
We  wished  we  could  give  the  Little  Sister  comfort :  but  «U  the 
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world  knew  what  a  man  Lord  Ringwood  was — how  arbitrary,  how 
revengeful,  how  cruel ! 

I  knew  Mr.  Bradgate  the  lawyer,  with  whom  I  had  busineav, 
and  called  upon  him,  more  anxious  to  sfteak  about  Philip's  afiairs 
than  my  own.  I  suppose  I  was  too  eager  in  coming  to  my  point, 
for  Bradgate  saw  the  meaning  of  my  questions,  and  declined  to 
answer  them.  "My  client  and  I  are  not  the  dearest  friends  in 
the  world,"  Bradgate  said,  *'  but  I  must  keep  his  counsel,  and  must 
not  tell  you  whether  Mr.  Finnin  s  name  is  down  in  his  Lordship's 
will  or  not.  How  should  I  know  ?  He  may  have  altered  his  will. 
He  may  have  left  Finuin  money  ;  he  may  have  left  him  none.  I 
hope  young  Fimiin  does  not  count  on  a  legacy.  That's  all.  He 
may  be  disappointed  if  he  does.  Why,  you  may  hope  for  a  legacy 
from  Lord  Ringwooil,  and  you  may  be  disappointed.  I  know 
84*ores  of  people  who  do  hoi^e  for  something,  and  who  won't  get 
a  penny."  And  this  was  all  the  reply  I  could  get  at  that  time 
from  the  oracular  little  lawyer. 

I  told  my  wife,  as  of  course  every  dutiful  man  tells  everything 
to  every  dutiful  wife :  but,  though  Bradgate  discouraged  us,  there 
was  somehow  a  liu-king  hoi>e  still  that  the  old  nobleman  would 
provide  for  our  friend.  Then  Philip  would  marry  Charlotte.  Then 
he  would  eani  ever  so  much  more  money  by  his  nrwspa{)er.  Then 
he  would  be  happy  ever  after.  My  wife  counts  eggs  not  only 
before  they  are  hatched,  but  l)efore  they  are  laiii.  Never  was  such 
an  obstinate  hopefulness  of  character.  I,  on  the  other  hand,  take 
a  rational  and  dcsixtudent  view  of  things ;  and  if  they  turn  out 
better  than  I  expei't,  as  sometimes  they  will,  I  affably  own  that 
I  have  l)een  mistaken. 

But  an  early  day  (*ame  when  Mr.  Bradgate  was  no  longer  need- 
ful, 01"  when  he  thought  himself  relcaseil  from  the  obligations  of 
si]en(?e  with  regard  to  his  noble  client.  It  was  two  days  before 
Christmas,  and  I  t4M)k  my  a(*ctistome<l  aftem(X)n  saunter  to  **  Bays's," 
where  other  hahituen  of  the  club  wen*  iu«i'mble<l.  There  was  no 
little  buzzing  and  excitement  among  the  fre<(uentcr8  of  the  place. 
Talbfit  Twys<len  always  arrival  at  *'  Bays^s  **  at  ten  minutes  jwist 
four,  and  scuffled  for  the  evening  fiaiier,  as  if  its  contents  were 
matter  of  great  imiM^rtance  to  TalUit.  He  would  hold  men's 
tiuttons,  and  diM*ourse  to  them  the  leailing  article  out  of  that 
paper  with  an  astoimdinu  emi»hasis  and  gravity.  On  this  day, 
some  ten  minutes  after  hi>«  annistonied  hour,  he  reach<Hl  the  club. 
Other  gentlemen  were  eniriig«*<l  in  iJemsinu  the  eveniuij  journal. 
The  ]am)M  on  the  tabk*H  lighted  up  tlie  liald  headn,  the  gn\v  heads, 
dye<l  heads,  and  the  wi^^M  of  many  n.H:u*iiibhNl  f(»gif^  niunnurs 
went  about  the  room:    **  Very  sudden."     *'Gout  in  the  stomach." 
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« Dined  here  only  four  days  aga"  "Looked  very  welL"  "Very 
well  t  No !  Never  saw  a  fellow  look  worse  in  my  life."  "  Yellow 
as  a  guinea."  "  Couldn't  eat''  "  Swore  dreadfully  at  the  waiters^ 
and  at  Tom  Eaves  who  dined  with  him."  "Seventy-six,  I  see. — 
Bom  in  the  same  year  with  the  Duke  of  York."  "  Forty  thousand 
a  year."  "  Forty  1  fifty-eight  thousand  three  hundred,  I  tell  you. 
Always  been  a  saving  man."  "  Estate  goes  to  his  cousin.  Sir  John 
Ringwood ;  not  a  member  here — member  of  '  Boodle's.' "  "  Hated 
each  other  fiuiously.  Very  violent  temper,  the  old  fellow  wasw 
Never  got  over  the  Reform  Bill,  they  used  to  say."     "  Wonder 

whether  he'll  leave  anything  to  old  bow-wow  Twys "     Here 

enters  Talbot  Twysden,  Esquire. — "  Ha,  Colonel !  How  are  you  \ 
What's  the  news  to-night  I  Kept  late  at  my  office,  making  up 
accounts.  Going  down  to  Whipham  to-morrow  to  pass  Christmas 
with  my  wife's  uncle — Ringwood,  you  know.  Always  go  do^-n  to 
Whipham  at  Christmas.  Keeps  the  pheasants  for  us.  No  longer 
a  hunting  man  myself     Lost  my  nerve,  by  Ceoige ! " 

Whilst  the  braggart  little  creature  indulged  in  this  pompous 
talk,  he  did  not  see  the  significant  looks  which  were  fixed  ujmiu 
him,  or  if  he  remarked  them,  was  perhaps  pleajsed  by  the  atten- 
tion which  he  excited.  "  Bays's  "  had  long  echoed  with  Twys^leu's 
account  of  Ringwood,  the  pheasants,  his  own  loss  of  nerve  in  hunt- 
ing, and  the  sum  which  their  family  would  inherit  at  the  death  o( 
their  noble  relative. 

"  I  think  I  have  heard  you  say  Sir  John  Ringwood  inherits 
after  your  relative  \ "  asked  Mr.  Hookhani. 

"  Yes  ;  the  estate,  not  the  title.  The  earldom  goes  to  my  lA»rd 
ami  his  heirs,  Hookham.  Why  shouldn't  he  marry  again  ?  I  often 
say  to  him,  *  Ringwood,  why  dou^t  you  marry,  if  it*s  only  to  tlis- 
appoiut  that  Whig  fellow.  Sir  John?  You  are  fresh  and  h:de, 
Ringwoo<i.  You  may  live  twenty  years,  five-and-twenty  year*. 
If  you  leiive  your  niece  and  my  children  any  tiling,  we're  not  in  a 
hurry  to  inherit,^  I  sav  :  *  whv  don't  vou  marrv  ? ' '' 

"  Ah  !  Twysden,  he's  jjast  marr\ing,"  groans  Mr.  Hookham. 

"  Not  at  all.  Sober  man,  now.  Stout  man.  Immem^e  pi>wer- 
ful  man.  Healthy  man,  but  for  gout.  I  often  say  to  him, 
*  Ringwooti !  I  sav ' " 

"  Oh,  for  menu's  sake,  stop  this  ! "  groans  old  Mr.  Tremlott, 
who  always  begins  to  shudder  at  the  sound  of  \tooT  Twysdeu's  voice. 
*'  Tell  him,  somebody." 

"Haven't  you  heard,  Twysden?  Haven't  you  seen?  Don't 
vou  know  ? "  asks  Mr.  Hookham  solemnly. 

"Heard,  seen,  known — what?"  cries  the  other. 

"  An  accident  has  hapi>eued  to  Lord  Kingwoo^i.     Look  at  the 
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paper.  Here  it  is."  And  Twysden  pulls  out  his  great  gold  eye- 
glasses, holds  the  paper  as  far  as  his  little  arm  will  reach,  and 

and  merciful  Powers  ! but  I  will  not  venture  to  depict  the  agony 

on  that  noble  £Eice.  Like  Tinianthes  the  painter,  I  hide  this 
Agamemnon  with  a  veil.  I  cast  the  Glof^  new8|>aper  over  him. 
lUcUMtur  orbU:  and  let  imagination  depict  our  Twysden  under 
the  ruins. 

What  Twysden  read  in  the  Glof>e  was  a  mere  curt  paragraph ; 
but  in  next  moniing's  Times  there  was  one  of  those  obituary  notices 
to  which  noblemen  of  eminence  must  submit  from  the  mysterious 
necrographer  engaged  by  that  paper. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

PULVIS  ET  UMBRA  SUMUS 

THE  first  and  only  Earl  of  Ringwood  has  submitted  to  the  &te 
which  peers  and  commoners  are  alike  destined  to  undergo. 
Hastening  to  his  magnificent  seat  of  Whipham  Market, 
where  he  proposed  to  entertain  an  illustrious  Christmas  party,  his 
Lordship  left  London  scarcely  recovered  firom  an  attack  of  gout  to 
which  he  has  been  for  many  years  a  martyr.  The  disease  must 
have  flown  to  his  stomach,  and  suddenly  mastered  him.  At 
Turreys  Regum,  thirty  miles  from  his  own  princely  habitation, 
where  he  had  been  accustomed  to  dine  on  his  almost  Royal  pro- 
gresses to  his  home,  he  was  already  in  a  state  of  dreadful  suffering, 
to  which  his  attendants  did  not  pay  the  attention  which  his  condi- 
tion ought  to  have  excited ;  for  when  labouring  under  this  most 
painful  malady  his  outcries  were  loud,  and  his  language  and 
demeanour  exceedingly  violent.  He  angrily  refused  to  send  for 
medical  aid  at  Turreys,  and  insisted  on  continuing  his  journey 
homewards.  He  wa.s  one  of  the  old  school,  who  never  would  enter 
a  railway  (though  his  fortune  was  greatly  increased  by  the  passage 
of  the  railway  throui^h  his  pr()]>erty) :  and  his  own  horses  always 
met  him  at  "  Popper's  Tavern,"  an  obscure  hamlet,  seventeen  miles 
from  his  princely  seat.  He  ina<le  no  sign  on  arriving  at  "  Popper's,*' 
and  spoke  no  word,  to  the  now  serious  alarm  of  his  servants.  When 
they  came  to  lii^ht  his  carriage-lamps,  and  look  into  his  postchaise, 
the  lord  of  many  thousand  acres,  and,  according  to  report,  of 
immense  wealth,  was  dead.  The  jouniey  from  Turreys  had  been 
the  last  stage  of  a  h)ng,  a  pros])erous,  and,  if  not  a  famous,  at  least 
a  notorious  an\l  magnificent  career. 

"  The  late  John  George,  Earl  and  Baron  Ringwood  and  Viscount 
Cinqbars,  entered  into  public  life  at  the  dangerous  period  before  the 
French  Revolution  :  and  commeuced  his  career  as  the  friend  and 
companion  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.  When  his  Royal  Highness 
secedeil  from  the  Whig  party.  Lord  Ringwood  also  joined  the  Tory 
side  of  poHticians,  and  an  earldom  was  the  price  of  his  fidelity. 
But  on  the  elevation  of  Lopi  Steyne  to  a  marquisate.  Lord  Ring- 


ON    HIS   WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD     365 

wood  quarrelled  for  a  while  with  his  Royal  patron  and  friend,  deem- 
ing his  own  8er\'ice8  unjustly  slighted,  as  a  like  dignity  was  not 
<*onforred  on  himself.  On  several  occasions  he  gave  his  vote  against 
Crovemment,  and  caused  his  nominees  in  the  House  of  Commons 
to  vote  with  the  Whigs.  He  never  was  reconciled  to  his  late 
Mtgesty  George  IV.,  of  whom  he  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  with 
characteristic  bluntness.  The  approach  of  the  Reform  Bill,  how- 
ever, threw  this  nobleman  definitively  on  the  Tory  side,  of  which 
he  has  ever  since  remained,  if  not  an  elotiuent,  at  least  a  violent 
supfM>rter.  He  was  said  to  be  a  liberal  laudlonl,  so  long  as  his 
tenants  did  not  thwart  him  in  his  views.  His  only  son  died  early ; 
and  his  Lordship,  according  to  re(H>rt,  has  long  been  on  ill  terms 
with  his  kinsman  and  sucTcssor,  Sir  John  Ringwooil,  of  Apple- 
shaw,  Baronet.  The  Barony  has  l)een  in  this  ancient  family  since 
the  reign  of  George  I.,  when  Sir  John  Ringwood  was  ennobled, 
and  Sir  Francis,  his  brother,  a  Banm  of  the  Exchequer,  waa 
advanced  to  the  dignity  of  Baronet  by  the  first  of  our  Hanoverian 
wivereigns." 

This  was  the  article  which  my  wife  and  I  read  on  the  morning 
of  (.*hristmas  Eve,  as  our  children  were  det^king  lamps  and  looking- 
ghisses  with  holly  and  reii  lienies  for  the  approaching  festival  I 
had  desfNitched  a  hurne<i  note,  (containing  the  news,  to  Philip  on 
tlie  night  previous.  We  ware  |iainfully  anxious  about  his  fate  now, 
when  a  few  days  wouhi  de<nde  it.  Again  my  business  or  curiosity 
took  me  to  m^  ^[r.  Bradgato,  the  lawyer.  He  was  in  possession 
of  the  news  of  course.  Ho  was  nf>t  averse  to  talk  aljout  it.  The 
death  of  his  client  unsealed  the  lawyer  s  li|is  partially  :  and  I  must 
say  Bradgate  siH>ke  in  a  manner  not  flattering  to  his  noble  deceased 
client.  The  brutalities  of  the  late  nobleman  had  been  ver>'  hard  to 
bear.  On  occasion  of  their  last  meeting  his  oaths  and  disrespectful 
beha\nour  had  l)een  specially  (Nlious.  He  had  abuse<l  almost  every 
one  of  his  relatives.  His  heir,  he  said,  was  a  prating  republi(*an 
humbug.  He  had  a  n'lative  (whom  Bradgate  said  he  would  not 
name)  who  was  a  scheming,  swaggering,  swindling,  lickspittle 
parasite,  always  cringing  at  his  heels  and  longing  for  his  death. 
And  he  had  another  relative,  the  impudent  son  of  a  swindling 
doctor,  who  had  insulte<l  him  two  htnirs  liefore  in  his  own  room, — 
a  fellow  who  wjis  a  pau|)er,  and  mnn^i  to  pn)|)agate  a  breed  for  the 
workhouse ;  for,  after  his  liehaviour  of  that  day,  he  would  Ire  con- 
demned to  the  lowest  pit  of  Acheron,  U^fore  he,  Lonl  Ringwood, 
would  give  that  scoundrel  a  fienny  of  his  money.  '*  And  his  Lord- 
ship desired  me  to  send  him  btirk  his  will,"  said  Mr.  Bradgate. 
And  he  destroyed  that  will  before  ho  went  away :  it  was  not  the 
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first  he  had  burned.  *'  And  I  may  tell  you,  now  all  is  over,  that 
he  had  left  his  brother's  grandson  a  handsome  legacy  in  that  will, 
which  your  poor  friend  might  have  had,  but  that  he  went  to  see  my 
Lord  in  his  unlucky  fit  of  gout."  Ah,  mea  culpa !  mea  culpa ! 
And  who  sent  Philip  to  see  his  relative  in  that  unlucky  fit  of  goat  ? 
Who  was  so  worldly  wise — so  Twysden-like,  as  to  counsel  Philip  to 
flattery  and  submission  ?  But  for  that  advice  he  might  be  wealthy 
now ;  he  might  be  happy ;  he  might  be  ready  to  marry  his  young 
sweetheart  Our  Christmas  turkey  choked  me  as  I  ate  of  it  The 
lights  burned  dimly,  and  the  kisses  and  laughter  under  the  mistletoe 
were  but  melancholy  sport.  But  for  my  advice,  how  happy  might 
my  firiend  have  been  !  I  looked  askance  at  the  honest  fiioes  of  my 
children.  What  would  they  say  if  they  knew  their  fiither  had 
advised  a  friend  to  cringe,  and  bow,  and  humble  himself  before  a 
rich  wicked  old  man  ?  I  sat  as  mute  at  the  pantomime  as  at  a 
burial ;  the  laughter  of  the  little  ones  smote  me  as  with  a  reproof 
A  burial?  With  plumes  and  lights,  and  upholsterers'  pageantry, 
and  mourning  by  the  yard  measure,  they  were  buying  my  Lord 
Kingwoovl,  who  might  have  made  Philip  Firmin  rich  but  for  me. 

All  lingering  hopes  reganling  our  friend  were  quickly  put  to  an 
end.  A  will  was  found  at  Whipham,  dated  a  year  back,  in  which 
no  mention  was  made  of  poor  Philip  Firmin.  Small  legacies — 
disgracefully  shabby  and  small,  Twysden  said — were  left  to  the 
TwvRilen  family,  with  the  full-length  |K>rtrait  of  the  late  Earl  in  his 
coronation  robes,  which,  I  should  think,  must  have  given  but  small 
satisfaction  to  his  surviving  relatives ;  for  his  Lonlship  was  but  an 
ill-favoured  nobleman,  and  the  price  of  the  carriage  of  the  large 
picture  from  Whipham  wa.s  a  tax  which  poor  Tjdbot  made  very 
wry  feces  at  paying.  Had  the  picture  been  accompanied  by  thirty 
or  forty  thousand  pounds,  or  fitly  thousand — why  should  he  not 
have  left  them  fifty  thousand  ?  —how  different  Talbot's  grief  wouM 
have  been  !  Whereas  when  Talbot  counted  up  the  dinners  he  had 
given  to  Lord  Ringwoo<l,  all  of  which  he  could  easily  calculate  by 
his  cunning  ledgers  and  journals  in  which  was  noted  down  every 
feast  at  which  his  Lordship  attended,  every  guest  assembled,  and 
everv  bottle  of  wine  dnmk,  Twvsden  found  that  he  had  absolutelv 
spent  more  money  upon  my  Lord  than  the  old  man  had  paid  back 
in  his  will.  But  all  the  family  went  into  mourning,  and  the 
Tw\'sden  coachman  and  footman  turned  out  in  black  worsted 
epaulettes  in  honour  of  the  illustrious  deceased.  It  is  not  every 
day  that  a  man  gets  a  chance  of  publicly  bewailing  the  loss  of  an 
carl  his  relative.  I  suppose  Twysden  took  many  himdred  people 
into  his  confidence  on  this  matter,  and  bewailed  his  uncle's  death 
and  his  own  wrongs  whilst  clinging  to  many  scores  of  button-holes. 
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And  how  did  poor  Philip*  bear  the  difiappointment  ?  He  must 
have  felt  it,  for  I  fear  we  ourselves  had  encouraged  him  in  the  hope 
that  his  grand-uncle  would  do  something  to  relieve  his  necessity. 
Philip  put  a  bit  of  crape  round  his  hat,  wrapped  himself  in  his 
shabby  old  mantle,  and  declined  any  outward  show  of  grief  at  all. 
If  the  old  man  had  left  him  money,  it  had  been  well.  As  he  did 
not, — a  puff  of  cigar,  perhaps,  ends  the  sentence,  and  our  philo- 
sopher gives  no  further  thought  to  his  disappointment.  Was  not 
Philip  the  poor  as  lordly  and  independent  as  Philip  the  rich  ?  A 
struggle  with  poverty  is  a  wholesome  wrestling-match  at  three  or 
five-and- twenty.  The  sinews  are  young,  and  are  braced  by  the 
contest.  It  is  upon  the  aged  that  the  battle  falls  hanlly,  who  are 
weakened  by  Ruling  health,  and  perhaps  enervated  by  long  years 
of  prosperity. 

Firmin's  broail  back  could  carry  a  heavy  burden,  and  he  was 
glad  to  take  all  the  work  wliich  fell  in  his  way.  Phipps  of  the  Daily 
Intfllif^encer,  wanting  an  assistant,  Philip  gladly  sold  four  hours  of 
his  day  to  Mr.  Phipps :  translated  page  after  ftage  of  newspapers, 
French  and  Gennan ;  took  an  occasional  turn  at  the  Chamber  of 
Deputies,  and  gave  an  account  of  a  sitting  of  importance,  and 
made  himself  quite  an  active  lieutenant.  He  began  positively  to 
save  money.  He  wore  dreadfully  shabby  clothes,  to  be  siure:  for 
Charlotte  could  not  go  to  his  chaml^er  and  mend  his  rags  as  the 
Little  Sister  had  done :  but  when  Mrs.  Baynes  abused  him  for  his 
shabby  appearance — and  indeed  it  must  have  l)een  mortifying  some- 
times to  see  the  fellow  in  his  old  clothes  swaggering  about  in 
Madame  Smolensk's  apartments,  talking  loud,  contradicting,  and 
laying  down  the  law — Charlotte  <lofontie<i  her  maligne<l  Philip. 
"Do  you  know  why  Monsieur  Philip  has  those  shabby  clothes?" 
she  askeil  of  Madame  de  Smolensk.  "  Because  he  has  been  send- 
ing money  to  his  father  in  America."  And  Smolensk  said  that 
Monsieur  Philip  was  a  brave  young  man,  and  that  he  might  come 
dressed  like  an  Iroqtiois  to  her  soiree,  ami  he  should  be  welcome. 
And  Mrs.  Baynes  was  nide  to  Philip  when  he  was  present,  and 
scornful  in  her  reniarkH  when  he  was  absent.  And  Philip  trrmble<l 
Wforc  Mrs.  Bavnes ;  and  he  took  her  boxes  on  the  ear  with  much 
meekness  ;  for  was  not  his  Charlotte  a  hostage  in  her  mot  Iter's 
hands,  and  might  not  Mrs.  Genend  B.  make  that  i)oor  little  creature 
Huffer  ? 

One  or  two  Indian  la^iies  of  Mrs.  Baynes's  acquaintance 
happened  to  pass  this  winter  in  Paris,  and  these  persons,  who  had 
furnished  lodgings  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Honor^,  or  the  (^hamps 
Elys^es,  and  rode  in  their  carriages  with,  very  likely,  a  footman 
on  the  box,  rather  looked  down  upon  Mrs.  Baynes  for  living  in  « 
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boarding-house,  and  keeping  no  equipage.  No  woman  likes  to  be 
looked  down  upon  by  any  other  woman,  especially  by  such  a 
creature  as  Mrs.  Batters,  the  lawyer's  wife,  from  Calcutta,  who  was 
not  in  society,  and  did  not  go  to  Government  House,  and  here  was 
driving  about  in  the  Champs  Ellys^es,  and  giving  henelf  such  airs, 
indeed  !  So  was  Mrs.  Doctor  Macoon,  with  her  ladt^'B-muudf  and 
her  man-cook^  and  her  open  carriarft,  and  her  Htme  carriage. 
(Pray  read  these  words  with  the  most  withering  emphasis  which 
you  can  lay  upon  them.)  And  who  was  Mrs.  Maooon,  pray? 
Madame  B^t,  the  French  milliner's  daughter,  neither  more  nor 
less.  And  this  creature  must  scatter  her  mud  over  her  betters  who 
went  on  foot.  "  I  am  telling  my  poor  girls,  madame,"  she  would 
say  to  Madame  Smolensk,  "  that  if  I  had  been  a  milliner's  girl,  or 
their  fiither  had  been  a  pettifogging  attorney,  and  not  a  soldier,  who 
has  served  his  Sovereign  in  every  quarter  of  the  world,  they  would 
be  better  dressed  than  they  are  now,  poor  chicks ! — we  might  have 
a  fine  apartment  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Honor^ — we  need  not  live  at 
a  boarding-house." 

"And  if  /  had  been  a  milliner,  Mulame  la  G^n^rale,"  cried 
Smolensk,  with  spirit,  '*  perhaps  I  should  not  have  had  need  to 
keep  a  boanling-house.  My  father  was  a  general  offit^cr,  and  serveti 
his  Emfieror  ttK).  But  what  will  you  ?  We  have  all  to  do  disa.^ree- 
able  things,  ami  to  live  with  disagreeable  |x^oplp,  madauie  !  '■  And 
with  this  Smolensk  niakos  Mrs.  Oeiienil  Bavnes  a  fine  curtsev, 
and  goes  ott*  to  other  affairs  or  guests.  She  was  of  the  opinion 
of  many  of  Philip  s  friends.  "  Ah,  Monsieur  Philip,"  she  said  to 
him,  "  when  you  are  married,  you  will  live  far  from  that  woman  ; 
is  it  not  ]  '* 

Hearing  that  Mrs.  Batters  was  going  to  the  Tuileries,  I  am 
sorry  to  say  a  violent  emulation  inspired  Mrs.  Bavnes,  and  she 
never  was  easy  until  she  persuaded  her  (Jeneral  to  take  her  to  the 
ambassador  .s,  and  to  the  entertainments  of  the  Citizen  King  who 
governed  Franoe  in  tlujse  days.  It  would  cost  little  or  nothing. 
Charlotte  must  ])c  broui;ht  out.  Her  ainit,  MacWhirter,  from 
Tours,  had  sent  (-liarlotte  a  ])resont  of  money  for  a  dress.  To  ilo 
Mrs.  Baynes  justice,  she  sptMit  very  little  money  upon  her  own 
raiment,  and  extracted  from  one  of  hor  tninks  a  costume  which  had 
done  duty  at  Barrackpore  and  Calcutta.  "  After  hearing  that  Mrs. 
Batters  went,  I  knew  slie  never  woidd  Ix*  easv,"  Ceneral  Ba\'nes 
siiid,  with  a  sigh.  His  wife  denied  the  accusation  as  an  outrage : 
said  that  men  always  imputed  the  worst  motives  to  women,  whereas 
her  wish.  Heaven  knows,  was  only  to  seo  her  darling  child  properly 
j»resente<i,  and  her  husband  in  liis  pro|)er  rank  in  the  world.  And 
Charlotte  looked  lovely,  upon  the  evening  of  the  ball :  and  Madame 
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Smolensk  dressed  Charlotte's  hair  very  prettily,  and  offered  to  lend 
Aiiguete  to  awonipnuy  the  Getieral'e  cnrria;^  ;  but  Ogooet  revolted, 
and  «atil,  "  Nou  mere!  t  he  wuuld  itu  unything  for  the  Qeneral  und 
Mies  Charlotte — but  for  the  G^u^rale,  no,  no,  no ! "  and  lie  made 
(  of  violent  abnegation.  And  though  Chorlotte  looked  a«  Bweet 
rosebud,  she  had  little  pleasure  in  her  ball,  Philip  not  being 
present.  Ami  liow  cituld  he  be  present,  who  had  but  one  old  eoat, 
anil  holes  in  his  boots  1 

So  you  aee,  aft<?r  a  sunny  autumn,  a  pold  winter  comes,  when 
llie  wind  is  bad  for  delicate  chests,  anil  muddy  for  little  shoes. 
How  eould  Charlotte  eome  out  at  ei);ht  o'oluck  through  iiiud  or 
snow  of  a.  winter's  morning,  if  she  hud  been  out  at  an  evening  party 
Utc  overnight  T  Mrs.  (fencral  Bnynea  liegun  to  go  out  a  good  deal 
to  the  Paris  evening  parties — I  mean  to  the  parties  of  us  Trojaiie — 
parties  where  there  are  forty  English  people,  three  Frenehnien,  and 
a  German  who  plays  the  piano.  Charlotte  was  very  much  admired. 
The  feme  uf  her  gowl  looks  spread  abroad.  I  promise  you  that 
there  were  persons  of  much  more  iniportiince  than  the  poor  Vioomte 
de  GarpmioiUiiiue,  who  were  charmed  by  her  bright  eyes,  her 
bright  smile*,  her  artless  rosy  beauty.  Why,  little  Hely,  of  the 
Emboasy,  actually  invited  himself  to  Mrs.  Doctor  Moeoon's,  in 
order  to  see  this  young  beauty,  and  danced  with  her  without 
oeasiDg :  Mr.  Hely,  who  wa-t  the  pink  of  fashion,  you  know  ;  who 
danced  with  the  Royal  princesHea  ;  anr|  was  at  all  the  grand  parties 
of  the  Friubourg  St.  Germain.  He  saw  her  to  her  (wrriage  (n 
rery  shabby  fly,  it  must  be  confessed ;  but  Mrs.  Buynes  told  him 
they  had  lieen  accustomed  to  a  very  ilifferent  kind  of  equipage  in 
India).  He  a<:tually  called  at  the  boanling- house,  and  letl  his 
cajTi.  .V.  Waltintifiam  Helti,  ntlacM  a  I'Amt^Kndf  de  S.  M. 
Srilanni</ue,  for  General  Baynes  and  his  lady.  To  what  balls 
would  Mrs.  Baynes  like  to  go— to  the  TuileriesI  to  the  Embassy  1 
to  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain  ?  t<)  the  Fauboiirg  St.  Honors  1  I 
rnuld  name  many  more  persona  of  distinction  who  were  fuficinated 
hy  pretty  Miss  Charlotte.  Her  mother  felt  more  and  more  ashamed 
of  the  shabby  fly,  in  which  our  yoriiig  lady  was  conveyed  to  and 
from  her  parties ; — of  the  shabby  fly,  and  of  that  shabby  cavalier 
who  was  in  waiting  sometimes  to  put  Miss  Charlotte  into  her 
CHiria^.  Charlotte's  mother's  eara  were  only  too  acute  when 
dispsnging  remarks  were  made  about  that  cavalier.  What  I 
engaged  to  that  queer  red-bearded  fellow,  with  the  ragged  ehirt- 
raillars,  who  trod  upon  everybody  in  the  polka  ?  A  newspaper 
writer,  wna  he  {  The  mm  of  that  doctor  who  ran  away  after 
ciieflting  everj'boily  t  What  a  very  odd  thing  of  General  Baynea  . 
lo  think  of  engaging  his  daughter  to  such  a  person  I, 
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So  Mr.  Firmin  was  not  asked  to  many  distinguished  hoiuesi  where 
his  Charlotte  was  made  welcome ;  where  there  was  dancing  in  the 
saloon,  Tery  mild  negus  and  cAkes  in  the  McUle^-matujfer^  and  cank 
in  the  lady^s  hedroom.  And  he  did  not  care  to  be  asked  ;  and  he 
made  himself  very  arrogant  and  disagreeable  when  he  was  asked : 
and  be  would  upset  tea-trays,  and  burst  out  into  roan  of  laughter  at 
all  times,  and  swagger  about  the  drawing-room  as  if  he  were  a  man 
of  importance — he  indeed — giving  himself  such  airs,  because  hi^ 
grand&ther's  brother  was  an  Earl !  And  what  had  the  Eaii  done  f(v 
him,  pray  ?  And  what  right  had  he  to  burst  out  laughing  when  Miss 
Grackley  sang  a  little  out  of  tune  ?  What  could  CJeneral  Baynes 
mean  by  selecting  such  a  husband  for  that  nice  modest  young  girl  1 

The  old  Greneral  sitting  in  the  best  bedroom,  placidly  playing 
at  whist  with  the  other  British  fogeys,  does  not  hear  these  remarks, 
perhaps,  but  little  Mrs.  Baynes  with  her  eager  eyes  and  ears  sees 
and  knows  ererything.  Many  people  have  told  her  that  Philip  is 
a  bad  match  fbr  her  daughter.  She  has  heard  him  contradict 
calmly  quite  wealthy  people.  Mr.  Hobday,  who  has  a  house  m 
Carlton  Terrace,  London,  and  goes  to  the  first  houses  in  Paris, 
Philip  has  contradicted  him  point  blank,  until  Mr.  Hobilay  turned 
quite  red,  and  Mrs.  Hobday  didn't  know  where  to  look.  Mr. 
Peplow,  a  clergyman  and  a  baronet's  eldest  son,  who  will  be  one 
day  the  Rev.  Sir  Charles  Peplow  of  Peplow  Manor,  was  praising 
Tomlinson's  poems,  and  offered  to  read  them  out  at  Mr.  Badgers 
— he  reads  very  finely,  though  a  little  perhaps  through  his  noee — 
and  when  he  was  going  to  begin,  Mr.  Firmin  said,  "My  dear 
Peplow,  for  Heaven  8  sake  don't  give  us  any  of  that  rot.  I  would 
as  soon  hear  one  of  your  own  prize  poems."  Rot,  indeed  !  WTiat 
an  expression  !  Of  c<nir8e  Mr.  Peplow  was  very  much  annoyed. 
And  this  from  a  mere  newspaper  writer.  Never  heanl  of  such 
nideneas  !  Mrs.  Tuffin  said  she  took  her  line  at  once  after  seeing 
this  Mr.  Firmin.  "  He  may  be  an  earl's  grand-nephew,  for  what 
I  care.  He  may  have  been  at  college,  he  has  not  learned  good 
manners  there.  He  may  be  clever,  I  don't  profess  to  be  a  jutlge. 
But  he  is  moat  overlwaring,  clumsy,  and  disagreeable.  I  shall 
not  ask  him  to  mv  Tuesdavs  :  and  Emma,  if  he  asks  vou  to  dance, 
I  beg  you  will  do  no  stioh  thing ! "  A  bull,  you  understand,  in  a 
meadow,  or  on  a  prairie  with  a  henl  of  other  bufialoes,  is  a  noble 
animal ;  but  a  bull  in  a  china-shop  is  out  of  place :  and  even  so 
was  Philip  amongst  the  crockery  of  those  little  simple  tea-parties, 
where  his  mane,  and  hoofs,  and  roar  caused  endless  disturbance- 

These  remarks  concerning  the  .accepted  son-in-law  Mrs.  Ba3nies 
heanl  and,  at  proper  moments,  repeated.  She  nded  Baynes ;  but 
was  very  cautious,  and  secretly  afraid  of  him.     Once  or  twice  she 


ON   HIS   WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD     371 

had  gone  too  far  in  her  dealings  with  the  quiet  old  roan,  and  he  had 
revolted,  put  her  down,  and  never  forgiven  her.  Beyond  a  certain 
point  she  dared  not  provoke  her  husband.  She  would  say,  "  Well, 
Baynes,  nuurriage  is  a  lottery :  and  I  am  afraid  our  poor  Charlotte 
has  not  pulled  a  prize : "  on  which  the  General  woidd  reply,  "  No 
more  have  others,  my  dear  ! "  and  so  drop  the  subject  for  the  time 
being.  On  another  occasion  it  would  be,  ''You  heard  how  rude 
Philip  Firmin  was  to  Mr.  Hobday  1 "  and  the  General  would  answer, 
"  I  was  at  cards,  my  dear."  Again  she  might  say,  "  Mrs.  Tuffin 
says  she  will  not  have  Philip  Firmin  to  her  Tuesdays,  my  dear : " 
and  the  Generars  rejoinder  would  be,  "  Begad,  so  much  the  better 
for  him  !  "  "  Ah  ! "  she  groans,  "  he's  always  offending  some  one ! " 
*'  I  don't  think  he  seems  to  please  ymi  much,  Eliza  ! "  responds  the 
Creneral :  and  she  answers,  '*  No,  he  don't,  and  that  I  confess ;  and 
I  don*t  like  to  think,  Baynes,  of  my  sweet  child  given  up  to  certain 
poverty,  and  such  a  man  ! "  At  which  the  General  with  some  of 
his  garrison  phrases  would  break  out  with  a  *'  Hang  it,  Eliza,  do 
you  suppose  I  think  it  is  a  very  good  match  1 "  and  turn  to  the 
wall,  and,  I  hope,  to  sleep. 

As  for  poor  little  Charlotte,  her  mother  is  not  afraid  of  little 
Charlotte :  and  when,  the  two  are  alone  the  poor  child  knows  she 
is  to  be  made  wretched  by  her  mother's  assaults  upon  Philip.  Was 
there  ever  anything  so  bad  as  his  behaviour,  to  burst  out  laughing 
when  Miss  Crackley  was  singing  1  Was  he  called  upon  to  contradict 
Mr.  Charles  Peplow  in  that  abrupt  way,  and  as  good  as  tell  him 
he  was  a  fool  1  It  was  very  wrong  certainly,  and  poor  Charlotte 
thinks,  with  a  blush  perhaps,  how  she  was  just  at  the  point  of 
admiring  Sir  Charles  Peplow's  reading  very  much,  and  had  been 
prepared  to  think  Tomlinson's  poems  delightful,  until  Philip  onlered 
her  to  adopt  a  contemptuous  opinion  of  the  poet.  *'  And  did  you 
see  how  he  was  dressed — a  button  wanting  on  his  waistcoat,  and  a 
hole  in  his  boot  1 " 

'*  Mamma,"  cries  Charlotte,  turning  very  red,  "  he  might  have 
been  better  dressed — if— if " 

"  That  is,  you  would  like  your  own  father  to  be  in  prison,  your 
mother  to  beg  her  bread,  your  sisters  to  go  in  rags,  and  your  brothers 
to  starve,  Charlotte,  in  onler  that  we  should  pay  Philip  Firmin  back 
the  money  of  which  his  father  robbed  him  !  Yes.  That's  your 
meaning.  You  needn't  explain  yourself.  I  can  understand  quite 
well,  thank  you.  Good-night  I  hope  yow'//  sleep  well ;  /  shan't 
after  this  conversation.  Good-night,  Charlotte ! "  Ah  me !  0 
couFse  of  tnie  love,  didst  thou  ever  nm  smooth  7  As  we  f>eep  into 
that  boanling-house^ — whereof  I  have  already  described  the  mistress 
as  wakeful  with  racking  care  regarding  the  morrow ;  wherein  lie 
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the  Mlsc  BolderoB,  who  must  natandly  be  very  unoomfortabley  beinz 
on  BufTcranoe  and  as  it  were  in  pain,  as  thej  lie  on  their  beds  :— 
what  8orro\i'B  do  we  not  perceive  brooding  over  the  nightcaps? 
There  is  poor  Charlotte  who  has  said  her  prayer  for  her  Philip  ;  and 
as  she  lays  her  young  eyes  on  the  pillow,  they  wet  it  with  their 
tears.  Why  does  her  mother  for  ever  and  for  ever  speak  againi^t 
him  ?  Why  is  her  fother  so  cold  when  Philip's  name  is  mentioneil  > 
Could  Charlotte  ever  think  of  any  but  him  t  Oh,  never,  never ! 
And  so  the  wet  eyes  are  voileil  at  last ;  and  dose  in  doubt  and  fear 
and  care.  An<l  in  the  next  room  to  Charlotte's,  a  little  yellow  old 
woman  lies  stark  awake ;  and  in  the  bed  by  her  side  an  old  gentle- 
man can't  close  his  eyes  for  thinking — my  poor  giii  is  promised  to 
a  beggar.  All  the  fine  hopes  which  wc  had  of  his  getting  a  legacy 
from  that  lord  are  over.  Poor  child,  poor  child,  what  will  become 
of  her? 

Now,  Two  Sticks,  let  us  fly  over  the  river  Seine  to  Mr.  Philip 
Firmin's  quarters :  to  Philip's  house,  who  has  not  got  a  penny  ;  to 
Philip's  bed,  who  has  made  himself  so  rude  and  disagreeable  at  that 
tea-party.  He  has  no  idea  that  he  has  offended  anybody.  He  ha« 
gone  home  perfectly  well  plea«e<i.  He  has  kicked  off  the  tattere^l 
boot.  He  has  found  a  little  fire  liiiirorinj?  in  h\A  stove  by  which  he 
has  Binnkoil  the  pipe  of  thouijlit.  Ere  he  has  jumpe«l  into  his  be*l 
he  has  knelt  a  moment  ]x»si«le  it ;  and  with  all  his  heart — oh  !  with 
all  hi<*  heart  and  soul — has  coniniitte<l  the  dearest  one  to  Heaven's 
loving  pmtection  I     And  now  ho  sleoytA  like  a  child. 


CHAPTER   XXIII 

V  fFHICH  WE  STILL  HOVER  ABOUT  THE  ELYSIAN  FIELDS 

"^HE  (lescriber  and  biographer  of  my  friend  Mr.  Philip  Firmin 
has  trie<l  to  extenuate  nothing ;  and,  I  hope,  has  set  down 
naught  in  malice.  If  Phili])8  UmU  hiui  holes  in  them,  I 
e  written  that  he  had  holes  in  his  lioots.  If  he  had  a  re<i  beanl, 
re  it  is  red  in  this  stor)'.  I  might  have  oiled  it  with  a  tinge  of 
wn,  and  painted  it  a  rich  auluini.  Towards  modest  |MH>ple  he 
1  very  gentle  and  tender ;  hut  I  nuiHt  own  that  in  general  soc*iety 
was  not  always  an  agreeable  com|»anion.     He  was  often  haughty 

arrogant :  he  was  im|>atient  of  old  ntories :  he  was  intolerant 
commonplaces.  Mrs.  Hayncris  anetnlotcs  of  her  garrison  exfieri- 
lh»  in  India  and  £uro|)e  got  a  very  iui(iatient  hearing  from  Mr. 
lip ;  and  though  little  Charlotte  gently  reintmstrated  with  him, 
ing,  "  Do,  <lo  let  mamma  tell  her  ntory  out  ;  and  don't  turn 
ly  and  talk  about  something  else  in  the  midst  of  it;  and  don't 

her  you  have  heard  the  »tory  liefore,  you  rude  man  !     If  she  is 

pleased  with  you,  she  is  angry  with  me,  and  I  have  to  sutfer 
?n  you  an»  gone  away."     Miss  Charhitte  did  not  say  how  nuu'h 

had  to  sutfer  when  Philip  Wiis  alisent ;  how  constantly  her 
;her  found  fault  with  him  ;  what  a  sad  life,  in  (*onse({uem*e  of 

attachment  to  him,  the  young  maiden  had  to  lead  ;  and  I  fear 
t  clumsy  Philip,  in  his  M>ltihh  thoughtlessness,  did  not  take 
ugli  nmnt  of  tho  sutferings  which  his  U'liaviour  brought  on  the 
You  S4>e  I  am  a(*knowl(*dging  that  there  were  many  faults  tm 
siile,  wiiieh,  p<»rhaps,  may  in  some  d<'urt*e  excuse  or  an'oimt  for 
^  which  Mrs.  General  Havnes  c<Ttaiulv  committed  towanls  him. 

did  not  love  Philip  naturally  :  and  do  yiMi  sup|>o84^  she  loved 
I  lN'caus<^  she  was  ixmlvT  un»at  obligations  to  him  i  Do  you  love 
r  cn-ilitor  Invause  you  owe  him  more  than  ytiu  can  ever  jwiy  f 
[  never  (Kiid  my  tailor,  should  I  be  on  itimmI  teniis  with  him  1 
night  go  on  ordering  suits  of  clothes  fn»iu  now  to  the  year 
iteen  hundn^ii :  but  I  should  hate  him  wors*»  vear  after  vear. 
jould  find  fault  with  his  cut  and  his  eloth  :   1  dan*><ay  I  should 

by  thinking  his  bills  extortionate,  though  1  never  |Kiid  them, 
idness    is    very    indigestible.       It    disagrees    with    very    proud 
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stomachB.  I  wonder  was  that  traveller  who  fell  among  the  tiuera 
grateful  afterwarda  to  the  Samaritan  who  rescued  him  ?  He  gave 
money  certainly ;  but  he  didn't  miss  it  The  religious  opinions  d[ 
Samaritans  are  lamentably  heterodox.  O  brother!  may  we  help 
the  fidlcii  still  though  they  never  pay  us,  and  may  we  lend  without 
exacting  the  usury  of  gratitude  ! 

Of  this  I  am  determined,  that  whenever  I  go  courting  again, 
I  will  not  pay  my  addresses  to  my  dear  creature — day  after  day, 
and  from  year's  end  to  year's  end,  very  likely,  with  the  dear  girl's 
mother,  fiither,  and  half-a-dozen  young  brothers  and  sisters  in  the 
room.  I  shall  begin  by  being  civil  to  the  old  lady,  of  course.  She 
is  flattered  at  first  by  having  a  young  fellow  coming  courting  to  her 
daughter.  She  calls  me  "  dear  Edward " ;  works  me  a  pair  of 
braces ;  writes  to  mamma  and  sisters,  and  so  forth.  Old  gentleman 
says,  *'  Brown  my  boy  "  (I  am  here  fondly  imagining  m3rself  to  he 
a  young  fellow  named  Edward  Brown,  attached,  let  us  say,  to  Miss 
Kate  Thompson) — Thompson,  I  say,  sajrs,  *'  Brown  my  boy,  ccmie 
to  dinner  at  seven.  Cover  laid  for  you  always."  And  of  oouree, 
delicious  thought !  that  cover  is  by  dearest  Kate's  side.  But  the 
dinner  is  ba<i  sometimes.  Sometimes  I  come  late.  Sometimes 
things  are  going  badly  in  the  City.  Sometimes  Mrs.  Thompson  is 
out  of  humour  ; — she  always  thought  Kate  might  have  done  better. 
And  in  the  midst  of  these  doubts  and  delays,  suppose  Joxes 
appears,  who  is  older,  but  of  a  better  t<Mii|)er,  a  better  family,  and 
— plague  on  him  ! — twice  as  rich  1  What  are  engagements  1  What 
are  promises?  It  is  sometimes  an  affectionate  mother's  duty  to 
break  her  promise,  and  that  duty  tlie  resolute  matron  will  do. 

Tlien  Edward  is  Edward  no  more,  but  Mr.  Brown ;  or,  worse 
still,  nameless  in  the  house.  Then  the  knife  and  fork  are  removed 
from  poor  Kate's  side,  and  she  swallows  lier  own  sad  meal  in  tears. 
Then  if  one  of  the  little  Tliompsons  says  artlessly,  "  Papa,  I  met 

Ted<ly  Brown  in  Regent  Street ;  he  looked  so "     "  Hold  your 

tongue,  unfeeling  wretch  ! "  cries  mamma.  "  Look  at  that  dear 
child ! "  Kate  is  sw(X)niug.  She  has  sal  volatile.  The  medical 
man  is  sent  for.  And  presently — Charles  Jones  is  taking  Kate 
Thompson  to  dinner.  Long  voyat^es  are  dangerous ;  so  are  long 
courtships.  In  long  voyages  passengers  perpetually  quarrel  (for 
that  Mrs.  Grenend  coidd  vouch) ;  in  long  i^ourtships  the  same 
danger  exists ;  and  how  much  the  more  when  in  that  latter  ship 
you  have  a  mother  who  is  for  ever  putting  in  her  oar !  And  then 
to  think  of  the  annoyance  of  that  love  voyage  when  you  and 
the  beloved  and  beloved's  papa,  mamma,  half-a-dozen  brothers  and 
sisters,  are  all  in  one  cabin  !  For  ei'onomy's  sake  the  Bayneses  had 
no  sitting- room  at  Madame's — for  you  could  not  call  that  room  on 
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the  second-floor  a  Bitting-room  which  had  two  beds  in  it,  and  in 
which  the  young  ones  practised  the  piano,  with  poor  Charlotte  as 
their  mistress.  Philip's  courting  had  to  take  place  for  the  most 
)iart  before  the  whole  family ;  and  to  make  love  under  such  difll- 
cutties  would  have  been  horrible  and  maddening  and  impossible 
almost,  only  we  have  admitted  that  our  young  friends  had  little 
walks  in  tlie  Chamfis  £lys^ ;  and  then  you  nuist  own  that  it 
must  have  been  delightful  for  them  to  write  each  other  perpetual 
httle  notes,  which  were  delivered  occultly  under  the  very  nose  of 
|m|»a  and  mamma,  and  in  the  actual  presence  of  the  other  boarders 
at  Madame's,  who,  of  course,  never  saw  anything  that  was  going 
(HI.  Yes,  those  sly  monkeys  actualljr  made  little  post-oflic^es  about 
the  room.  There  was,  for  instance,  the  clock  on  the  mantelpiece 
in  the  salon  on  which  was  carved  the  old  French  allegory,  ^'Le 
temps  fait  {lasser  Tamour/'  One  of  those  artful  young  |)eople 
would  |M>p  a  note  into  Time's  boat,  where  you  may  Ite  sure  no  one 
saw  it.  The  trictrac  boanl  was  another  |X)st-oflice.  So  was  the 
drawer  of  the  music-stand.  So  was  the  Sevres  china  flower-fjot, 
&i\  &i\  ;  to  each  of  which  rc|)ositories  in  its  turn  the  lovers  con- 
fided the  delicious  secrets  of  their  wooing 

Have  you  ever  KM)ked  at  your  love-letters  to  Darby,  when  you 
were  courting,  dear  Joan  ?  They  are  sacnnl  ])ageH  to  read.  You 
have  his  tied  up  somewhere  in  a  faded  ribbon.  You  st^im^e  need 
K|iei'tacK*8  as  you  look  at  them.  The  hair  grows  Itlack  ;  the  eyes 
moisten  and  brighten ;  the  cheeks  till  and  bhish  agsiin.  I  pn>te8t 
there  is  nothing  so  beautiful  as  Darby  and  Joan  in  the  worhl.  I 
hofie  Philii»  and  his  wife  will  be  Darby  and  Jum  to  the  end.  I 
tell  you  they  are  married  ;  and  don't  want  to  make  any  mysteries 
about  the  business.  I  disilain  that  sort  of  artifice.  In  the  days 
of  the  old  three-volume  novels,  didn't  you  always  look  at  the  end, 
t(»  see  that  Louisa  and  the  Earl  (or  young  clergyman,  as  the  case 
might  be)  were  happy  1  If  they  ditnl,  or  met  with  other  grief, 
for  my  |iart  I  put  the  book  away.  This  ]Niir,  then,  are  well ;  are 
married  ;  are,  I  trust,  happy :  but  l)efore  they  nuirried,  and  after- 
wan  Is,  they  liail  great  griefs  and  troubles ;  as  no  doubt  you  have 
liail,  dear  sir  or  madam,  since  you  undem'ent  that  ceremony. 
Marrie«r7  Of  course  they  are.  Do  you  supiMwe  I  wouhl  liave 
allowetl  little  Charlotte  to  met*t  Philip  in  the  Cham|»s  Klys<^es  with 
only  a  giddy  little  luy  of  a  brother  for  a  com|mnion,  who  would 
turn  away  to  see  Punch,  Guignol,  the  soldiers  marchin*;  liy,  the 
old  woman's  gingerl)read  and  toffy  st^ill,  and  so  forth  }  I)o  you, 
1  say,  supfMrne  I  would  have  alloweil  t\u*ne  two  to  go  out  together, 
unless  they  wen*  t4>  l)e  marrie<l  afterwanls  i  Out  walking  together 
they  did  go ;  ami,  once,  as  they  were  arm-in-anu  in  the  Chaui|)6 
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Elysees,  whom  should  they  see  in  a  fine  open  cairiage  bat  yomig 
Twysden  and  Captain  and  Mrs.  Wooloomb,  to  whom,  as  thej 
passed,  Philip  doffed  his  hat  with  a  profound  bow,  and  whom  Ik 
further  saluted  with  a  roar  of  immense  laughter.  WoolocMmb  moBl 
have  heard  the  peaL  I  daresay  it  brought  a  little  blush  into 
Mrs.  Woolcomb's  cheek ;  snd — and  so,  no  doubt^  added  to  the 
many  attractions  of  that  elegant  lady.  I  have  no  secrets  ahout 
my  characters,  and  speak  my  mind  about  them  quite  freely.  They 
said  that  Woolcomb  was  the  most  jealous,  stingy,  ostentatioi»» 
cruel  little  brute ;  that  he  led  his  wife  a  dismal  life.  Well  t  If 
he  didf  Tm  sure,  I  don't  care.  "There  is  that  swaggering 
bankrupt  Iteggar  Firmin  !  '*  cries  the  tawny  bridegroom,  biting  his 
moustache.  "  Impudent  ragged!  blackguard,"  says  Twysden  minor, 
"  I  saw  him." 

'*  Hailn't  you  better  stop  the  carriage,  and  abuse  him  to  himself 
and  not  to  me?^'  says  Mrs.  Woolcomb  languidly,  flinging  henelf 
bock  on  her  cushions. 

*'  Qo  on,  hang  you  !  Ally  !  Vite ! "  cry  the  gentlemen  in  the 
carriage  to  the  laqiuiis  de  jilace  on  the  box. 

"  I  can  &ncy  you  don't  care  about  seeing  him,"  resumes  Mrs. 
Woolcomb.  "  He  has  a  violent  temper,  and  I  would  not  have  you 
quarrel  for  the  world."  So  I  suppose  Woolcomb  again  swears  at 
the  laquais  de  pkuce :  and  the  happy  couple,  as  the  saying  is,  roD 
away  to  the  Bois  de  Boulogne. 

"  What  makes  you  laugh  so  ? "  says  little  Charlotte  fondly, 
as  she  trips  along  by  her  lover's  side. 

"  Because  I  am  so  happy,  my  dearest ! "  says  the  other,  squeez 
ing  t^  his  heart  the  little  hand  thtit  lies  on  his  ann.  As  he 
thinks  on  yonder  woman,  and  then  looks  into  the  pure  eager  faict 
of  the  sweet  ^nrl  beside  him,  the  scornful  laughter  occasioned  by 
the  sudden  meeting  which  is  just  over  hushes;  and  an  immense 
feeling  of  thankfulness  fills  the  breast  of  the  young  man  : — thankful- 
ness for  the  danger  fn>m  whieh  he  has  escaped,  and  for  the  blessed 
prize  whicli  has  fallen  to  him. 

But  Mr.  Philip's  walks  were  not  to  be  all  as  pleasant  as  this 
walk ;  and  we  are  now  roming  to  a  history  of  wet  slippery  roails, 
bad  timers,  and  winter  weather.  All  I  can  promise  about  this 
gloomy  part  is,  that  it  shall  not  be  a  long  story.  You  Mill 
acknowledge  we  made  very  short  work  with  the  love-making, 
which  I  give  you  my  word  I  consider  to  W  the  verj'  easiest  part 
of  the  novel-writer's  business.  As  those  ni]>turous  si'enes  between 
the  Captain  and  the  hen>ine  are  going  on,  a  writer  who  knows  his 
business  may  In?  thinking  alK>ut  anything  else  about  the  ensuini? 
chapter,  or  about  what  he  is  going  to  have  for  dinner,  or  what  you 
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will ;  tberetbre,  bs  we  [iiisR  over  thn  raptures  nnd  joys  of  the 
rourtitiK:  w  very  curtly,  ymi  inunt  please  Ui  gmtiry  tiie  by  biktiif( 
the  grief  in  a  very  short  meiiBiire.  If  our  youug  people  ure  going 
to  auffer,  let  the  pain  be  soon  orer.  "  Sit  down  in  that  chair,  Misa 
Baynes,  if  you  plea«ei,  and  you,  Mr.  Firmin,  Id  this.  Allow  me  to 
eJCaiDJne  you  ;  just  open  your  nmuth,  if  you  plea*e ;  and— oh,  oh, 
iny  dear  mige^there  it  is  out !  A  little  eau-de-Cologne  and  water, 
my  dear.  And  n«w,  Mr.  Finnin,  if  you  please,  we  will— whut 
fan^ !  what  &  \ng  one !  Two  guineas.  Thank  you.  Guoii- 
nioming.  Come  to  me  onc«  a  yenr.  John,  show  in  the  next 
party."  About  the  ensuing  poiufiil  buHineea,  then,  t  protest  I 
don't  intend  to  be  mueh  longer  occupied  than  the  humane  and 
dexterouB  operator  to  whom  I  have  made  so  bold  as  to  liken  myeelf. 
If  my  pretty  Charlotte  is  to  have  a  tooth  out,  it  shall  be  removed 
as  gently  aa  poesible,  poor  dear !  As  for  Philip,  and  hie  ijireat  red- 
beanleil  jaw,  I  iloei't  rare  so  much  if  the  tug  tuakes  him  roar  a 
little.  And  yet  Iliey  remain,  they  remain  and  throb  in  rifter  life, 
tbo^  wounds  of  early  days.  Have  I  not  said  how,  an  I  chanced 
to  walk  with  Mr.  Finnin  in  Paris,  many  yeara  after  the  domestic 
eimim stances  here  recorded,  he  paused  before  the  window  of  that 
house  near  the  Champs  Elys^  where  Mnilame  Smolensk  odco 
held  her  /Kntion,  shook  his  fiet  at  a  jaimuie  of  the  uow  dingy  and 
dilapidated  mansion,  and  intimated  to  me  tiiat  he  bad  undergime 
severe  suSeriugs  in  the  chnmlier  lighted  by  yoniler  window  ?  So 
have  we  all  suffered  ;  eo,  very  likely,  niy  dear  yuimg  miss  or 
master  who  peruseit  this  modest  page,  will  you  have  to  suffer  in 
your  time.  You  will  not  die  of  the  operation,  most  probably  :  but 
it  is  painful :  it  makes  a  gap  in  the  mouth,  vi/'jrz-tftun  f  and  years 
and  yeara,  maybe,  after,  aa  you  think  of  it,  the  smart  is  renewed, 
and  the  dismal  tragedy  enacts  iUelf  over  again. 

Philip  liked  his  little  maiden  to  go  out,  to  doni-e,  to  lan^h,  to  be 
admired,  to  be  happy.  In  her  artless  way  she  told  him  of  her  bolls, 
her  tea-parties,  her  pleaaiu'ee,  her  partners.  In  n  ^rl'e  tirst  little 
neason  nothing  eera])eB  her.  Have  you  not  wondered  to  henr  them 
tell  about  the  events  of  the  evening,  about  the  dressefl  nf  (be 
dowagers,  about  the  eonipliments  of  the  yonng  men,  about  the 
behaviour  of  the  girls,  and  what  not? 

Little  Charlotte  used  t<)  enact  the  over-niaht's  comedy  for  Philip, 
pouring  out  her  younij  heart  in  her  prattle  ae  her  little  feet  skipi)ed 
by  his  side.  And  to  hear  Philip  roar  with  Uughter !  It  woulil 
have  done  you  gonl.  You  might  have  heard  him  fiom  the  Obelisk 
to  the  Etoile.  Penple  turned  round  to  look  at  him,  and  stirugge<l 
their  shouldere  wonderingly,  as  gooil-natured  French  folks  will  do. 
~[ov  could  a  man  who  had  been  lately  mined,  a  tnaii  who  hail  just 
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been  diaappointed  of  a  great  legacy  from  the  Earl  his  great-imdc^ 
a  man  whose  boots  were  in  that  lamentaUe  condition,  laugh  ao,  ud 
have  such  high  spirits  ?  To  think  of  such  an  impudent  ragged 
bhickguard,  as  Ringwood  Twysden  called  his  cousin,  daring  to  k 
happy  !  The  fiict  is,  that  clap  of  laughter  smote  those  thm 
Twysden  people  like  three  boxes  on  the  ear,  and  made  all  their 
cheeks  tingle  and  blush  at  once.  At  Philip's  merriment  dnodi 
which  had  come  over  Charlotte's  sweet  fitce  would  be  chaaed  awij. 
As  she  clun^  to  him  doubts  which  throbbed  at  the  girl's  heut 
would  vanish.  When  she  was  acting  those  scenes  of  the  put 
night's  entertainment,  slie  was  not  always  happy.  Aa  she  talked 
and  prattled,  her  own  spirits  would  rise ;  and  hope  and  natund  jor 
would  spring  in  her  heart  again,  and  come  flushing  up  to  her  cheek. 
Charlotte  was  being  a  hypocrite,  as,  thank  Heaven,  all  good  womei 
sometimes  are.  She  had  griefs  :  she  hid  them  from  him.  She  had 
doubts  and  fears :  they  fled  when  he  came  in  view,  and  she  dung 
to  his  strong  arm,  and  looked  in  his  honest  blue  eyes.  She  did  not 
tell  him  of  those  painfid  nights  when  her  eyes  were  wakeful  and 
tearful.  A  yellow  old  woman  in  a  white  jacket,  with  a  nightaip 
and  a  nightlight,  would  come,  ni^t  after  night,  to  the  side  of  bo* 
little  beti ;  and  there  stand,  and  with  her  grim  voice  bark  against 
Philip.  That  ol<l  woman's  lean  finger  would  point  to  all  the  rente 
in  poor  Philip's  threadbare  paletot  of  a  character — ^point  to  the 
holes  and  tear  them  wider  open.  She  would  stamp  on  those  muddy 
boots.  She  would  throw  up  her  peaked  nose  at  the  idea  of  the 
p«x>r  fellow*8  pijK? — his  pipe,  his  great  couiiKinion  and  comforts 
when  his  dear  little  mistress  was  away.  She  would  discourse  on 
the  partners  of  the  nij^lit ;  the  evident  attentions  of  this  gentleman, 
the  politeness  and  hijrh  breeding  of  that 

Ami  when  that  dreary  nightly  torture  was  over,  and  Charlotte's 
mother  had  loft  the  poor  child  to  herself,  sometimes  Ma4lanie 
Smolensk,  sitting  up  over  her  leilgers  ami  bills,  and  wakefid  with 
her  own  caren,  would  steal  up  and  console  poor  Charlotte ;  awl 
bring  her  some  tisane,  excellent  for  the  ner\'es :  ami  talk  to  her 
about — alx)ut  the  subject  of  which  Charlotte  best  liked  to  hear. 
And  though  Smolensk  was  civil  to  Mrs.  Baynes  in  the  morning,  a< 
her  professional  duty  obliged  her  to  be,  she  has  owned  that  she 
often  felt  a  desire  to  stramjle  2^Ia(lanie  la  G^n^rale  for  her  comluct 
to  her  little  anfi:el  of  a  ilaughter ;  and  all  because  Monsieur  Philippe 
smells  the  i)ipe,  parbleu  I  "  What  ]  a  family  that  owes  you  the 
bread  which  they  eat ;  and  they  draw  back  for  a  pipe !  The 
cowards,  the  cowanls  I  A  solijier  s  daughter  is  not  afraid  of  it, 
Merci !  Tenez,  M.  Philippe,''  she  sai<l  to  our  friend  when  matter? 
came  to  an  extremity.     *^  Do  you  know  what  in  your  place  I  woidd 
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«io  1  To  a  Freiji-hinun  I  woiiW  not  say  so ;  tlmt  iitnlprHtamh  itself. 
Stit  thvM!  tilings  make  tliemHclvM  otberwiRe  in  EngIun<I.  I  liave 
nn  money,  hut  I  buve  a  nioliemin;.  Tnke  him  ;  utul  if  I  were  yiai, 
I  wouJd  make  a  little  voyage  to  Gretna  Grin." 

And  now,  if  you  please,  we  will  quit  tlie  Chanipe  Elys^es,  We 
nill  cross  tlip  road  from  Madaiue's  bnarding-hoitae.  We  will  make 
our  way  into  tlie  Faiibiniri;  St,  Honur^,  and  actually  ent*r  u  guli; 
over  which  tlip  I^in,  the  l'n-i---m,  and  the  R-y-1  Cr-wn  and 
A— ma  of  the  Three  K-ng«l-ms  are  wTuljitured,  and  going  unrlcr  tlie 
port«-ciKhfre,  and  turning  to  the  right,  Bscend  a  little  atair,  nnil 
ask  of  the  uttendant  on  the  liiniling,  who  is  in  the  chancellerie  1 
The  attendant  Rays,  that  eeveral  of  thone  metnievrt  y  tonl.  In 
fart,  on  entering  the  room,  you  find  Mr.  Moteonib, — let  ua  say — 
Mr.  Lowndes,  Mr.  Halkin,  and  our  young  friend  Mr.  Walsingliam 
Hely,  seated  at  their  respectivo  tables  in  the  midi^t  of  conaiderahle 
iitnoke.  Smoking  in  the  midet  of  theae  gentlemen,  and  beatriding 
bin  chair,  as  though  it  were  hia  hoiBe,  sita  that  gallant  young  Irish 
rhieflain,  The  O'Ronrke.  Some  of  the  gentlemen  are  copying,  in  a 
Ijirge  handwriting,  ilesiMtt'lies  on  foolscap  pii|icr.  I  would  rather 
lie  torn  to  pic(«8  by  O'Rourke'a  wildcnt  liorBeti,  than  t>e  undentond 
to  hint  at  what  thooe  despatches,  at  what  those  deapatch-bosea 
crintain.  Perhaps  they  contain  some  news  from  the  Court  of  Spain, 
where  some  intrigues  are  carried  on,  a  knowledge  of  which  would 
mtike  your  hair  start  off  your  head  ;  i>erha|ia  that  boji,  for  which  a 
iiicHBenger  is  waiting  in  a  neighliniriug  a[iartnient,  has  locked  up 
iH'cnty-fonr  )'ardH  of  Chuntilly  lace  for  Liidy  Belwether,  and  six 
Ni'w  French  farces  for  Tom  Tiddler  of  the  Foreign  Offire,  who  is 
iii^id  about  the  theatre.  It  is  years  and  years  ago:  how  should  1 
kiL-iw  what  there  is  in  those  despatch-boxes  I 

But  the  work,  whatever  it  may  be,  is  not  very  pressing— for 
ilicre  is  only  Mr.  Chesham — did  I  siiy  (!;he«bam  before,  by  tli« 
wny  1  You  may  call  him  Mr.  Sloaneatreet  if  you  like.  There  is 
niily  Chesham  (and  he  always  taki»  thin;^  to  the  grand  serious) 
who  seems  to  be  much  engaged  in  writing ;  and  the  conversation 

"  Who  gave  it  1 "  asks  Motcomb, 

"  The  black  man,  of  course,  gave  it.  We  would  not  pretend 
to  compete  with  such  a  long  purse  as  his.  You  shnnid  have  seen 
what  faces  he  made  at  the  bill !  Thirty  francs  n  bottle  for  Rhine 
wine.  He  grinned  with  the  most  horrible  agony  when  he  rend  the 
aildition.  He  almost  tumivl  yellow.  He  sent  away  his  wife  early. 
How  long  that  girl  was  haniiing  about  London  :  and  think  of  her 
hooking  a  niilliomturf;  at  hist !  Othello  is  a  frightful  screw,  and 
dutbolically  jealous  of  his  wife." 
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"What  is  the  name  of  the  little  man  who  got  so  dismally 
dnmk,  and  began  to  cr}'  about  old  Ringwood ! " 

"Twysden — the  woman's  brother.  Don^t  yon  know  Humbug 
Twysden,  the  father?  The  youth  is  more  offensive  than  the 
parent" 

**  A  most  disgusting  little  beast  Would  come  to  the  Vari^t^ 
because  we  said  we  were  going :  woidd  go  to  Lamoignon^s,  where 
the  Russians  gave  a  dance  and  a  lansquenet.  Why  didat  yoa 
come,  Hely?" 

ifr.  Udy,  I  tell  you  I  hate  the  whole  thing.  Those  painted 
old  actresses  give  me  the  horrors.  What  do  I  want  with  winning 
Motcomb's  money  who  hasn't  got  any?  Do  you  think  it  gives 
me  any  pleasure  to  dance  with  old  Caradol  %  She  puts  me  in  miml 
of  my  grandmother — only  she  is  older.  Do  you  think  I  want  to  go 
and  see  that  insane  old  Boutzoff*  leering  at  Corinne  and  Palmyrine, 
and  making  a  gn>np  of  three  old  women  together  ?  I  wonder  how 
you  fellows  can  go  on.  Aren't  you  tired  of  truffles  and  ^'revisses 
k  la  Bonlelaise ;  and  those  old  opera  people,  whose  withered  old 
carcases  are  stutled  with  them  ? 

Tht  O'R.  There  wa.s  CVrisette,  I  give  ye  me  honour.  Ye  never 
saw.     She  fell  Jijfileep  in  her  cheer 

Mr.  Lotpudi's.  In  her  ktrhaty  O'R.  ? 

The  0*R,  Well,  in  iier  chair  then  !  And  Figaroff  smayie*! 
her  feece  all  over  with  the  craym  out  of  a  Charlotte  Koose.  She's 
a  regular  binl  and  moustache,  you  know,  C^risette  has. 

Mr,  Ilehj,  Ciiarlotte,  Charlotte  !  Oh  !  {He  dutches  his  hair 
madhj.     His  elbows  are  on  (he  table.) 

Mr.  Lomt/f*'K.  It's  tiiat  irirl  he  meets  at  the  tea-parties,  where 
he  gi)es  to  be  ailmiretl. 

Mr.  Heft/.  It  is  better  to  tlrink  tea  than,  like  you  fellows,  to 
mucMle  what  brains  ynu  have  witii  bad  champagne.  It  is  better  to 
look,  and  to  hear,  and  to  see,  and  to  dance  with  a  mo<lest  girl,  than, 
like  you  fellows,  to  be  cai)ering  alnnit  in  tavenis  with  painted  old 
hags  like  that  old  Cerisette,  who  has  got  a  face  like  a  jiomme  cuite, 
and  who  danoe<l  before  L<ml  Mahnesbury  at  the  Peace  of  Amiens. 
She  did,  I  tell  you  ;  and  Ix^fore  Napoleon. 

Mr.  Ch*:nham  {lfn)ks  vp  from  his  writimj).  There  was  no 
Napoleon  then.     It  is  of  no  cousin |ueni*e,  but 

LofVftfftit.  Tiiank  you,  I  owe  you  one.  You're  a  most  valuable 
man,  Chesiiani,  and  a  credit  to  your  father  and  mother. 

Mr.  ChcAham.  Well,  the  First  Consul  was  Bonaparte. 

Lowndes.  I  am  obligetl  to  you.  I  say  I  am  obliged  to  you, 
Chesham,  and  if  you  would  like  any  refreshment,  order  it  meis 
snmptibusy  old  boy — at  my  exiiense. 


ON    HIS   WAY    THROUGH    THE    WORLD     381 

Chesham.  These  fellows  will  never  be  serious.  (He  resutnes 
hU  writing,) 

Ilely  {it^rttm,  but  vtry  low).     Oil,  Charlotte,  Char 

Mr,  LowncUs.  Hcly  is  raving  about  that  girl — that  girl  with 
the  horrible  old  mother  in  yellow,  don't  you  remember?  and  old 
father — good  old  military  party,  in  a  sliabby  old  coat — who  was  at 
the  last  halL  What  was  the  name  ?  O'Rourke,  what  is  the  rhyme 
for  Ba}^e8? 

The  O'R,  Fat/s^  and  be  hanged  to  you.  You're  alwayn  makin' 
fun  on  me,  you  little  cockney  ! 

Jfr,  Motcattib,  Hely  was  just  as  bad  about  the  Dani8h  girl. 
Y«»u  know,  Walse,  you  com|K)sed  ever  ho  many  verses  to  her,  and 
wrote  home  to  your  mother  to  ask  leave  to  marry  her ! 

Th€  (yR,  I'd  think  him  big  enough  to  marry  without  anybody's 
leave— only  they  wouldn't  have  him  Uvause  he's  so  ugly. 

Mr.  Hely.  Very  gootl,  O'Rourke.  Very  neat  and  goo<l.  You 
were  diverting  the  company  with  an  anecdote.  Will  you 
pntceed  \ 

The  O'R.  Well,  then,  the  C^risette  hml  been  dancing  lK»th  on 
and  off  the  stage  till  she  was  dead  tiretl,  I  sup})o8e,  and  ko  she  fell 
dead  asleep,  and  Figaroff,  taking  the  what>d  ye-call-'em  out  of  the 
Charlotte  Roose,  8mayre<i  her  face  all 

Voice  without.  lieet  Mosho  Ring  wood  Twvsden,  sivoplay, 
poor  rhonorable  Moshtjo  Lownds  ! 

SeriHint.  Monsieur  Twv.sdkn  ! 

Mr.  Twysden.  Mr.  Lowndes,  how  are  you? 

Mr.  Lowndes.  Ver>'  well,  thank  y<»u  :  how  are  you  1 

Mr.  Hell/.  Lowndes  is  uncomnionlv  brilliant  tcMlav. 

Mr.  Twysden.  Not  the  worse  for  last  night  ?  Some  of  us  were 
a  little  elevated,  I  think  ! 

Mr.  Lowndes.  Some  of  us  quite  the  reverse.  (Little  cad,  what 
does  he  want  ?     Elevated  !  he  couldn*t  keep  his  little  lei^'H  !) 

Mr.  Twysden.  Eh !  Smoking,  I  see.  Thank  you.  I  very 
seldom  do — but  as  you  are  so  kind — puff.  Eh — uni'ommonly 
handsome  person  that,  eh — Madame  Cerisette. 

The  (fh.  Thank  ye  for  telling  us. 

Mr.  Lowndes.  If  she  meets  with  your  applause,  Mr.  Twywien, 
I  should  think  Mademoiselle  ( Vrisette  is  all  right. 

The  (yR.  Mavbe  thevM  rai.ne  her  wdarv  if  ve  told  her. 

»  •  •  • 

Mr.  Tirysden.  Heh — I  see  you're  <*hafKng  me.  We  have  a 
good  deal  of  that  kind  of  thing  in  Sonierset — in  our-  in-  hem! 
This  tobnc(*o  is  a  little  stroiiir.  I  *im  a  little  shaky  this  moniiiig. 
Who,  by  the  way,  is  that  Prince  I>oiitzofT  who  playni  lauMpienet 
with    us?     Is  he  one  of  the   Livunian   Boutzotis,   or  one  of  the 
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Hessian  BoutzoflEs  t  I  remember  at  my  poor  uncle's,  Lonl  RingwooiL 
meeting  a  Prince  Bluchor  de  Boutzoff,  something  like  this  man,  by 
the  way.     You  knew  my  poor  uncle  Y 

J/r.  Lownde$,  Dined  with  him  here  three  months  ago  at  the 
«  Trois  Fibres." 

Mr,  Twysden,  Been  at  Whipham,  I  daresay  Y  I  was  bred  up 
there.  It  was  said  once  that  I  was  to  have  been  his  heir.  He 
was  very  fond  of  me.     He  was  my  godfather. 

The  ffR,  Then  he  gave  you  a  mug,  and  it  wasn't  a  beauty 
{mjUo  voce). 

Mr.  Twytden.  You  said  somethin'  ?  I  was  speaking  of  Whip- 
ham,  Mr.  Lowndes — one  of  the  finest  places  in  En^nd,  I  should 
say,  except  Chatsworth,  you  know,  and  thai  sort  of  thing.  Mr 
grandfiither  built  it — I  mean  my  ^reoZ-grandfiither,  for  I'm  of  the 
Ringwood  fiuuily. 

Mr,  Lowndes,  Then  was  Lord  Ringwood  your  grandfiither,  or 
your  grand  god&thert 

Mr,  Twysden,  He  !  he !  My  mother  was  his  own  niece.  My 
grandfather  was  his  own  brother,  and  I  am 

Mr.  Lowndes,  Thank  vou.     I  see  now. 

Mr,  Ilalkin.  Das  ist  sehr  interessant.  Ich  versichere  Ihnen, 
das  ist  SEHR  interessant. 

Mr.  Twysden.  Said  somethin'?  (This  cigar  is  really — 111 
throw  it  away,  please.)  I  was  saying  that  at  Whipham,  where  I 
was  bred  u]),  we  would  be  forty  at  dinner,  and  as  many  more  in 
the  upper  sen-ants'  hall. 

Mr.  Lowndes,  And  you  dinetl  in  the — you  hail  pretty  good 
dinners  ? 

Mr,  Twysden.  A  French  chef  Two  aids,  besides  turtle  fnnn 
town.  Two  or  three  regular  cooks  on  the  establishment,  besides 
kitchen-maids,  roasters,  and  that  kind  of  thing,  you  understand. 
How  many  have  you  here  now  ?  In  Lonl  Estridgc's  kitchen  you 
can't  do,  I  should  say,  at  least  without, — let  nie  see — why,  in  our 
small  way — and  if  you  come  to  London  my  father  ^ill  be  dev'lisli 
glad  to  sec  you — we 

Mr.  Lowndes.  How  is  Mrs.  Woolcomb  this  morning?  That 
was  a  fair  <iinner  Woolcomb  gave  us  yestenlay. 

Mr.  Twysden.  He  has  plenty  of  money,  plenty  of  money.  I 
liofHJ,  Lowndes,  when  you  come  to  town — the  first  time  you  come, 
mind — to  give  you  a  hearty  welcome  and  some  of  my  fiither's  old 
por 

Mr.  llely.  Will  nobody  kick  this  little  beast  out  ? 

Servant.  Monsieur  Cheshain  jieut-il  voir  M.  Firmint 

Mr.  Chesham.  Certainly.     Come  in,  Firmin  ! 
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Mr.  Twysdtn,  Mr.  Feanuang — Mr.  Fir — fUr.whol  You  don't 
mean  to  aay  you  receive  that  fellow,  Mr.  Cheshain  ? 

Mr,  Chesham.  What  fellow?  and  what  do  you  mean,  Mr. 
What^ly'e-call-'ini  ? 

Mr,    Twytden.  That    blackg oh  —  that    is,    I  —  I    beg 

vour 

Mr,  Firvixn  {entering  and  going  vp  to  Mr,  Chesham),  I  say, 
give  me  a  bit  of  news  of  to-day.  What  were  you  saying  about  that 
-  hum  and  hum  and  haw — mayn't  I  have  it?  {He  i$  talking 
citnjidentitdly  with  Mr.  Chesham,  when  he  sees  Mr,  Ttaysden,) 
What !  you  have  got  that  little  cad  here  ? 

Mr,  Lowndes.  You  know  Mr.  Twysden,  Mr.  Firmin.  He  was 
just  speaking  about  you. 

Mr,  Fimiin,  Was  he  ?     So  much  the  worse  for  me. 

Mr,  Ttn/sden.  Sir!  We  don't  speak.  You've  no  right  to 
8|>eak  to  me  in  this  manner !  Don't  s\)enk  to  me :  and  I  won't 
B|)eak  to  you,  sir — there  !  Good-morning,  Mr.  Lowndes  !  Re- 
menil)er  your  promise  to  come  and  dine  with  us  when  you  come 
to  town.  An<l — one  won! — {he  holds  Mr.  Lowndes  by  the  button. 
Jig  the  wag,  he  has  very  curious  resemblances  to  Tu*ysden  senior) — 
we  shall  be  here  for  ten  days  certainly.  I  think  Lady  Estridge 
has  something  next  week.     I  have  left  our  cards,  and 

Mr.  Loumdes.  Take  care.  He  will  be  there  {jtointing  to  Mr. 
Firmin), 

Mr.  Twj/sden.  What?     That  beggar?     You  don't  mean  to  say 

Lonl   Estridge  will  receive  such  a  fellow  as Good-bye,  gocKl- 

bye  !     {Frit  Mr.  Ttn/sden.) 

Mr.  Firmin.  I  caught  that  little  fellow's  eye.  He's  my  cousin, 
you  know.  We  have  had  a  (}uarrcl.  I  am  sure  he  was  s|ieaking 
aliout  me. 

Mr,  Loumdes.  Well,  now  you  mention  it,  he  teas  s})eaking 
aliout  you. 

Mr.  Firmin.  Was  he?  Then  don't  Miex^  him,  Mr.  Lowndes. 
That  is  my  advice. 

Mr.  Hely  {at  his  desk  rom/)osing).     **  Maiden  of  the  blushing 

cheek.  Maiden  of  the — oh,  Charlotte,  Char "  he  bites  his  i>en 

and  dashes  off  rapid  rhymes  on  (rovcnimcnt  fuqier. 

Mr.  Firmin.  What  does  he  wiv  ?     He  said  Charlotte. 

Mr.  Lofmdes.  He  is  always  in  love  and  bn^aking  his  heart,  ami 
lie  puts  it  into  poems ;  he  wraiM  it  up  in  iia|»er,  and  falls  in  love 
with  8omel»o<ly  else.     Sit  down  antl  smoke  a  cigar,  won't  you? 

Mr.  Firmin.  Can't  stay.  Must  make  up  my  letter.  We  print 
t4>-mom»w. 

Mr.  Lowndts.  Who  wrote  that  article  pitching  into  Peel  ? 
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Mr,  Firmin,  Family  secret — can't  say — good-bye.  (Exit  Mr, 
Firmin.) 

Mr,  Chesham.  In  my  opinion  a  most  ill-advised  and  intem- 
perate article.  That  journal,  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette^  indulges  in  a 
very  needless  acrimouy,  I  think. 

Mr.  LowwUs,  Chesliam  does  not  like  to  call  a  spade  a  spdRie. 
He  calls  it  a  horticultural  utensil.  You  have  a  great  career  before 
you,  Chesham.  You  have  a  wisdom  and  gravity  beyond  your  yean. 
You  bore  us  slightly,  but  we  all  respect  you — we  do  indeed.  What 
vi'as  the  text  at  chun^h  last  Sunday  ?  Oh,  by  the  way,  Hely,  you 
little  miscreant,  you  were  at  church  ! 

Mr,  Chesham.  You  need  not  blush,  Hely.  I  am  not  a  joking 
man  ;  but  this  kin<l  of  jesting  does  not  strike  me  as  being  particu- 
larly amusing,  Lowndes. 

Mr.  LowmU$.  You  go  to  church  because  you  are  gooil,  because 
your  aunt  was  a  bishop  or  something.  But  Hely  goes  because  he 
is  a  little  miscreant  You  hypocritical  little  be^ar,  you  got  your- 
self up  a?  if  you  were  going  to  a  d^jeumi^  and  you  had  your  hair 
curled,  and  you  were  seen  singing  out  of  the  same  hymn-book  with 
tliiit  pretty  Miss  Baynes,  you  little  wheedling  sinner ;  and  you 
walked  lu»uie  with  the  family — my  sisters  saw  you — to  a  boarding- 
house  where  thev  live — bv  Jove !  vou  did.  And  1*11  tell  vour 
mother ! 

Mr.  Chesham.  I  wisli  you  would  not  make  such  a  noise,  and 
let  me  do  my  work,  Lowndes.     You 

Here  Asnimieus  whisks  us  out  of  the  room,  and  we  lose  the  rest 
(>f  tiie  younj^  men's  conversation.  But  enough  has  been  overheard, 
I  think,  to  show  what  direction  young  Mr.  Hely  s  thoughts  had 
taken.  Sinee  he  wa.s  seventeen  years  of  age  (at  the  time  when  we 
behold  him  he  may  be  twenty-three)  this  romantic  youth  has  been 
rei>eate<lly  in  love :  with  his  elderly  tutor's  tkughter,  of  course : 
with  a  youn^  haberdasher  at  tlie  University  :  with  his  sisters  cod- 
tidential  tVienti ;  with  tlie  blooming  young  Danish  beauty  last  year : 
anil  now,  I  very  much  fear,  a  youni^  acquaintance  of  ours  has 
attmctetl  the  attention  of  this  imaginative  Don  Juan.  Whenever 
Hely  is  in  love,  lie  fancies  his  jiassion  will  last  for  ever,  makes  a 
contidant  of  tlie  first  person  at  hand,  weeps  plenteously,  and  writes 
re:inis  of  verses.  Do  you  remember  how  in  a  previous  chapter  we 
told  you  that  Mrs.  Tutfin  was  determine*!  she  would  not  ask  Philip 
to  her  soh'feSy  and  declared  him  to  be  a  forward  and  disagreeable 
youni^  man  ?  She  was  glad  enoujj:h  to  receive  young  Walsingham 
Hely,  witli  his  laui^id  air,  his  dnx)ping  heail,  his  fair  curls,  and  his 
flower  in  liis  but  ton-hole  :  and  Hely,  being  then  in  hot  pursuit  of 
one  of  the  tail  Miss  Blacklocks,  went  to  Mrs.  Tuthn's,  was  welcomed 
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lere  with  all  the  honours ;  and  there,  fluttering  away  fix>m  Miss 
lacklock,  our  butterfly  lighted  on  Miss  Baynes.  Now  Miss 
aynes  would  have  danced  with  a  mop-stick,  she  was  so  fond  of 
uicing :  and  Hely,  who  had  practised  in  a  thousand  Chaumi^rcs, 
[abilles  (or  whatever  was  the  public  dance-room  then  in  vogue), 
«8  a  most  amiable,  agile,  and  excellent  partner.  And  she  told 
'hilip  next  day  what  a  nice  little  partner  she  had  found — poor 
'hilip,  who  was  not  asked  to  that  paradise  of  a  party.  And  Philip 
iid  that  he  knew  the  little  man ;  that  he  believed  he  was  nch ; 
Imt  he  wrote  pretty  little  verses  : — in  a  word,  Philip,  in  his  leonine 
ray,  regarded  little  Hely  as  a  lion  reganls  a  lapdog. 

Now  this  little  Slyboots  had  a  thousand  artfnl  little  ways.  He 
ad  a  very  keen  sensibility  and  a  fine  taste,  which  was  most  readily 
Duched  by  innocence  and  beauty.  He  had  tears,  I  won't  say  at 
i>mmand ;  for  they  were  under  no  command,  and  gushed  from  his 
ne  eyes  in  spite  of  himself  Charlotte's  innocence  and  freshness 
mote  him  with  a  keen  pleasure.  Bon  Dieu !  What  was  that 
reat  tall  Miss  Biacklock  •  who  had  tramped  through  a  thousand 
all-rooms,  compare<l  to  this  artless  happy  creature  1  He  danced 
way  from  Miss  Biacklock  and  after  Charlotte  the  moment  he  saw 
ur  young  friend ;  and  the  Blacklocks,  who  knew  all  about  him, 
nd  his  money,  and  his  mother,  and  his  expectations — who  had  his 
erees  in  their  poor  album,  by  whose  carriage  he  had  capered  day 
Iter  day  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne — stoo<i  scowling  and  deserted,  as 
his  young  fellow  danced  oflf  with  that  Miss  Baynes,  who  lived  in 
,  boarding-house,  and  came  to  (jarties  in  a  cab  with  her  horrid  old 
QOther !  The  Blacklocks  were  as  though  they  were  not  henceforth 
OT  Mr.  Hely.  They  askcnl  him  to  dinner.  Bless  my  soul,  he 
itterly  forgot  all  about  it !  He  never  came  to  their  box  on  their 
light  at  the  opera.  Not  one  twinge  of  remorse  had  he.  Not  one 
lang  of  remembrance.  If  he  did  remember  them,  it  was  when 
licy  lM)rsd  him,  like  those  tall  tm^nc  women  in  black  who  arc 
l^-ays  coming  in  their  great  long  trains  to  sing  sermons  to  Don 
Uian.  Itfulies,  your  name  is  down  in  his  Lordship's  catalogue  ; 
lis  servant  has  it ;  and  you.  Miss  Anna,  are  number  one  thousand 
nd  three. 

But  as  for  Miss  Charlotte,  that  is  a  different  affair.  What  inno- 
cnce  !  What  a  frfiicheur  !  What  a  merry  good-humour !  Don 
Hyboots  is  touched,  he  is  tenderly  intere8te<l :  her  artless  voice 
brills  through  his  frame ;  he  trembles  as  lie  waltzes  with  her ; 
us  his  fine  eyes  look  at  her,  jtsha !  what  is  that  film  coming  over 
hem  1  O  Slyboots,  Slyboots  !  And  ns  nhe  has  nothing  to  conceal, 
ihe  has  told  him  all  he  wants  to  know  Ijcfore  long.  This  is  her 
irst  winter  in  Paris :  her  first  season  of  coming  out.  She  has  only 
U  2  b 
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been  to  two  balls  before,  and  two  pbiya  and  an  <qwra.  And  her 
fiither  met  Mr.  Hely  at  Lord  Trim's.  That  was  hit  fiitiier  plajriq; 
at  whist.  And  they  lived  at  Madame  Smolensk's  boudtng-houe 
in  the  Champs  Elys^  And  they  had  been  to  Mr.  Dash'Si  and  to 
Mrs.  Blank's,  and  she  believed  they  were  going  to  Mim.  Stains  on 
Friday.  And  did  they  go  to  churcht  Of  coime  thej  went  to 
church,  to  the  Rue  d'Aguesseau,  or  wherever  it  might  be.  And  Sty 
boots  went  to  church  next  Sunday.  You  may  peiliapa  gneai  to 
what  church.  And  he  went  the  Sunday  after.  And  he  sang  hv 
own  songs,  accompanying  himself  on  the  guitar,  at  his  kdgiqp. 
And  he  sang  elsewhere.  And  he  had  a  very  pretty  little  voice, 
Slyboots  had.  I  believe  those  poems  under  the  common  titk  d 
**  Gretchen  "  in  our  WaLsingham's  charming  volume  were  all  inspirai 
by  Mias  Baynes.  He  b^;an  to  write  about  her  and  himadf  the 
very  first  night  after  seeing  her.  He  smoked  cigarettes  and  druk 
green  tea.  He  looked  so  pale — so  pale  and  sad  that  he  quite  pitied 
himself  in  the  looking-glass  in  his  apartments  in  the  Roe  MiromAiil. 
And  he  compared  himself  to  a  wrecked  mariner,  and  to  a  gnve, 
and  to  a  man  entranced  and  brought  to  life.  And  he  cried  quite 
freely  and  satis&ctorily  by  himself.  And  he  went  to  see  his  mother 
and  sister  next  day  at  the  "Hdtel  de  la  Terrasse,"  and  cried  to 
them  and  sud  he  was  in  love  this  time  for  ever  and  ever.  And  his 
sister  called  him  a  goose.  And  after  crying  he  ate  an  unoonunonlj 
good  dinner.  And  he  took  every  one  into  his  confidence,  as  he 
always  did  whenever  he  was  in  love  :  always  telling,  always  making 
verses,  and  always  crying.  As  for  Miss  Blacklock,  he  buried  the 
dead  body  of  that  love  deep  in  the  ocean  of  his  souL  The  waves 
engulphed  Miss  B.  The  ship  roUed  on.  The  storm  went  down. 
And  the  stars  rose,  and  tlie  dawn  was  in  his  soul,  &c.  Well,  well ! 
The  mother  was  a  vulgar  woman,  and  I  am  glad  you  are  out  of  iL 
And  what  sort  of  people  are  (xeneral  Baynes  and  Birs.  Baynes  Y 

"  Ob,  delightful  people.  Most  distinguished  officer,  Uie  father : 
modest— doesn't  say  a  word.  The  mother,  a  most  lively,  brisk, 
agreeable  woman.  You  must  go  and  see  her,  ma'am.  I  desire 
you'll  go  immediately." 

''And  leave  cards  with  P.  P.  C.  for  the  Miss  Blacklocks?" 
says  Miss  Hely,  who  was  a  plain  lively  person.  And  both  mother 
and  sister  spoiled  this  young  Hely ;  as  women  ought  always  to 
spoil  a  son,  a  brother,  a  father,  husband,  grandfiither — any  male 
relative,  in  a  word. 

To  see  this  spoiled  son  married  was  the  good-natured  mother^s 
fond  prayer.  An  elder  son  had  died  a  rake ;  a  victim  to  too  modi 
money,  pleasure,  idleness.  The  widowed  mother  would  give  any- 
thing to  save  this  one  from  the  career  through  which  the  elder  had 
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[iiiMed.  The  jount'  nian  woulU  be  one  <iay  bo  wealthy,  that  she 
knew  many  and  mauy  h  schemer  would  try  aud  entrap  him.  Per- 
haps she  bad  been  made  tn  muiry  his  father  beniu.se  he  was  rit-h ; 
and  she  remembered  the  gloom  and  wretch eilneaa  of  her  owa  union. 
Oh,  that  she  rould  aee  her  son  out  of  temptation,  and  the  husband 
of  an  honest  girl !  It  vias  the  young  tody'R  first  season  1  So  much 
tie  more  likely  that  she  should  be  unworldly.  "  The  General- — 
don't  yuii  remember  a  nice  old  gentleman — in  a — well,  in  a  wig — 
that  day  we  liiued  at  Lord  Trim's,  when  that  horrible  old  Lord 
Kingwood  waa  therel  That  was  Geueral  Baynea;  and  he  broke 
oiilsu  enthusiastically  in  defence  of  a  poor  young  man — Dr.  Pimtin'a 
iK>u — who  was  a  bad  man,  I  believe ;  but  I  shall  never  hare  con- 
fidence in  another  doctor  again,  that  I  shan't.  And  well  call  on 
tliese  people,  Fanny.  Yes,  in  a  brown  wig— the  General,  I  per- 
I'r'tly  well  remember  him,  and  Lord  Trim  said  he  waa  a  most 
ii^iiuguished  officer.  And  I  have  no  doubt  his  wife  will  be  a  moat 
i,reeable  person.  Those  generals' wives  who  have  travelled  over 
Llie  world  muat  have  acquired  a  quantity  of  delightful  informa- 
tion. At  a  boording-hoiiBe,  are  they  1  I  daresay  very  plcaaont  and 
amusing.     And  we'll  drive  there  and  call  on  them  immediately." 

On  that  day,  as  Macgrigor  and  Moiru  Baynea  were  diBporting 
in  the  little  front  garden  of  Madame  Smolensk's,  I  think  Moira  was 
just  abont  to  lick  Macgrigor,  when  hia  fratricidal  hand  was  stopped 
by  the  aight  of  a  large  yellow  carriage — a  large  London  dowager 
lauily  carriage — from  which  descended  a,  large  London  family  foot- 
man, with  aide-locks  begrimed  with  powder,  with  calves  auch  as 
only  belong  to  large  London  family  footmen,  nnd  with  cards  in  his 
liand.  "Ceci  Maikme  Smolensk?"  saya  the  large  menial.  "Qui," 
says  the  boy,  nodding  his  head ;  on  which  the  footnkan  was  puzzled, 
for  he  thought  from  his  readiness  in  the  use  of  the  French  language 
tbat  the  boy  was  a  Frenchman. 

"  Ici  demure  Genera!  Bangl"  continued  the  man. 

"  Hand  us  over  the  cards,  John.     Not  at  home,"  aaid  Moira. 

"  IfAo  ain't  at  'ouie?"  inquired  the  menial. 

"  General  Boynes,  my  father,  ain't  at  home.  He  shall  liave  the 
pasteboard  when  he  cornea  in.  '  Mrs.  Hely  ? '  Oh,  Mac,  h'«  the 
iuiae  nanie  aa  that  young  swell  who  called  the  other  day  !  Ain't 
ut  home,  John.  Gon^  out  to  pay  some  visits.  Had  a  fly  on 
purpose.  Gone  out  with  my  sister.  'Pon  my  word,  they  have, 
.roliti."  And  from  this  accurate  rejwrt  of  the  boy's  behaviour,  I 
ti'ivr  tlint  the  young  Buyne»  must  have  been  brought  up  at  a  classical 
iiid  commercial  academy,  where  economy  was  more  studied  than 

Philip  comes  trudj;ing  iiji  to  ilinncr,  aitd  ae  this  is  not  his  post 


t 
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day,  arrives  early;  he  hopes,  perhaps,  for  a  walk  with  Mm 
Ghariotte,  or  a  ooze  in  Madame  Smolensk's  little  piiTate  nMMB. 
He  finds  the  two  boys  in  the  forecourt ;  and  they  have  Mra.  Hd/s 
cards  in  their  hands;  and  they  narrate  to  him  the  adyent  and 
departure  of  the  lady  in  the  swell  carriage,  the  mother  of  the 
young  swell  with  the  flower  in  his  button-hole,  who  came  the  other 
day  on  such  a  jolly  liorse.  "Yea.  And  he  was  at  church  last 
Sunday,  Philip,  and  he  gave  Charlotte  a  hymn-book.  And  be 
sang:  he  sang  like  the  piper  who  played  before  Moses,  pa  said 
And  ma  said  it  was  wicked,  but  it  wasn't:  only  pa's  fim,  you  know. 
And  ma  said  you  never  came  to  church.     Why  don't  you  ?  " 

Philip  had  no  taint  of  jealousy  in  his  magnanimous  composition, 
and  would  as  soon  have  accused  Charlotte  of  flirting  with  other  men 
as  of  stealing  Madame's  silver  spoons.  "So  you  have  had  some 
fine  visitors,"  he  sa3rs,  as  the  fly  drives  up.  "I  remember  that 
rich  Mrs.  Hely,  a  patient  of  my  fitthePs.  My  poor  mother  used  to 
drive  to  her  house." 

"  Oh,  we  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  Mr.  Hely,  Philip ! "  cries 
Miss  Charlotte,  not  heeding  the  scowls  of  her  mother,  who  is 
nodding  and  beckoning  angrily  to  the  girl. 

"You  never  once  mentioned  him.  He  is  one  of  the  greatest 
dandies  about  Paris  :  quite  a  lion,"  remarks  Philip. 

"  Is  he  ?  AVhat  a  funny  little  liou !  I  never  thought  about 
him,"  says  Miss  Charlotte,  quite  simply.  Oh  ingratitude !  ingrati- 
tude !  And  we  have  told  how  Mr.  Walsiugham  was  crying  his 
eyes  out  for  her. 

"She  never  thought  about  him,"  cries  Mrs.  Baynes,  quite 
eagerly. 

"The  piper,  is   it,   you're   talking  about?"  asks  papa.      "I 

called  him  pii.>er,  you  see,  because  he  piped  so  sweetlv  at  eh 

Well  mv  love  1 " 

Mrs.  Biiynes  was  nudging  her  General  at  this  moment.  Si:t' 
tlitl  not  wish  that  the  piper  should  form  the  subject  of  conversation. 
I  suppose. 

"The  piper's  mother  is  very  rich,  and  the  piper  will  inherit 
after  her.  She  has  a  fine  house  in  London.  She  gives  very  fine 
parties.  She  drives  in  a  great  carriage,  and  she  has  come  to  irall 
upon  you,  and  ask  you  to  her  balls,  I  suppose." 

Mrs.  Baynes  was  delighted  at  this  call.  And  when  she  said. 
"  I'm  sure  /  don't  value  fine  j)eopIe,  or  their  fine  parties,  or  their 
fine  carriages,  but  I  wish  that  my  dear  child  should  see  the  worid," 
— I  don't  believe  a  wonl  which  Mrs.  Baynes  said.  She  was  much 
more  pleased  than  Charlotte  at  the  idea  of  visiting  this  fine  lady : 
or  else,  why  should  she  have  coaxeil,  and  wheedled,  and  been  so 
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ticularly  gracious  to  the  General  all  the  evening?  She  wanted 
lew  gown.  The  truth  is,  her  yellow  was  very  shabby ;  whereas 
arlotte,  in  plain  white  muslin,  looked  pretty  enough  to  be  able 
dispense  with  the  aid  of  any  French  milliner.  I  fancy  a  con- 
tation  with  Madame  and  Mrs.  Bunch.  I  fancy  a  fly  ordered, 
I  a  visit  to  the  milliner's  the  next  day.  And  wlien  the  pattern 
the  gown  is  settled  with  the  milliner,  I  fimcy  the  terror  on  Mrs. 
vnes's  wizened  face  when  she  ascertains  the  amount  of  the  bill. 

• 

do  her  justice,  the  General's  wife  had  spent  little  upon  her  own 
nely  person.  She  chose  her  gowns  ugly,  but  cheap.  There  were 
many  backs  to  clothe  in  that  family  that  the  thrifty  mother  did 
;  heed  the  decoration  of  her  own. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 
NEC  DULCES  JMORES  SPERNE,  PUER,  NEQUE  TU  CHOREAS 

MY  dear,"  Mfb.  Baynes  said  to  her  daughter,  "yoa  ait 
going  out  a  great  deal  in  the  world  now.  You  will  go  to 
a  great  number  of  places  where  poor  Philip  cannot  hope  to 
be  admitted." 

"  Not  admit  Philip,  mamma !  then  I'm  sure  I  don't  wmt  to 
go,"  cries  the  girl. 

'*Time  enough  to  leave  off  going  to  parties  when  70a  cant 
afford  it  and  marry  him.  When  I  was  a  lieutenant's  wife,  I  didn't 
go  to  any  parties  out  of  the  r^ment,  my  dear ! " 

"  Oh,  then,  I  am  sure  I  shall  never  want  to  go  out ! "  Charlotte 
declares. 

"You  fiuicy  he  will  always  stop  at  home,  I  daresay.  Men 
are  not  all  so  domestic  sa  your  papa.  Very  few  love  to  stop  at 
home  like  him.  Indeed,  I  may  say  that  I  have  made  his  home 
comfortable.  But  one  thing  is  clear,  my  child.  Philip  can't  always 
expect  to  go  wliere  we  go.  He  is  not  in  the  position  in  life.  Re- 
collect, your  father  is  a  general  officer,  C.B.,  and  may  be  K.C.R 
soon,  and  your  mother  is  a  general  officers  lady.  We  may  go 
anywhere.  I  might  have  gone  to  the  drawing-room  at  home  if 
I  chose.  Lady  Biggs  would  have  been  delighted  to  present  me. 
Your  aunt  has  been  to  the  drawing-room,  and  she  is  only  Mrsw 
Major  MacWhirter ;  and  most  absurd  it  was  of  Mac  to  let  her  go. 
But  she  rules  him  in  everything,  and  they  liave  no  children.  1 
have,  goodness  knows !  I  sacrifice  myself  for  my  children.  You 
little  know  what  I  deny  myself  for  my  children.  I  said  to  Lady 
Biggs,  *  No,  Lady  Biggs ;  my  husband  may  go.  He  should  ga 
He  has  his  uniform,  and  it  will  cost  him  nothing  except  a  fly  an<l 
a  bouquet  for  the  man  who  drives ;  but  /  will  not  spend  money 
on  myself,  for  the  hire  of  diamonds  and  feathers,  and,  though  I 
yield  in  loyalty  to  no  person,  I  daresay  my  Sovereign  fron'f  miis 
me.'  And  I  don*t  think  her  Majesty  did.  She  has  other  things 
to  think  of  besides  Mrs.  Greneral  Baynes,  I  suppose.  She  is  s 
mother,  and  can  ap]>reciate  a  mother's  sacrifices  for  her  children," 

If  I   have  not   hitherto  given  you   detailed  reports  of  Mr& 
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tend  Bftynes's  oonvenation,  I  don't  think,  my  eeteemed  reader, 
will  be  very  angry. 

"  Now,  child,"  the  Qenend'a  lady  continued,  *'  let  me  warn  you 
to  talk  much  to  Philip  about  thoee  places  to  which  you  go  with- 

him,  and  to  which  hia  position  in  life  doee  not  allow  of  hia 
ling.  Hide  anything  fix>m  him  ?  Oh  dear,  no !  Only  for  hia 
i  good,  you  understand.  I  don't  teU  everything  to  your  papa, 
lould  only  worrit  him  and  vex  him.  When  anything  will  please 
1  and  make  him  happy,  then  I  tell  him.  And  about  Philip? 
lip,  I  must  say  it,  my  dear — I  must  as  a  mother  say  it — has 

fiuilta.  He  is  an  envious  man.  Don't  look  shocked.  He 
iks  very  well  of  himself;  and  having  been  a  great  deal  spoiled, 

made  too  much  of  in  his  unhappy  Other's  time,  he  is  so  proud 

haughty  that  he  forgets  his  position^  and  thinks  he  ought  to 

with  the  highest  society.  Had  Lord  Ringwood  left  him  a 
une,  as  Philip  led  us  to  expect  when  we  gave  our  consent  to  this 
it  unlucky  match — for  that  my  dear  child  should  marry  a  beggar 
most  unlucky  and  most  deplorable;  I  can't  help  saying  so, 
trlotte, — if  I  were  on  my  deathbed  I  couldn't  help  saying  so ; 

I  wish  with  all  my  heart  we  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  him. 
rhere !  Don't  go  off  in  one  of  your  tantrums !  What  was  I 
ing,  pray?  I  say  that  Philip  is  in  no  position,  or  rather  in  a 
f  humble  one,  which — a  mere  newspaper-writer  and  a  subaltern 
— everybody  acknowledges  it  to  be.  And  if  he  hears  us  talking 
ut  our  parties  to  which  we  have  a  right  to  go — to  which  you 
e  a  right  to  go  with  your  mother,  a  general  officer's  lady — why, 
1  be  offended.  He  won't  like  to  hear  about  them  and  think  he 
't  be  invited ;  and  you  had  better  not  talk  about  them  at  all,  or 
ut  the  people  you  meet  and  dance  with.  At  Mrs.  Hely's  you 
f  dance  with  Lord  Headbury,  the  ambassador's  son.     And  if 

tell  Philip  he  will  be  offended.  He  will  say  that  you  boast 
ut  it  When  I  was  only  a  lieutenant's  wife  at  Barrackpore, 
I.  Captain  Capers  used  to  go  to  Calcutta  to  the  Government 
iise  balls.  I  didn't  go.  But  I  was  offended,  and  I  used  to  say 
t  Flora  Capers  gave  herself  airs,  and  was  always  boasting  of  her 
macy  with  the  Marchioness  of  Hastings.  We  don't  like  our 
als  to  be  better  off  than  ourselves.     Mark  my  words.     And  if 

talk  to  Philip  about  the  people  whom  you  meet  in  society,  an<i 
nn  he  can't  from  his  unfortunate  station  expect  to  know,  you 
.  offend  him.  That  was  why  I  nudged  you  to-day  when  you 
e  going  on  about  Mr.  Hely.  Anything  so  absurd !  I  saw 
lip  getting  angry  at  once,  and  biting  his  moustaches,  as  he 
ays  does  when  he  is  angry — and  swears  quite  out  loud — so 
;ar !     There !  you  are  going  to  be  angry  again,  my  love ;  I  never 
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saw  anything  like  you !  Is  this  my  Charly  who  nerer  wwb  angiT ! 
I  know  the  world,  dear,  and  you  don't  Look  at  me,  how  I  mamp 
your  papa,  and  I  tell  you  don't  talk  to  Philip  aboat  thioga  which 
offend  him !  Now,  dearest,  kiss  your  poor  old  mother  who  kra 
you.  Go  upstairs  and  hathe  your  eyes,  and  come  down  hai^y  to 
dinner."  And  at  dinner  Mrs.  General  Baynes  was  anoommQiilT 
gracious  to  Philip :  and  when  gracious  she  was  espedaUy  odiooi  to 
Philip,  whose  magnanimous  nature  accommodated  itself  ill  to  the 
wheedling  artifices  of  an  ill-bred  old  woman. 

Following  this  wretched  mother's  advice,  my  poor  Chariotte 
spoke  scarcely  at  all  to  Philip  of  the  parties  to  which  she  went,  and 
the  amusements  which  she  enjoyed  without  him.  I  daresay  Mrs. 
Baynes  was  quite  happy  in  thinking  that  she  was  ''guiding"  her 
child  rightly.  As  if  a  coarse  woman,  because  she  is  mean,  and 
greedy,  and  hypocritical,  and  fifty  years  old,  has  a  right  to  letd  a 
guileless  nature  into  wrong  !  Ah  !  if  some  of  us  old  folks  were  to 
go  to  school  to  our  children,  I  am  sure,  madam,  it  would  do  us  a 
great  deal  of  good.  There  Ib  a  fund  of  good  sense  and  honoorabk 
feeling  about  my  great-grandson  Tommy,  which  is  more  Talusbk 
than  all  his  grandpapa's  experience  and  knowledge  of  the  world 
Knowledge  of  the  world  forsooth  !  Compromise,  selfishness  modi- 
fied, and  double  dealing.  Tom  disdains  a  lie :  when  he  wants  a 
peach,  he  roars  for  it.  If  his  mother  wishes  to  go  to  a  party,  she 
coaxes,  and  wheedles,  and  manages,  and  smirks,  and  curtseys  fiv 
months,  in  order  to  get  her  end ;  takes  twenty  rebuffs,  and  comes 
up  to  the  scratch  again  smiling ; — and  this  woman  is  for  ever  lectur- 
ing her  daughters,  and  preaching  to  her  sons  upon  yirtue,  honesty, 
and  moral  behaviour ! 

Mrs.  Hely's  little  party  at  the  "Hotel  de  la  Terrasse"  was 
very  pleasant  and  bright ;  and  Miss  Charlotte  ei\joyed  it,  although 
her  swain  was  not  present.  But  Pliilip  was  pleased  that  his 
little  Charlotte  should  be  happy.  She  beheld  with  wonderment 
Parisian  duchesses,  American  millionaires,  dandies  from  the  em- 
hussies,  deputies  and  peers  of  France  with  large  stars  and  wigs 
like  papa.  She  gaily  described  her  party  to  Philip ;  described,  that 
is  to  say,  everything  but  her  own  success,  which  was  undoubted. 
There  were  many  beauties  at  Mrs.  Hely's,  but  nobody  fresher  or 
prettier.  The  Miss  Blacklocks  retired  very  early  and  in  the  worst 
])ossible  temper.  Prince  Slyboots  did  not  in  the  least  heed  their 
going  away.  His  thoughts  were  all  fixed  upon  little  Charlotte. 
Charlotte's  mamma  siiw  the  impression  which  the  girl  made,  and 
was  filled  with  a  hungry  joy.  Good-natured  Mrs.  Hely  compU- 
mented  her  on  her  daughter.  "  Thank  Grod,  she  is  as  good  as  she 
is  pretty,"  said  the  mother,  I  am  sure  speaking  seriously  this  time 
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rding  her  daughter.  Prince  Slyboots  danced  with  scarce  any- 
r  else.  He  raisecl  a  perfect  whirlwind  of  compliments  round 
it  Charlotte.  She  was  quite  a  simple  person,  and  did  not 
irstand  one-tenth  part  of  what  he  said  to  her.     He  strewed  her 

with  roses  of  poesy :  he  scattered  garlands  of  sentiment  be- 

her  all  the  way  from  the  antechamber  downstairs,  and  so  to 
fly  which  was  in  waiting  to  take  her  and  parents  home  to  the 
ding-house.     "  By  George,  Charlotte,  I  think  you  have  smitten 

fellow,''  cries  the  General,  who  was  infinitely  amused  by 
ig  Hely — his  raptures,  his  affectations,  his  long  hair,  and  what 
oes  called  his  low  dress.  A  slight  white  tape  and  a  ruby 
on  confined  Hely's  neck.  His  hair  waved  over  his  shoulders. 
DOS  hail  never  seen  such  a  specimen.  At  the  mess  of  the  stout 
th,  tlie  lads  tidked  of  their  dogs,  horses,  and  sport.  A  young 
ian,  smattering  in  poetry,  chattering  in  a  dozen  languages, 
ted,  smiling,  perfectly  at  ease  with  himself  and  the  world,  was 
velty  to  the  ohi  officer. 

A.nd  now  the  Queen's  birthday  arrived — and  that  it  may  arrive 
(nany  scores  of  years  yet  to  come  is,  I  am  sure,  the  prayer  of 
>f  us — and  with  the  birthday  his  Excellency  Lord  Estridge's 
<1  annual  fete  in  honour  of  his  sovereign.     A  card  for  their 

was  left  at  Madame  Smolensk's,  for  General,  Mrs.,  and  Miss 
DCS ;  and  no  doubt  Monsieur  Slyboots  Walsingliam  Hely  was 
artful  agent  by  whom  the  invitation  was  forwarded.  Once 
;  the  General's  veteran  uniform  came  out  from  the  tin-box,  with 
lingy  epaulets  and  little  cross  and  ribbon.     His  wife  urged  on 

strongly  the  necessity  of  having  a  new  wig,  wigs  being  very 
p  and  good  at  Paris  ;  but  Bayncs  said  a  new  wig  would  make 
)ld  coat  look  very  shabby,  an(i  a  new  uniform  would  cost  more 
ey  than  he  wouhl  like  to  affonl.  So  shabby  he  went  de  cap  (k 
,  with  a  moulting  feather,  a  threadbare  suit,  »  tarnished  wig, 

a  worn-out  lace,  Mi  canstans.     Boots,  trousers,  sash,  coat, 
*  all  ohl  and  worse  for  wear,  and  "  faith,"  says  he,  '*  my  face 
ws  suit"     A  brave  silent  man  was  Baynes;  with  a  twinkle  of 
our  in  his  lean  wrinkle<i  face. 
A.nd  if  General  Baynes  was  shabbily  attired  at  the  Embassy 

I  think  I  know  a  friend  of  mine  who  was  shabby  too.  In  the 
I  of  his  prosperity,  Mr.  Philip  was  jxircui  ctiitor  et  in/requeng 
alls,  routs,  and  ladies'  company.  Perhaps  because  his  father 
angered  at  Philip's  neglect  of  his  social  advantages  and  indiffer- 

as  to  success  in  the  world,  Philip  was  the  more  neglectful  and 
Terent.  The  elder's  comedy-smiles,  and  solemn  hypocritical 
eness  causetl  scorn  and  revolt  on  the  part  of  the  younger  man. 
ip  despised  the  humbug,  and  the  world  ti  which  such  humbug 
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oould  be  welcome.  He  kept  aloof  firom  tea-partieB  thea:  kk 
eTening-drees  clothes  aenred  him  for  a  loog  time.  I  eaaaol  ny 
how  old  his  dress-coat  was  at  the  time  ci  which  we  an  wntiBg. 
But  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  respeetiDg  that  garment  aad  coa- 
sideiing  it  new  and  handsome  for  many  yean  paaL  Meaavhik 
the  coat  had  shrunk,  or  its  wearer  had  grown  stoater;  and  lu 
grand  embroidered,  embossed,  illominated,  carved  and  gOt  vdfct 
dress  waistcoat,  too,  had  narrowed,  had  become  absurdly  ti^t  sad 
short,  and  I  daresay  was  the  laughing-stock  of  many  of  Philip'i 
acquaintances,  whilst  he  himself,  poor  simple  feUow,  waa  fiAcyiBg 
that  it  was  a  most  splendid  article  of  appard.  Tou  know  in  the 
Palais  Royal  they  hang  out  the  most  splendid  readi-^ne^owi 
dressing-gowns,  waistcoats,  and  so  forth.  "No,"  thoq^t  Philip, 
coming  out  of  his  cheap  dining-house,  and  swaggering  along  the 
arcailes,  and  looking  at  the  tailon'  shops,  with  hia  hands  in  bii 
pockets.  "  My  brown  yelvet  dress  waistcoat  with  the  gold  sprip^ 
which  I  had  made  at  college,  is  a  much  more  tasty  thing  than  thoe 
gaudy  ready-mad;  articles.  And  my  coat  is  old,  certainly,  bat  the 
brass  buttons  are  still  very  bright  and  handsome,  and,  in  fiict,  il 
is  a  most  becoming  and  gentlemanlike  thing."  And  under  this 
delusion  the  honest  fellow  dressed  himself  in  his  old  clothes,  lighted 
a  pair  of  candles,  and  looked  at  himself  with  satisfoction  in  the 
looking-glass,  drew  on  a  pair  of  cheap  gloves  which  he  had  bought, 
walked  by  the  Quays,  and  over  the  Deputies'  Bridge,  across  tbe 
Place  Louis  XV.,  and  strutted  up  the  Faubourg  St.  Honor6  to  the 
Hotel  of  the  British  Embassy.  A  half-mile  queue  of  carriages  wis 
formed  along  the  street,  and  of  course  the  entrance  to  the  hotd  wis 
magnificently  illuminated. 

A  plag:ue  on  those  cheap  gloves !  Why  had  not  Philip  paid 
three  francs  for  a  pair  of  gloves,  instead  of  twenty-nine  aouaf  Mia 
Baynes  had  found  a  capital  cheap  glove  shop,  whither  poor  Phil 
hu<l  gone  in  the  simplicity  of  his  heart ;  and  now  as  he  went  in 
under  the  grand  illuminatci  porte-cochh^,  Philip  saw  that  the 
gloves  had  given  way  at  the  thumbs,  and  that  his  hands  appeared 
tim)iigh  the  rents,  as  red  as  raw  beefsteaks.  It  is  wonderful  how 
red  hands  will  look  through  holes  in  white  gloves.  ''And  there* 
that  hole  in  my  boot,  too,*'  thought  Phil ;  but  he  had  put  a  littk 
ink  over  the  seam,  and  so  the  rent  was  imperceptible.  The  coat 
and  waistcoat  were  tight,  and  of  a  past  age.  Never  mind.  The 
chest  was  broad,  the  arms  were  muscular  and  long,  and  Pliil's  &ee. 
in  the  midst  of  a  halo  of  fair  hair  and  flaming  whiskers,  looked 
brave,  honest,  and  handsome.  For  a  while  his  eyes  wandered 
fiercely  and  restlessly  all  about  the  room  from  group  to  group: 
but  now — ah  !  now— they  were  settled.    They  had  met  another  pair 
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of  eyes,  which  lighted  up  with  glad  welcome  when  they  beheld 
him.  Two  young  cheeks  mantled  with  a  sweet  blush*  These 
were  Charlotte's  cheeks:  and  hard  by  them  were  mamma's,  of 
a  very  different  colour.  But  Mrs.  General  Baynes  had  a  knowing 
turban  on,  and  a  set  of  garnets  round  her  old  neck,  like  gooseberries 
act  in  gold. 

They  admired  the  rooms :  they  heard  the  names  of  the  great 
folks  who  arrived,  and  beheld  many  famous  personages.  They 
made  their  curtseys  to  the  ambassadress.  Confusion !  With  a 
great  rip,  the  thumb  t>f  one  of  those  cheap  gloves  of  Philip's  parts 
company  from  the  rest  of  the  glove,  and  he  is  obliged  to  wear  it 
crumpled  up  in  his  hand :  a  dreadful  niishap— for  he  is  going  to 
dance  with  Charlotte,  and  he  will  have  to  give  his  hand  to  the 

Who  comes  up  smiling,  with  a  low  neck,  with  waving  curls 
and  whiskers,  pretty  little  hands  exquisitely  gloved,  and  tiny  feet  f 
Tis  Hely  Walsingham,  lightest  in  the  dance.  Most  affably  does 
Mrs.  General  Baynes  greet  the  young  fellow.  Very  brightly  and 
happily  do  Charlotte's  eyes  glance  towards  her  favourite  partner. 
It  is  certain  that  poor  Phil  can*t  hope  at  all  to  dance  like  Hely. 
"  And  see  what  nice  neat  feet  and  hands  he  has  got,"  says  Mrs. 
Baynes.  "  Comme  il  est  bien  gant^ !  A  gentleman  ought  to  be 
always  well  glovetl." 

"  Why  did  you  send  me  to  the  twenty-ninenBous  shop  ? "  says 
}iooT  Phil,  looking  at  his  tattered  hand-shoes  and  red  obtrusive 
thumb. 

"Oh,  you!" — (here  Mrs.  Ba3mes  shrugs  her  yellow  old 
Khoulders).  "  Your  hands  would  burst  through  any  gloves !  How 
do  you  do,  Mr.  Hely  ?  Is  your  mamma  here  t  Of  course  she  is  ! 
What  a  delightful  {Mtrty  she  gave  us !  The  dear  ambassadress  looks 
(|uite  unwell — most  pleasing  manners,  I  am  sure ;  Lord  Estridge, 
what  a  perfect  gentleman  !  " 

The  Bayneses  were  just  come.  For  what  dance  was  Miss 
Ikynes  disengaged  ?  "As  many  as  ever  you  like  !  "  cries  Charlotte, 
who,  in  fact,  called  Hely  her  little  dancing-master,  and  never  thouglit 
of  him  except  as  a  partner.  "  Oh,  t<K)  much  happiness  !  Oh,  that 
this  could  last  for  ever ! "  sighed  Hely,  afler  a  waltz,  polka,  maxurka, 
I  know  not  what,  and  fixing  on  Cliarlotte  the  full  blaze  of  his 
beauteous  blue  eyes.  "  For  ever  t "  cries  Charlotte,  laughing.  "  I'm 
very  fond  of  dandng,  indeed ;  and  you  dance  beautifully ;  but  I 
don't  know  that  I  should  like  to  dance  for  ever."  Ere  the  words 
:ire  over,  he  is  whirling  her  round  the  room  again.  His  little  feet 
fly  with  surprising  agility.  His  hair  floats  liehind  him.  He 
scatters  odours  as  he  spiim.     The  handkerchief  with  which  he  fiuii 
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his  pale  brow  is  like  a  cloudy  film  of  miislin — and  poor  old  Fldlip 
sees  with  terror  that  hU  pocket-handkerchief  haa  got  thfee  gmt 
holes  in  it.  His  nose  and  one  eye  appeared  throogfa  one  of  the 
holes  while  Phil  was  wiping  his  forehead.  It  waa  veiy  hot  He 
was  very  hot  He  was  hotter,  though  standing  still,  than  jodbs 
Hely  who  was  dancing.  "He!  he!  I  compliment  yoa  on  yonr 
gloves,  and  your  handkerchief,  I'm  sure,**  sniggers  Mra.  Baynes, 
with  a  toss  of  her  turban.  Has  it  not  been  said  that  a  boll  is  a 
strong,  courageous,  and  noble  animal,  but  a  bull  in  a  chioMhop  if 
not  in  his  place?  '*  There  you  go.  Thank  you !  I  with  yoa'd  go 
somewhere  else,"  cries  Mrs.  Baynes,  in  a  fury.  Poor  Pliilip%  int 
has  just  gone  through  her  flounce.  How  red  is  he!  liov  waA 
hotter  than  ever !  There  go  Hely  and  Charlotte,  whiiliig  nunid 
like  two  opera-dancers!  Philip  grinds  his  teeth,  he  buttons  kii 
coat  across  his  chest  How  very  tight  it  feels  1  How  aamgdly  his 
eyes  glare !  Do  young  men  still  look  savage  and  aoleiiiui  at  balk? 
An  ingenuous  young  Englishman  ought  to  do  that  duty  of  daBdng, 
of  course.  Society  calls  upon  him.  But  I  doubt  whether  ha  oogbt 
to  look  cheerful  during  the  performance,  or  flippantly  eog^^  in  » 
grave  a  matter. 

A&  Charlotte's  sweet  round  face  beamed  smiles  npon  Philip 
over  Hely's  shoulders,  it  looked  so  happy  that  he  never  thought  of 
gnidging  her  her  pleasure  :  and  happy  he  might  have  remained  in 
this  contemplation,  regarding  not  the  circle  of  dancers  who  were 
gaIlopin«r  and  whirling  on  at  their  usual  swift  rate,  but  her,  who 
wiis  the  centre  of  all  joy  and  pleasure  for  him ; — when  suddenly 
a  shrill  voice  was  heard  behind  him,  crying,  "  (Jet  out  of  the  way. 
hang  you ! "  and  suddenly  there  bounced  against  him  Ringwood 
Twysdcn,  pulling  Miss  Flora  Trotter  roimd  the  room,  one  of  the 
most  powerful  and  intrepid  dancers  of  that  season  at  Paris.  They 
hurtle<l  past  Philip ;  they  shot  him  forward  against  a  pillar.  He 
heiird  a  screech,  an  oath,  and  another  loud  laugh  from  Twysden, 
and  beheld  the  scowls  of  Miss  Trotter  as  that  rapid  creature  bumped 
at  length  into  a  place  of  safety. 

I  told  you  about  Philip's  coat  It  was  very  tight  The  day- 
light had  long  been  struggling  to  make  an  entry  at  the  seams.  As 
he  staggered  up  against  the  wall,  crack !  went  a  great  hole  at  his 
back ;  and  crack  I  one  of  his  gold  buttons  came  off,  leaving  a  rent 
in  his  chest.  It  was  in  those  days  when  gold  buttons  still  lingered 
on  the  breasts  of  some  brave  men,  and  we  have  said  simple  Phihp 
still  thought  his  coat  a  fine  one. 

Tliere  was  not  onlv  a  rent  of  the  seam,  there  was  not  onlv  a 
burst  button,  but  there  was  also  a  rip  in  Philip's  rich  cut-velvet 
waistcoat,  with  the  gold  sprigs,  which  he  thought  so  handsome — 
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a  groat  heartrending  scar.  What  was  to  be  done]  Retreat  was 
nocossary.  He  told  Miss  Charlotte  of  the  hurt  he  had  received, 
whose  face  wore  a  very  comical  look  of  pity  at  his  misadventure — 
he  covered  part  of  his  wound  with  his  gibus  hat — and  he  thought 
he  would  try  and  make  his  way  out  by  the  garden  of  the  hotel, 
which,  of  course,  was  illuminated,  and  bright,  and  crowded,  but  not 
so  very  bright  and  crowded  as  the  saloons,  galleries,  supper-rooms, 
and  halls  of  gilded  light  in  which  the  company,  for  the  most  part, 
assembled. 

So  our  poor  wounded  friend  wandered  into  the  garden,  over 
which  the  moon  was  shining  with  the  most  blank  indifference  at 
the  fiddling,  feasting,  and  particoloured  lamps.  He  says  that  his 
mind  was  soothed  by  the  aspect  of  yonder  placid  moon  and  twink- 
ling stars,  and  that  he  ha<i  altogether  for^^tten  his  trumi>ery  little 
accident  and  torn  coat  and  waistcoat :  but  I  doubt  about  the  entire 
truth  of  this  statement,  for  there  have  l)een  some  occasions  when 
he,  Mr.  Philip,  has  mentioned  the  subject,  and  owned  that  he  was 
mortified  and  in  a  rage. 

Well.  He  went  into  the  garden  :  and  was  calming  himself  by 
contemplating  the  stars,  when,  just  by  that  fountain  where  there 
irt  Prailier*s  little  statue  of — Mokos  in  the  bulrushes,  let  us  say — 
round  which  there  was  a  beautiful  row  of  illuminated  lamps, 
lighting  up  a  great  coronal  of  flowers,  which  my  dear  readers  are 
at  lilierty  to  select  and  arrange  acconling  to  their  own  exquisite 
taste;— near  this  little  fountain  he  found  three  gentlemen  talking 
together. 

The  high  voice  of  one  Philip  could  hear,  and  knew  from  old 
days.  Ringwood  Twysden,  £M|uire,  always  liked  to  talk  and  to 
excite  himself  with  other  j>ersons'  liquor.  He  had  been  drinking  the 
Sovereign's  health  with  great  assiduity,  I  suppose,  and  was  excee<l- 
ingly  loud  and  happy.  With  Ringwood  was  Mr.  Woolcomb,  whose 
countenance  the  lamps  lit  up  in  a  fine  luri<l  manner,  and  whose  eye- 
balls gleamed  in  the  twilight :  and  the  third  of  the  group  was  our 
young  friend  Mr.  Lowndes. 

**I  owed  him  one,  you  sec,  Lowndes,"  said  Mr.  Ringw<»nd 
TwyMlen.  "  I  hate  the  fellow  !  Hang  him,  always  <lid  !  I  saw 
the  great  hulkin'  brute  stan<iin'  there.  Couldn't  help  myself.  Give 
you  my  honour,  couldn't  help  myself.  I  just  drove  Miss  Trotter  at 
him — sent  her  elbow  well  into  him,  and  spun  him  up  jipiinst  the 
wall.  The  buttons  cracked  off  the  beggar's  coat,  Ix'gad  !  What 
business  had  he  there,  hang  him  t  Gail,  sir,  he  made  a  cannon  i»fl[ 
an  old  woman  in  blue,  an<l  went  into         " 

Here  Mr.  Ringwood s  speech  came  to  an  end:  for  his  cousin 
stood  before  him,  grim  and  biting  his  moustache. 
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**  Hollo ! "  piped  the  other.  "  Who  wints  yon  to  orerhear  mj 
conyenation  1    Dammyy  I  say !     I " 

Philip  put  out  that  hand  with  the  torn  i^ove.  The  fjknt  vm 
in  a  dreadful  state  of  dianiption  now.  He  worked  the  hand  wdl 
into  his  kinsman's  neck,  and  twisting  Ringwood  round  into  a  proper 
position,  brought  that  poor  old  broken  boot  so  to  bear  npm  the 
proper  quarter,  that  Ringwood  was  dischaiged  into  the  liUle  fent, 
and  lighted  amidst  the  flowers,  and  the  water,  and  the  oiMamps, 
and  made  a  dreailful  mess  and  splutter  amongst  them.  And  as 
for  Philip's  coat,  it  was  torn  worse  than  ever. 

I  don't  know  how  many  of  the  brass  buttons  had  revolted  and 
parted  company  from  the  poor  old  cloth,  which  cracked  and  split, 
and  tore  under  the  agitation  of  that  beating  angry  boeooL  I  blnih 
as  I  think  of  Mr.  Firmin  in  this  ragged  state,  a  great  rent  all  aeroai 
his  back,  and  his  prostrate  enemy  lying  howling  in  the  water, 
amidst  the  spluttering  crashing  oil-lamps  at  his  feet  Wben 
Cinderella  quitted  her  fint  baU,  just  after  the  clock  struck  twelTe, 
we  all  know  how  shabby  she  looked.  Philip  was  a  still  more 
disreputable  object  when  he  slunk  away.  I  don*t  know  l^  what 
side  door  Mr.  Lowndes  eliminated  him.     He  also  beneTolentlr  took 
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charge  of  Philip's  kinsman  and  antagonist,  Mr.  Ringwood  Twrsden. 
Mr.  Tw\'sden'3  hands,  coat-tails,  &c.,  were  very  much  singed  and 
scalded  by  the  oil,  and  cut  by  the  broken  glass,  which  was  all 
extractetl  at  the  Beaujon  Hospital,  but  not  without  much  sufiering 
on  the  part  of  the  patient.  But  though  young  Lowndes  spoke  up 
for  Philip,  in  describing  the  scene  (I  fear  not  without  laughter),  hi« 
ExL*ellency  caused  Mr.  Firmin  s  name  to  be  erased  from  his  partj" 
lists :  and  I  am  sure  no  sensible  man  will  defend  Philip's  conduct  fiY 
a  moment. 

Of  this  lamentable  fracas  which  occurred  in  the  hotel  garden. 
Miss  Baynes  and  her  parents  had  no  knowle^lge  for  a  while. 
Charlotte  was  too  much  occupied  with  her  dancing,  which  she 
pursued  with  all  her  might :  pai^a  was  at  cards  with  some  sober 
male  and  female  veterans,  and  mamma  was  looking  with  delight  at 
her  dauirhtor,  whom  the  young  gentlemen  of  many  embassies  were 
oharraoil  to  ohiiose  for  a  partner.  When  Lord  Headbury,  Lonl 
Estridge's  son,  w:is  presented  to  Miss  Baynes,  her  mother  was  s'> 
elate^l  that  she  wa^  ready  to  ilance  too.  I  do  not  envy  Mrs;.  Maj^^: 
MaoWhirter.  at  Tours,  the  pentsal  of  that  immense  manuscript 
in  which  her  sister  recorded  the  events  of  the  boll.  Here  was 
Charlotte,  beautifid,  el^ant,  accomplished,  admirni  etrryttkfre, 
with  young  men,  young  nMfmen  of  immense  property  and  expecta- 
tions, wild  tibotit  her :  and  engiiged  by  a  promise  to  a  rude,  ngffd, 
pnfsumptuouSj  ill-bred  young  miin,  trithout  a  penny  in  the  troHd — 
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wasn't  it  provokiDg  t  Ah,  poor  Philip !  How  that  little  sour 
yellow  mother-in-law  elect  did  scowl  at  him  when  he  came  with 
rather  a  shamefiEiced  look  to  pay  his  duty  to  his  sweetheart  on  the 
day  after  the  hall !  Mrs.  Baynes  had  caused  her  daughter  to  dress 
with  extra  smartness,  had  forbidden  the  poor  child  to  go  out,  and 
coaxed  her,  and  wheedled  her,  and  dressed  her  with  I  know  not  what 
ornaments  of  her  own,  with  a  fond  expectation  that  Lord  Headburv, 
that  the  yellow  young  Spanish  attach^,  that  the  sprightly  Prussian 
secretary,  and  Walsingham  Hely,  Charlotte's  partners  at  the  ball, 
would  certainly  call ;  and  the  only  equipage  that  appeared  at 
Madame  Smolensk's  gate  was  a  hack  cab,  which  drove  up  at  even- 
ing, and  out  of  which  poor  Philip's  well-known  tattered  boots  came 
striding.  Such  a  fond  mother  as  Mfb.  Baynes  may  well  have  been 
oat  of  humour. 

As  for  Philip,  he  was  unusually  shy  and  modest.  He  did  not 
know  in  what  light  his  friends  would  regard  his  escapade  of  the 
previous  evening.  He  had  been  sitting  at  home  all  the  morning  in 
state,  and  in  company  with  a  Polish  colonel,  who  liveil  in  his  hotel, 
and  whom  Philip  had  selected  to  be  his  second  in  case  the  battle  of 
the  previous  night  should  have  any  suite.  He  had  left  that  colonel 
in  company  with  a  bag  of  tobacco  and  an  order  for  unlimited  beer, 
whilst  he  himself  ran  up  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  his  beloved.  The 
Bayneses  had  not  heard  of  the  battle  of  the  previous  night.  They 
were  full  of  the  ball,  of  Lonl  Estridge's  affability,  of  the  Oolconda 
Ambassador's  diamonds,  of  the  appearance  of  the  Royal  princes  who 
honoured  the  f)§te,  of  the  most  fashionable  Paris  talk  in  a  word. 
Philip  was  scolded,  snubbed,  and  coldly  received  by  mamma ;  but 
he  was  used  to  that  sort  of  treatment,  and  greatly  relieved  by  find- 
ing that  she  was  unacquainted  with  his  own  disorderly  behaviour. 
He  did  not  tell  Charlotte  about  the  quarrel :  a  knowledge  of  it 
might  alarm  the  little  maiden ;  and  so  for  once  our  friend  was 
discreet,  and  held  his  tongue. 

But  if  he  had  any  influence  with  the  editor  of  Galignan€i 
Me4sen{fer,  why  did  he  not  entreat  the  conductors  of  that  admirable 
journal  to  forego  all  mention  of  the  fracas  at  the  Embassy  l^all  1 
Two  days  after  the  f(gte,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  there  api)eared  a  para- 
graph in  the  paper  narrating  the  circumstances  of  the  fight.  And 
the  guilty  Philip  found  a  copy  of  that  paper  on  the  table  before 
Mrs.  Baynes  and  the  General  when  he  came  to  the  Champs  Elys^ 
according  to  his  wont.  Behind  that  paper  sat  Major-General 
Baynes,  C.B.,  looking  confuse<l,  and  beside  him  his  lady  frowning 
like  Rhadamanthus.     But  no  Charlotte  was  in  the  room. 


CHAPTER    XXV 

INFASDl  DOLORES 

PHILIFS  heart  beat  very  quickly  at  Beeing  this  grim  pair, 
and  the  guilty  newspaper  before  them,  on  whidi  Mn. 
Baynes's  lean  right  hand  was  laid.  ''So,  sir,"  she  cried, 
''you  still  honour  us  with  your  company:  after  Hiatingnighing 
yourself  as  you  did  the  night  before  last.  Fighting  and  boxing 
like  a  porter  at  his  Excellency's  balL  It's  disgusting!  I  hare 
no  other  word  for  it :  disgusting ! "  And  here  I  suppose  she 
nudged  the  General,  or  gave  him  some  look  or  signal  by  which  he 
knew  he  was  to  come  into  action ;  for  Baynes  straightway  advaiioed 
and  delivered  his  fire. 

**  Faith,  sir,  more  bub-ub-blackguanl  conduct  I  never  heard  of 
in  my  life !  That's  the  ouly  word  for  it :  the  only  word  for  it," 
cries  Bavnes. 

"The  Greneral  knows  what  blackguard  conduct  is,  and  yours 
is  that  conduct,  Mr.  Firmin  I  It  is  all  over  the  town :  is  talkeii 
of  everywiiere  :  ^^ill  be  in  all  the  newspai^ers.  When  his  Lordship 
heard  of  it,  he  was  furious.  Xever,  never,  will  you  be  admitted 
into  the  Embassy  again,  after  disgracing  yourself  as  you  have  done," 
cries  the  lad  v. 

"Disgracing  yourself,  that's  the  word.  And  disgraceful  your 
conduct  was,  begad  ! ''  cries  the  officer  secontl  in  commancL 

"You  don't  know  my  provocation,"  pleadeil  poor  Philip.  **As 
I  came  up  to  him  Twys<len  wiis  InxLsting  that  he  had  struck  me — 
and — and  laughing  at  me." 

"  And  a  pretty  figure  you  were  to  come  to  a  ball  Who  coul»l 
help  laughing,  sir  ? " 

"  He  braggeil  of  having  insulted  me,  and  I  lost  my  temper,  and 
stnick  him  in  return.  The  tiling  is  done  and  can't  be  helped,'' 
growled  Philip. 

"  Strike  a  little  man  before  ladies !  Very  brave  indeed  ! "  cries 
the  lady. 

"  Mrs.  Bavnes  :  ^ 

"  I  call  it  cowanlly.  In  the  army  we  consider  it  oowazdly  to 
quarrel  before  ladies,"  continues  Mrs.  General  R 
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"  I  have  waited  at  home  for  two  days,  to  see  if  he  wanted  aoy 
more/'  groaned  Philip. 

"  Oh,  yes !  After  insulting  and  knocking  a  little  man  down, 
you  want  to  murder  him !  And  you  call  that  the  conduct  of  a 
Christian — the  conduct  of  a  gentleman  ! " 

'*  The  conduct  of  a  ruffian,  by  George ! "  says  Qenerml 
Baynes. 

'*It  was  prudent  of  you  to  choose  a  very  little  man,  and  to 
have  the  ladies  within  hearing ! ''  continues  Mrs.  Baynes.  "  Why, 
I  wonder  you  haven't  beaten  my  dear  children  next  Don't  you. 
General,  wonder  he  has  not  knocked  down  our  poor  boysT  They 
are  quite  small.  And  it  is  evident  that  hidies  being  present  is  no 
hincUunce  to  Mr.  Firmin's  boxing-matches," 

**  The  conduct  is  gross  and  unworthy  of  a  gentleman,"  reiterates 
the  General 

*'  You  hear  what  that  man  says — that  old  man,  who  never  says 
an  unkind  word  7  That  veteran,  who  has  been  in  twenty  battles, 
and  never  struck  a  man  before  women  yetT  Did  you.  Chariest 
I/e  has  given  you  his  opinion.  He  has  called  you  a  name  which 
I  won't  soil  my  lips  with  repeating,  but  which  you  deserve.  And. 
do  you  suppose,  sir,  that  I  will  give  my  blessed  child  to  a  man  who 
has  acted  as  you  have  acted,  and  been  called  a  -^—  t  Charles ! 
General !  I  will  go  to  my  grave  rather  than  see  my  daughter  given 
up  to  such  a  man  ! " 

'*  Grood  Heavens  ! "  said  Philip,  his  knees  trembling  under  him. 
**  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  intend  to  go  from  your  word, 
and " 

"  Oh !  you  threaten  about  money,  do  you  t  Because  your 
father  was  a  cheat,  you  intend  to  tr>'  and  make  us  suffer,  do  you  t " 
shrieks  the  lady.  "  A  man  who  strikes  a  little  man  before  ladies 
will  commit  any  act  of  cowardice,  I  daresay.  And  if  you  wish  to 
beggar  my  family,  because  your  father  was  a  rogue         " 

"  My  dear !  "  interposes  the  General. 

''Wasn't  he  a  rogue,  Ba3mes7  Is  there  any  denjring  itl 
Haven't  you  said  so  a  hundred  and  a  hundred  times  T  A  nice 
family  to  marry  into !  No,  Mr.  Firmin  !  You  may  insult  me  as 
you  please.  You  may  strike  little  men  before  ladies.  You  may 
lift  your  great  wicked  hand  against  that  poor  old  man,  in  one  of 
your  tipsy  fits:  but  I  know  a  mother's  love,  a  mother's  duty — 
and  I  desire  that  we  see  you  no  more." 

*'  Great  Powers ! "  cries  Philip,  aghast.  "  You  don't  mean  to 
— to  separate  me  from  Charlotte,  General?  I  liave  your  word. 
You  encouraged  me.  I  shall  break  my  heart.  Ill  go  down  on 
my  knees  to  that  fellow.     Ill — oh! — you  don't  mean  what  yoa 
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say  ! "  And,  scared  aod  sobbing,  the  poor  Mkm  daqwd  hk  straog 
hands  together,  and  appealed  to  the  QeneraL 

Baynes  was  under  his  wife's  eye.  "I  think,"  he  and,  "your 
conduct  has  been  confoundedly  bad,  disordeily,  and  nngeuUenna- 
like.  You  can't  support  my  child,  if  you  many  her.  And  if  yon 
have  the  least  spark  of  honour  in  you,  as  you  say  yoa  ha^  it 
is  you,  Mr.  Finnin,  who  will  break  off  the  match,  and  rdeaae  the 
poor  child  from  certain  misery.  By  Ckoiige,  sir,  how  is  a  mas 
who  fights  and  quarrels  in  a  nobleman's  ball-room  to  get  on  in  the 
world  t  How  is  a  man,  who  can't  afford  a  decent  coat  to  his  hade, 
to  keep  a  wife  t  The  more  I  have  known  you,  the  more  I  hafe 
felt  that  the  engagement  would  bring  misery  upon  my  diikl !    Is 

that  what  you  wantt    A  man  of  honour "  {**ffammr!^  in 

italics,  from  Mrs.  Baynes.)  "  Hush,  my  dear ! — A  man  of  spirit 
would  give  her  up,  sir.  What  have  you  to  offer  but  beggaiy,  hj 
George  t    Do  you  want  my  girl  to  come  home  to  your  lodgingi^ 

and  mend  your  clothes t" "I  think  I  put  that  point  pretty 

well,  Bunch  my  boy,"  said  the  Qeneral,  talking  ci  the  matter 
afterwards.     "  I  hit  him  there,  sir." 

The  old  soldier  did  indeed  strike  his  adversary  there  with  a 
vital  stab.  Philip's  coat,  no  doubt,  was  ragged,  and  his  purse  but 
light  He  had  sent  money  to  his  father  out  of  his  small  stock. 
There  were  one  or  two  servants  in  the  old  house  in  Pkrr  Street 
who  hod  been  left  without  their  wages,  and  a  part  of  these  debts 
Philip  had  paid.  He  knew  his  own  violence  of  temper,  and  his 
unruly  independence.  He  thought  very  humbly  of  his  talents,  and 
often  doubted  of  his  capacity  to  get  on  in  the  world.  In  his  less 
hopeful  moods,  he  trembled  to  think  that  he  might  be  bringing 
poverty  and  unhappiness  upon  his  dearest  little  maiden,  for  whom 
he  would  joyfully  have  sacrificed  his  blood,  his  life.  Poor  Philip 
sank  back  sickening  and  fainting  almost  under  Baynes's  words. 

"  You'll  let  me — youll  let  me  see  her  ? "  he  gasped  out 

"  She's  unwelL  She  is  in  her  bed.  She  can't  appear  to-day !  *' 
cried  the  mother. 

"  Oh,  Mr<.  Baynes !  I  must — I  must  see  her,"  Philip  said : 
and  fairly  broke  out  in  a  sob  of  pain. 

"  This  is  the  man  that  strikes  men  before  women ! "  said  Mrs. 
Baynes.     "  Very  courageous,  certainly  ! " 

"  By  George,  Eliza  ! "  the  General  cried  out,  starting  up,  "  it's 
too  bad " 

"  Infirm  of  purpose,  give  me  the  daggers ! "  Philip  yelled  out, 
whilst  describing  the  scene  to  his  biographer  in  after  days. 
"  Macbeth  would  never  have  done  the  murders  but  for  that  little 
quiet  woman  at  his  side.     When  the  Indian  prisoners  are  killed, 
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the  squaws  always  invent  the  worst  tortures.  You  should  have 
seen  that  fiend  and  her  livid  smile,  as  she  was  drilling  her  gimlets 
into  my  heart  I  don't  know  how  I  offended  her.  I  tried  to  like 
her,  sir.  I  had  humbled  myself  before  her.  I  went  on  her 
errands.  I  played  cards  with  her.  I  sat  and  listened  to  her 
dreadful  stories  about  Barrackpore  and  the  Qovemor-GeneraL  I 
wallowed  in  the  dust  before  her,  and  she  hated  me.  I  can  see  her 
fare  now :  her  cruel  yellow  face,  and  her  sharp  teeth  and  her  grey 
eyes.  It  was  the  end  of  August,  and  pouring  a  storm  that  day. 
I  suppose  my  poor  child  was  cold  and  suffering  upstairs,  for  I 
heard  the  poking  of  a  fire  in  her  little  room.  When  I  hear  a  fire 
Iioked  overhead  now — twenty  years  after — the  whole  thing  comes 
back  to  me ;  and  I  suffer  over  again  that  infernal  agony.  Were  I 
to  live  a  thousand  years,  I  could  not  forgive  her.  I  never  did  her 
a  wrong,  but  I  can't  forgive  her.  Ah,  my  Heaven,  how  that 
woman  tortured  me ! " 

''I  think  I  know  one  or  two  similar  instances,"  said  Mr. 
Firmin's  biographer. 

''You  are  always  speaking  ill  of  women,"  said  Mr.  Firmin's 
biographer's  wife. 

*'  No,  thank  Heaven  ! "  said  the  gentleman.  "  I  think  I  know 
some  of  whom  I  never  thought  or  spoke  a  word  of  evil.  My  dear, 
will  you  give  Philip  some  more  tea  7 "  and  with  this  the  gentleman's 
narrative  is  resumed. 

The  rain  was  beating  down  the  avenue  as  Philip  went  into  the 
street  He  looked  up  at  Charlotte's  window :  but  there  was  no 
sign.  There  was  a  flicker  of  a  fire  there.  The  poor  girl  had  the 
fever,  and  was  shuddering  in  her  little  room,  weeping  and  sobbing 
on  Madame  Smolensk's  shoulder.  ''Que  c'^tait  piti^  k  voir," 
Madame  said.  Her  mother  had  told  her  she  must  break  from 
Philip ;  had  invented  and  spoken  a  hundred  calumnies  against  him  ; 
declared  that  he  never  cared  for  her ;  that  he  had  loose  principles, 
and  was  for  ever  haunting  theatres  and  bad  company.  "  It's  not 
true,  mother,  it's  not  true  ! "  the  little  girl  had  cried,  flaming  up  in 
revolt  for  a  moment :  but  she  soon  subsided  in  tears  and  misery, 
utterly  broken  by  the  thought  of  her  calamity.  Then  her  father 
had  been  brought  to  her,  who  had  been  made  to  believe  some  of 
the  stories  against  poor  Philip,  and  who  was  commanded  by  his 
wife  to  impress  them  upon  the  girl.  And  Baynes  tried  to  obey 
orders ;  but  he  was  scared  and  cniclly  pained  by  the  sight  of  hia 
little  maiden's  grief  and  suffering.  He  attempted  a  weak  expostula- 
tion, and  began  a  sfiecch  or  two.  But  his  heart  failed  him.  He 
retreated  behind  his  wife.  She  never  hesitated  in  speech  or  resolu- 
tion, and  her  language  became  more  bitter  as  her  ally  fslterpd. 
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Philip  was  a  drunkard;  Philip  was  a  prodigal;  Philip  was  a 
frequenter  of  dissolute  haunts  and  loose  companions.  She  had  the 
best  authority  for  what  she  said.  Was  not  a  mother  anxious  for 
the  welfare  of  her  own  child  ?  ("  Begad,  you  don't  suppose  your 
own  mother  would  do  anything  that  was  not  for  your  wel£Euie,  now!" 
broke  in  the  General  feebly.)  '*  Do  you  think  if  he  had  not  been 
drunk  he  would  have  ventured  to  commit  such  an  atrocious  outrage 
as  that  at  the  Embassy  ?  And  do  you  suppose  I  want  a  drunkard 
and  a  beggar  to  marry  my  daughter  ?  Your  ingratitude,  Charlotte, 
is  horrible ! "  cries  mamma.  And  poor  Philip,  charged  with 
drunkenness,  had  dined  for  seventeen  sous,  with  a  carafon  of  beer^ 
and  had  counted  on  a  supper  that  night  by  little  Charlotte's  side : 
so,  while  the  child  lay  sobbing  on  her  bed,  the  mother  stood  over 
her,  and  lashed  her.  For  General  Baynes, — a  brave  man,  a  kind- 
hearted  man, — to  have  to  look  on  whilst  this  torture  was  inflicted, 
must  have  been  a  hard  duty.  He  could  not  eat  the  boarding-house 
dinner,  though  he  took  his  place  at  the  table  at  the  sound  of  the 
dismal  bell.  Madame  herself  was  not  present  at  the  meal ;  and 
you  know  poor  Charlotte's  place  was  vacant.  Her  father  went 
upstairs,  and  paused  by  her  bedroom  door,  and  listened.  He  heard 
murmurs  within,  and  Madame's  voice,  as  he  stumbled  at  the  door, 
cried  harshly,  "  Qui  est  Ik  ? "  He  entered,  Madame  was  sitting  on 
the  bed,  with  Charlotte's  head  on  her  lap.  The  thick  brown  tresses 
were  falling  over  the  child's  white  night-dress,  and  she  lay  almcKt 
motionless,  and  sobbing  freely.  "  Ah,  it  is  you,  Genend ! "  said 
Madame.  "  You  have  done  a  pretty  work,  sir  ! "  "  Mamma  says, 
won't  you  take  something,  Charlotte  dear?"  faltered  the  old  man. 
"  Will  you  leave  her  tranquil  ? "  said  Madame,  with  her  deep  voice. 
The  father  retreated.  When  Madame  went  out  presently  to  get. 
tliat  panacea,  une  tasse  de  My  for  her  poor  little  friend,  she  foun<l 
the  old  gentleman  seated  on  a  portmanteau  at  his  door.  "  Is  she— 
is  she  a  little  better  now?"  he  sobbed  out.  Madame  shrugge^l 
her  shoulders,  and  looked  down  on  the  veteran  with  superb  scorn. 
"  Vous  n'etes  qu'un  poltron,  G^n^ral ! "  she  said,  and  swept  down- 
stairs. Baynes  was  beaten  indeed.  He  was  suffering  horrible  pain. 
He  was  quite  immanned,  and  tears  were  trickling  down  his  old 
cheeks  as  he  sat  wretchedly  there  in  the  dark.  His  wife  did  not 
leave  the  table  as  long  as  dinner  and  dessert  lasted.  She  read 
Gcdignani  resolutely  afterwards.  She  told  the  children  not  to 
make  a  noise,  as  their  sister  was  upstairs  with  a  bad  headache. 
But  she  revoked  that  statement  as  it  were  (as  she  revoked  at  cards 
presently),  by  asking  the  Miss  Bolderos  to  play  one  of  their  duets. 

I   wonder  whether   Philip  walked  up   and   down   before   the 
house  that  night  ?     Ah  !  it  was  a  dismal  night  for  all  of  them :  a 
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racking  pain,  a  cruel  sense  of  shame,  throbbed  under  Bayncs's  cotton 
tassel ;  and  as  for  Mrs.  Baynes,  I  hope  there  vas  not  much  rest  or 
comfort  under  her  old  nighU*ap.  Madame  passed  the  greater  part 
of  the  night  in  a  great  chair  in  Charlotte's  bedroom,  where  the  poor 
child  heard  the  hours  toll  one  after  the  other,  and  found  no  conifort 
in  the  dreary  rising  of  the  dawn. 

At  a  very  early  hour  of  the  dismal  rainy  morning,  what  made 
poor  little  Charlotte  fling  her  arms  round  Madame,  and  cry  out, 
*'  Ah,  que  je  tous  aime !  ah,  que  tous  etes  bonne,  Madame ! "  and 
smile  almost  happily  through  her  tears  1  In  the  fiist  place,  Madame 
went  to  Charlotte's  dressing-table,  whence  she  took  a  pair  of  scissors. 
Then  the  little  maid  sat  up  on  her  bed,  with  her  brown  hair 
clustering  over  her  shoulders ;  and  Madame  took  a  lock  of  it,  and 
cut  a  thick  curl ;  and  kissed  poor  little  Charlotte's  red  eyes ;  and 
laid  her  {tale  cheek  on  the  pillow,  and  carefully  covered  her ;  and 
hoiie  her,  with  many  tender  wonls,  to  go  to  sleep.  "If  you  are 
very  gtxxl,  and  will  go  to  sleep,  he  shall  have  it  in  half-an-hour," 
Madame  said.  "  And  as  I  go  downstaiirs,  I  will  tell  Fran^oise  to 
have  some  tea  rea<ly  for  you  when  you  ring."  And  this  promise, 
and  the  thought  of  what  Madame  was  going  to  do,  comforted 
Charlotte  in  her  misery.  And  with  many  fond  fond  prayers  for 
Philip,  and  consoled  by  thinking,  "  Now  she  must  have  gone  the 
greater  part  of  the  way  ;  now  she  must  be  with  him  ;  now  he  knows 
I  will  never  never  love  any  but  him,"  she  fell  asleep  at  length  on  her 
moistene<l  pillow  :  and  was  smiling  in  her  sleep,  and  I  daresay  dream- 
ing of  Philip,  when  the  noise  of  the  fall  of  a  piece  of  furniture  ro  isetl 
her,  and  she  awoke  out  of  her  dream  to  see  the  grim  old  mother, 
in  her  white  nightcap  and  white  dressing-gown,  standing  by  her  side. 

Never  mind.  "She  has  seen  him  now.  She  has  tohi  him 
now,"  wafl  the  cliild's  very  first  thought  as  her  eyes  feirly  opened. 
"  He  knows  that  I  never  never  will  think  of  any  but  him."  She 
felt  as  if  she  was  actually  there  in  Philip's  room,  speaking  herself 
to  him ;  murmuring  vows  which  her  fond  lips  had  whispered  many 
and  many  a  time  to  her  lover.  And  now  he  knew  she  would  never 
break  them,  she  was  consoled  and  felt  more  courage. 

"  You  have  had  some  sleep,  Charlotte  1 "  asks  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  Yes,  I  have  been  asleep),  mamma."  As  she  speaks,  she  feels 
ander  the  pillow  a  little  locket  containing — what!  I  suppose  a 
icrap  of  Mr.  Philip's  lank  hair. 

"  I  hope  you  are  in  a  less  wirkcnl  frame  of  mind  than  when  I 
left  you  last  night,"  continues  the  matron. 

"  Was  I  wicke<i  for  loving  Philip  ?  Then  I  am  wicked  still, 
mamma ! "  cries  the  child,  sitting  up  in  her  boil.  And  she  clutches 
that  little  lock  of  hair  which  nestles  under  her  pillow. 
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What  nonaenfle,  child !  This  is  what  you  get  out  cf  jonr 
stupid  novels.  I  tell  you  he  does  not  think  about  yoo.  He  is  quite 
a  reckless  careless  libertine." 

"  Yes,  so  reckless  and  careless  that  we  owe  him  the  bvead  we 

eat     He  doesn't  think  of  me !     Doesn't  he  t    Ah "    Here  she 

paused  as  a  clock  in  a  nei^bouiing  chamber  began  to  strike. 
*'  Now,"  she  thought,  "  he  has  got  my  message ! "  A  smile  dawned 
over  her  fiice.  She  sank  back  on  bar  ]h11ow,  turning  her  head  from 
her  mother.  She  kissed  the  locket  and  murmured:  **Not  think 
of  me  I  Don't  you,  don't  you,  my  dear ! "  She  did  not  heed  the 
woman  by  her  side,  hear  her  voice,  or  for  a  moment  seem  aware  of 
her  presence.  Charlotte  was  away  in  Philip's  room ;  she  saw  him 
talking  with  her  messenger ;  heard  his  voice  so  deep  and  so  sweet ; 
knew  that  the  promises  he  had  spoken  he  never  would  break.  With 
gleaming  eyes  and  flushing  cheeks  she  looked  at  her  mother,  her 
enemy.  She  held  her  talisman  locket  and  pressed  it  to  her  heart. 
No,  ^e  would  never  be  untrue  to  him  I  No^  he  would  never  never 
desert  her !  And  as  Birs.  Baynes  looked  at  the  honest  indignation 
beaming  in  the  child's  &ce,  she  read  Charlotte's  revolt^  defiance, 
perhaps  victory.  The  meek  child  who  never  before  had  questioned 
an  order,  or  formed  a  wish  which  she  would  not  sacrifice  at  her 
mother's  order,  was  now  in  arms  asserting  independence.  But  I 
should  think  mamma  is  not  going  to  give  up  the  command  after  a 
single  act  of  revolt ;  and  that  she  will  try  more  attempts  than  one 
to  cajole  or  coerce  her  rebel. 

Meanwhile  let  Fancy  leave  the  talisman  locket  nestling  on 
Charlotte's  little  heart  (in  which  soft  shelter  methinks  it  were 
pleasant  to  linger).  Let  her  wrap  a  shawl  round  her,  and  alfix 
to  her  feet  a  pair  of  stout  goloshes ;  let  her  walk  rapidly  through 
the  muddy  Champs  £Iys^es,  where,  in  this  inclement  season,  only 
a  few  policemen  and  artisans  are  to  be  found  moving.  Let  her  pay 
a  halfpenny  at  the  Pont  des  Invalides,  and  so  march  stoutly  along 
the  quays,  by  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  where  as  yet  deputies 
assemble :  and  trudge  along  the  river  side,  until  she  reaches  Seine 
Street,  into  which,  as  you  all  know,  the  Rue  Poussin  debouches. 
This  was  the  road  brave  Madame  Smolensk  took  on  a  gusty,  rainy, 
autumn  morning,  and  on  foot,  for  five-franc  pieces  were  scarce 
with  the  good  woman.  Before  the  "  Hotel  Poussin "  {ah,  qu*on 
y  4iaii  bien  a  vingt  an$  !)  is  a  little  painted  wicket  which  opens, 
ringing,  and  then  there  is  the  passage,  you  know,  with  the  stair 
leading  to  the  upper  regions,  to  Monsieur  Philippe's  room,  which 
is  on  the  first  floor,  as  is  that  of  Bouchanl,  the  painter,  who  has 
his  atelier  over  the  way.  A  bad  pjiinter  is  Bouchard,  but  a  worthy 
friend,  a  eheery  eoni]>anion,  a  modest  amiable  gentleman.     And  a 
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rare  good  fellow  is  Laberge  of  the  second  floor,  the  poet  from 
Carcaaaonne,  who  pretends  to  be  studying  law,  but  whose  heart  is 
with  the  Muses,  and  whose  talk  is  of  Victor  Hugo  and  Alfred  de 
Musset^  whose  verses  he  will  repeat  to  all  comers.  Near  Laberge 
(I  think  I  have  heard  Philip  say)  lived  Escasse,  a  Southern  man 
too — a  capitalist — a  clerk  in  a  bank,  qwn  I — whose  apartment  was 
decorated  sumptuously  with  his  own  furniture,  who  had  Spanish 
wine  and  sausages  in  cupboards,  and  a  bag  of  dollars  for  a  friend  in 
need.  Is  Escasse  alive  still  ?  Philip  Firmin  wonders,  and  that  old 
Colonel,  who  lived  on  the  same  floor,  and  who  had  been  a  prisoner 
in  England  t  What  wonderful  descriptions  that  Ck)lonel  Digarret 
had  of  let  Mees$  Anglatses  and  their  singularities  of  dress  and  be- 
haviour! Though  conquered  and  a  prisoner,  what  a  conqueror 
and  enslaver  he  was,  when  in  our  country  !  You  see,  in  his  rough 
way,  Philip  used  to  imitate  these  people  to  his  friends,  and  we 
almost  &ncied  we  could  see  the  hotel  before  us.  It  was  very  clean; 
it  was  very  cheap;  it  was  very  dark;  it  was  very  cheerful; — 
capital  cofiee  and  bread-and-butter  for  breakfast  for  fifteen  sous; 
capital  bedroom  au  premier  for  thirty  francs  a  month — dinner  if 
you  would  for  I  forget  how  little,  and  a  merry  talk  round  the  pipes 
and  the  grog  afterwards — the  grog,  or  the  modest  eau  tucrie. 
Here  Ck)lonel  Digarret  recorded  his  victories  over  both  sexes. 
Here  Ck)lonel  Tymowski  sighed  over  his  enslaved  Poland.  Tymowski 
was  the  second  who  was  to  act  for  Philip,  in  case  the  Ringwood 
Twysden  afiair  should  have  come  to  any  violent  conclusion.  Here 
Laberge  bawled  poetry  to  Philip,  who  no  doubt  in  his  turn  con- 
fided to  the  young  Frenchman  his  own  hopes  and  passion.  Deep 
into  the  night  he  would  sit  talking  of  his  love,  of  her  goodness,  of 
her  beauty,  of  her  innocence,  of  her  dreadful  mother,  of  her  good 
old  fiither.  Que  tattle  f  HUve  we  not  said  that  when  this  man 
had  anything  on  his  mind,  stnughtway  he  bellowed  forth  his  opinions 
to  the  universe  t  Philip,  away  from  his  love,  would  roar  out  her 
praises  for  hours  and  hours  to  Labei^ge,  until  the  candles  burned 
down,  until  the  hour  for  rest  was  come  and  could  be  delayed  no 
longer.  Then  he  would  hie  to  bed  with  a  prayer  for  her ;  and  the 
very  instant  he  awoke  begin  to  think  of  her  and  bless  her,  and 
thank  God  for  her  love.  Poor  as  Mr.  Philip  was,  yet  as  the 
possessor  of  health,  content,  honour,  and  that  priceless  pure  jewel 
the  girl's  love,  I  think  we  will  not  pity  him  much ;  though,  on  the 
night  when  he  received  his  dismissal  from  Mrs.  Baynes,  he  must 
have  passed  an  awful  time,  to  be  sure.  Toss,  Philip,  on  your  beil 
of  pain,  and  doubt,  and  fear.  Toll,  heavy  hours,  from  night  till 
dawn.  Ah !  'twas  a  weary  night  through  which  two  sad  young 
hearts  heard  you  tolling. 
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At  a  pretty  early  hour  the  Tarioas  occupants  of  the  crib  at  the 
Rue  PouBsin  used  to  appear  in  the  dingy  little  saUe^-manger^  and 
partake  of  the  breakfast  there  proTided.  Monaieur  Menoo,  in  his 
shirt-Bleeves,  shared  and  distributed  the  roeaL  Madame  Menoii, 
with  a  Madras  handkerchief  round  her  gruding  head,  laid  down 
the  smoking  coffee  on  the  shining  oilcloth,  whilst  each  guest  helped 
himself  out  of  a  little  museum  of  napkins  to  his  own  particular 
toweL  The  room  was  small :  the  break&st  was  not  fine :  the 
guests  who  partook  of  it  were  certainly  not  remarkable  for  the 
luxury  of  clean  linen ;  but  Philip — who  is  many  years  older  now 
than  when  he  dwelt  in  this  hotel,  and  is  not  pinched  for  money  at 
all  you  will  be  pleased  to  hear  (and  between  ourselTes  has  become 
rather  a  goivmand) — declares  he  was  a  very  hai^y  youth  at  this 
humble  "  Hotel  Poussin,"  and  sighs  for  the  days  when  he  was 
sighing  for  Miss  Charlotte. 

Well,  he  has  passed  a  dreadful  night  of  gloom  and  terror.  I 
doubt  that  he  has  bored  Laberge  very  much  with  his  tears  and 
despondency.  And  now  morning  has  come,  and,  as  he  is  having 
his  breakfkst  with  one  or  more  of  the  before-named  worthies,  the 
little  boy-of-all-work  enters,  grinning,  his  jAumeau  under  his  arm, 
and  cries,  "  Une  dame  pour  M.  Philippe  !  " 

"  Une  dame ! "  says  the  French  colonel,  looking  up  from  his 
paper.     "  Allez,  mauvais  sujet ! " 

"  Grand  Dieu  !  what  has  happened  1 "  cries  Philip,  running  for- 
ward, as  he  recognises  Madame's  tall  figure  in  the  passage.  They 
go  up  to  his  room,  I  suppose,  regardless  of  the  grins  and  sneers 
of  the  little  ]»y  with  the  plumeau,  who  aids  the  maid-servant  to 
make  the  beds ;  and  who  thinks  Monsieur  Philippe  has  a  very 
elderly  acquaintance. 

Philip  closes  the  door  upon  Iiis  visitor,  who  looks  at  him  with 
so  much  hope,  kindness,  confidence  in  her  eyes,  that  the  poor  fellow 
is  encouraged  almost  ere  she  begins  to  speak.  '*  Yes,  you  have 
reason ;  I  come  from  the  little  person,"  Madame  Smolensk  said. 
*'  The  means  of  resisting  that  poor  dear  angel !  She  has  passed  a 
sad  night !  What  ?  You,  too,  have  not  been  to  bed,  poor  young 
man ! "  Indeed  Philip  had  only  thrown  himself  on  his  bed,  and 
had  kicked  there,  and  had  groaned  there,  and  had  tossed  there; 
and  had  tried  to  read,  and,  I  daresay,  remembered  afterwards,  with 
a  strange  interest,  the  book  he  read,  and  that  other  thought  which 
was  throbbing  in  his  brain  all  the  time  whilst  he  was  reading,  and 
whilst  the  wakeful  hours  went  wearily  tolling  by. 

"No,  in  effect,"  says  poor  Philip,  rolling  a  dismal  cigarette; 
''  the  night  has  not  been  too  fine.  And  she  has  suffered  too  ?  Heaven 
bless  her ! "     And  then  Madame  Smolensk  told  how  the  little  dear 
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mngd  had  cried  all  the  night  long,  and  how  the  Smolensk  had  not 
BQooeeded  in  comforting  her,  until  she  promised  she  would  go  to 
Philip,  and  tell  him  that  his  Charlotte  would  be  his  for  ever  and 
ever ;  that  she  never  could  think  of  any  man  but  him  ;  that  he  was 
the  best,  and  the  dearest,  and  the  bravest,  and  the  truest  Philip, 
and  that  she  did  not  believe  one  word  of  those  wicked  stories  told 

against  him  by "  Hold,  Monsieur  Philippe,  I  suppose  Madame 

la  Q^n^rale  has  been  talking  about  you,  and  loves  you  no  more," 
cried  Madame  Smolensk.  **  We  other  women  are  assassins — assas- 
sins, see  you!  But  Madame  la  C^n^rale  went  too  &r  with  the 
little  maid.  She  is  an  obedient  little  maid,  the  dear  Miss ! — trem- 
bling before  her  mother,  and  always  ready  to  yield — only  now  her 
spirit  is  roused :  and  she  is  yours  and  yours  only.  The  little  dear 
gentle  child !  Ah,  how  pretty  she  was,  leaning  on  my  shoulder. 
I  held  her  there — yes,  there,  my  poor  gar^on,  and  I  cut  this  from 
her  neck,  and  brought  it  to  thee.  Come,  embrace  me.  Weep; 
tliat  does  good,  Philip.  I  love  thee  well.  €ro — and  thy  little — it 
is  an  angel ! "  And  so,  in  the  hour  of  their  pain,  myriads  of  manly 
hearts  have  found  woman's  love  ready  to  soothe  their  anguish. 

Leaving  to  Philip  that  thick  curling  lock  of  brown  hair  (from  a 
head  where  now,  mayhap,  there  is  a  line  or  two  of  matron  silver), 
this  Samaritan  plods  her  way  back  to  her  own  house,  where  her 
own  cares  await  her.  But  though  the  way  is  long,  Madame's  step 
is  lighter  now,  as  she  thinks  how  Charlotte  at  the  journey's  end  is 
waiting  for  news  of  Philip;  and  I  suppose  there  are  more  kisses 
and  embraces,  when  the  good  soul  meets  with  the  little  suffering 
girl,  and  tells  her  how  Philip  will  remain  for  ever  true  and  fiuthful ; 
and  how  true  love  must  come  to  a  happy  ending ;  and  how  she, 
Smolensk,  will  do  all  in  her  power  to  aid,  comfort,  and  console  her 
young  friends.  As  for  the  writer  of  Mr.  Philip's  memoirs,  you  see 
I  never  try  to  make  any  concealments.  I  have  told  you,  all  along, 
that  Charlotte  and  Philip  are  married,  and  I  believe  they  are  happy. 
But  it  is  certain  that  they  suffered  dreadfully  at  this  time  of  their 
lives  ;  and  my  wife  says  that  Charlotte,  if  she  alludes  to  the  period 
att<l  the  trial,  speaks  as  though  they  had  both  undergone  some 
hideous  operation,  the  remembrance  of  which  for  ever  causes  a  pang 
to  the  memory.  So,  my  young  lady,  will  you  have  your  trial  one 
day,  to  be  borne,  pray  Heaven,  witli  a  meek  spirit.  Ah,  how  surely 
the  turn  comes  to  all  of  us !  Look  at  Mailame  Smolensk  at  her 
luncheon-table,  this  day  after  her  visit  to  Philip  at  his  lodging,  after 
comforting  little  Charlotte  in  her  pain.  How  brisk  she  is !  How 
good-natured !  How  she  smiles  !  How  she  speaks  to  all  her 
company,  and  carves  for  her  guests  !  You  do  not  suppose  she  has 
DO  grieft  and  cares  of  her  own  1    You  know  better.     I  daresay  she 
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m  thinking  of  her  oediton ;  of  her  pamtj ;  of  that  aooepteil  hiU 
which  will  come  due  next  week,  tnd  ao  forth.  The  Sunaritui  who 
leecoee  yon,  most  likely,  has  heen  robhed  and  has  bM  m  hia  daj, 
and  it  18  a  wounded  arm  that  bandages  yonis  when  bleeding. 

If  Anatole,  the  boy  who  scoored  the  plain  at  the  **BML 
Pooasin,''  with  his  plumeau  in  his  jacket-pocket,  and  his  dippen 
soled  with  scrubbing  brushes,  saw  the  embrace  between  Pliilip  and 
his  good  friend,  I  believe,  in  his  experience  at  that  hotel,  he  nerer 
witnessed  a  transaction  more  honourable,  generous,  and  blameless. 
Put  what  construction  you  will  on  the  buriness,  Anatole,  yon  little 
imp  of  mischief !  your  mother  never  gave  you  a  kiss  mcne  tender 
than  that  which  Madame  Smolensk  bestowed  on  Philip — than  that 
which  she  gave  Philip — than  that  which  she  carried  back  from  him 
and  fidthfrdly  placed  on  poor  little  Charlotte's  pale  round  cheeL 
The  worid  is  full  of  love  and  pity,  I  say.  Had  there  been  less 
suflfering,  there  would  have  been  less  kindness.  I,  for  one,  almost 
wish  to  be  ill  again,  so  that  the  friends  who  succoured  me  mij^t 
once  more  come  to  my  rescue. 

To  poor  little  wounded  Charlotte  in  her  bed,  our  friend  the 
mistress  of  the  boarding-house  brought  back  inexpressible  comfort 
Whatever  might  betide,  Philip  would  never  desert  her  !  "  Think 
you  I  would  ever  have  gone  on  such  an  embassy  for  a  French 
girl,  or  interfered  between  her  and  her  parents  1"  Madame  asked. 
"Never,  never!  But  you  and  Monsieur  Philippe  are  already 
betrothed  before  Heaven;  and  I  should  despise  you,  Charlotte,  I 
should  despise  him,  were  either  to  draw  back."  This  little  point 
being  settled  in  Miss  Charlotte  s  mind,  I  can  fimcy  she  is  immensely 
soothed  and  comforted  ;  that  hope  and  courage  settle  in  her  heart : 
that  the  colour  comes  back  to  her  young  cheeks ;  that  she  can  come 
and  join  her  family  as  she  did  yesterday.  **  I  told  you  she  never 
cared  about  him,"  says  Mrs.  Baynes  to  her  husband.  "  Faith,  no : 
she  can't  have  cared  for  him  much,"  says  Baynes,  with  something 
of  a  sorrow  that  his  girl  should  be  so  light-minded.  But  you  and 
I,  who  have  been  behind  the  scenes,  who  have  peeped  into  Philip's 
bedroom  and  behind  poor  Charlotte's  moilest  curtains,  know  that 
the  girl  had  revolted  from  her  parents ;  and  so  children  will  if  the 
authority  exercised  over  them  is  too  tyrannical  or  unjust.  Gentle 
Charlotte,  who  scarce  ever  resistcil,  was  aroused  and  in  rebellion: 
honest  Charlotte,  who  used  to  speak  all  her  thoughts,  now  hid 
them,  and  deceived  father  and  mother : — yes,  deceived  : — what  a 
confession  to  make  reganiing  a  young  lady,  the  prima  donna  of 
our  opera !  Mrs.  Baynes  is,  as  usual,  writing  her  lengthy  scrawls 
to  sister  MacWhirter  at  Tours,  and  informs  the  M^ors  lady  that 
she  has  very  great  satisfaction  in  at  last  being  able  to  announce 


ON    HIS   WAY   THROUGH   THE   WORLD     411 

"  that  that  moet  imprudent  aiid  in  all  respects  ineligihle  engagement 
between  her  Charlotte  and  a  certain  young  man^  eon  of  a  bankrupt 
London  physician,  is  come  to  an  end.  Mr.  F.'b  conduct  has  been 
so  wild,  so  grois,  so  disorderly  and  ungentlemanlikey  that  the 
Qenend  (and  you  know,  Maria,  how  soft  and  sweet  a  tempered  man 
Baynes  is)  has  told  Mr.  Firmin  his  opinion  in  unmistakable  words, 
and  forbidden  him  to  continue  his  visits.  After  seeing  him  every 
day  for  six  months,  during  which  time  she  has  accustomed  herself 
to  his  peculiarities,  and  his  often  coarse  and  odious  expressions  and 
conduct,  no  wonder  the  separation  has  been  a  shock  to  dear  Char, 
thou^  I  believe  the  young  man  feels  nothing  who  has  been  the 
cause  of  all  this  grief.  That  he  cares  but  little  for  Aer,  has  been 
my  opinion  (dl  along,  though  she,  artless  child,  gave  him  her  whole 
affection.  He  has  been  accustomed  to  throw  over  women;  and 
the  brother  of  a  young  lady  whom  Mr.  F.  had  courted  and  ^ft 
(and  who  has  made  a  most  excellent  match  since)  showed  his 
indignation  at  Mr.  F.'s  conduct  at  the  Embassy  ball  the  other  night, 
on  which  the  young  man  took  advantage  of  his  greatly  superior  size 
and  strength  to  begin  a  vulgar  boxing-match,  in  which  both  parties 
were  severely  wounded.  Of  coiu'se  you  saw  the  paragraph  in 
Galignani  about  the  whole  affair.  I  sent  our  dresses,  but  it  did 
not  print  them,  though  our  names  ap])eared  as  amongst  the  company. 
Anything  more  singular  than  the  appearance  of  Mr.  F.  you  cannot 
well  imagine.  I  wore  my  garnets ;  Charlotte  (who  attracted  uni- 
versal admiration)  was  in  &c.  &c.  Of  course,  the  separation  has 
occasioned  her  a  good  deal  of  pain ;  for  Mr.  F.  certainly  behavc<l 
with  much  kindness  and  forbearance  on  a  previous  occasion.  But 
the  General  will  not  hear  of  the  continuance  of  the  connection.  He 
sajrs  the  young  man's  conduct  has  been  too  gross  and  shameful ;  and 
when  once  roused,  you  know,  I  might  as  well  attempt  to  chain  a 
tiger  as  Baynes.  Our  poor  Char  will  suffer  no  doubt  in  consequence 
of  the  behaviour  of  this  brute,  but  she  has  ever  been  an  obedient 
child,  who  knows  how  to  honour  her  Either  and  mother.  Sfu  bear* 
up  wonderfully,  though,  of  course,  the  dear  child  suffers  at  the 
parting.  I  think  if  she  were  to  go  to  you  and  AfacWhirter  at 
Tours  for  a  month  or  ttco,  she  would  be  all  the  better  for  change 
of  air,  too,  dear  Mac.  Come  and  fetch  her,  and  we  will  pay  tlic 
dawk.  She  would  go  to  certain  poverty  and  wretchedness  did  hhe 
marry  this  most  violent  and  disreputable  young  man.  The  General 
sends  rc^gards  to  Mac,  and  I  am,''  &c. 

That  these  were  the  actual  words  of  Mrs.  Baynen's  letter  I 
cannot,  as  a  veracious  biographer,  take  upon  myself  to  say.  I 
never  saw  the  document,  though  I  have  had  the  good  fortune  to 
peruse  others  from  the  same  hand.     Charlotte  saw  the  letter  some 
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time  after,  upon  one  of  thoee  not  nnfrequent  oocasiaiiBi  when  a 
quarrel  occurred  between  the  two  nsterB — Mrs.  Ifjgor  and  Mia. 
General — and  Charlotte  mentioned  the  contents  of  the  letter  to  a 
friend  of  mine  who  has  talked  to  me  about  his  affidis,  and  esped- 
ally  his  love  affairs,  for  many  and  many  a  long  hour.  And  shrewd 
old  woman  as  Mrs.  Baynes  may  be,  you  may  see  how  utterly  she 
was  mistaken  in  &ncying  that  her  daughter's  obedience  was  still 
secure.  The  little  maid  had  left  father  and  mother,  at  firet  with 
their  eager  sanction ;  her  love  had  been  given  to  Firmin ;  and  an 
inmate — a  prisoner  if  you  will — under  her  fitther^s  roof,  her  heart 
remained  with  Philip,  however  time  or  distance  might  sepaiale 
them. 

And  now,  as  we  have  the  command  of  Philip's  desk,  and  are 
free  to  open  and  read  the  private  letters  which  relate  to  his  history, 
I  take  leave  to  put  in  a  document  which  was  penned  in  his  place 
of  exile  by  his  worthy  fitther,  upon  receiving  the  news  of  the 
quarrel  described  in  the  last  chapter  of  these  memoirs  : — 

AsTOR  HouBB,  New  York  :  Sepiewiber  27. 

"Dear  Philip, — I  received  the  news  in  your  last  kind  and 
affectionate  letter  with  not  unmingled  pleasure:  but  ah,  what 
pleasure  in  life  does  not  carry  its  anmri  aliquid  along  with  it ! 
That  you  are  hearty,  cheerful,  and  industrious,  earning  a  small 
competence,  I  am  pleased  indeed  to  think :  that  you  talk  about 
being  married  to  a  penniless  girl  I  can't  say  gives  me  a  very  sincere 
pleasure.  With  your  good  looks,  good  manners,  attainments,  you 
might  have  hoped  for  a  better  match  than  a  half-pay  officer's 
daughter.  But  'tis  useless  speculating  on  what  might  have  been. 
We  are  puppets  in  the  hands  of  fsjte,  most  of  us.  We  are  carried 
along  by  a  power  stronger  than  ourselves.  It  has  driven  me,  at 
sixty  years  of  age,  from  competence,  general  respect,  high  posi- 
tion, to  poverty  and  exile.  So  1x5  it !  laudo  mantnt^m^  as  my 
delightful  old  friend  and  philosopher  teaches  me — si  celerrs  quatit 

pennas you  know  the  rest.     Whatever  our  fortune  may  be,  I 

hope  that  my  Philip  and  his  father  will  bear  it  with  the  courage  of 
gentlemen. 

"  Oiu-  papers  have  announced  the  death  of  your  poor  mother's 
uncle,  Loni  Ringwood,  and  I  had  a  fond  lingering  hope  that  he 
might  have  left  some  token  of  remembrance  to  his  brother's  grand- 
son. He  has  not.  You  have  prof  tarn  pauperitm  sine  dote.  You 
have  courage,  health,  strength,  and  talent.  I  was  in  greater  straits 
than  you  are  at  your  age.  J/v  father  was  not  as  indulgent  as  yours, 
I  ho()c  and  trust,  has  been.  From  debt  and  dependence  I  worked 
myself  up  to  a  proud  position  by  my  own  efforts.     That  the  storm 
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overtook  me  and  engulphed  me  afterwards,  is  true.  But  I  am  like 
the  merchant  of  my  &yourite  poet :  I  still  hope — ay,  at  sixty-three  ! 
— to  mend  my  shattered  ships,  indocilU  jxiujyeriem  paii,  I  still 
hope  to  pay  hack  to  my  dear  hoy  that  fortune  which  ought  to  have 
been  his,  and  which  went  down  in  my  own  shipwreck.  Something 
teUs  me  I  must ! — I  will ! 

"  I  agree  with  you  that  your  escape  from  Agnes  Twysden  has 
been  a  piece  of  good  fortune  for  you,  and  am  much  diverted  by 
your  account  of  her  dusky  innanwratof  Between  ourselves,  the 
fondness  of  the  Twysdens  for  money  amounted  to  meanness.  And 
though  I  always  received  Twysden  in  dear  Old  Parr  Street,  as  I 
trust  a  gentleman  should,  his  company  was  insufferably  tedious  to 
me,  and  his  vulgar  loquacity  odious.  His  son  also  was  little  to  my 
taste.  Indeed  I  was  heartily  relieifed  when  I  found  your  connection 
with  that  &mily  was  over,  knowing  their  rapacity  about  money, 
and  that  it  was  your  fortune,  not  you,  they  were  anxious  to  secure 
for  Agnes. 

*'You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  in  not  inconsiderable 
practice  already.  My  reputation  as  a  physician  had  preceded  me 
to  this  country.  My  work  on  Grout  was  &vourably  noticed  here, 
and  in  Philailelphia,  and  in  Boston,  by  the  scientific  journals  of 
those  great  cities.  People  arc  more  generous  and  compassionate 
towards  misfortune  here  than  in  our  cold-hearted  island.  I  could 
mention  several  gentlemen  of  New  York  who  have  suflfered  ship- 
wreck like  myself,  and  are  now  prosperous  and  respected.  I  had 
the  good  fortune  to  be  of  considerable  professional  service  to  Colonel 
J.  B.  Fogle,  of  New  York,  on  our  voyage  out ;  and  the  Colonel, 
who  is  a  leading  personage  here,  has  shown  himself  not  at  all  un- 
grateful. Those  who  fancy  that  at  New  York  people  cannot 
appreciate  and  understand  the  manners  of  a  gentleman,  are  not  a 
littie  midaken ;  and  a  man  who,  like  myself,  has  lived  with  the 
best  society  in  London,  has,  I  flatter  myself,  not  lived  in  that 
society  quite  in  vain.  The  Colonel  is  proprietor  and  editor  of  one 
of  the  most  brilliant  and  influential  journals  of  the  city.  You  know 
that  arms  and  the  toga  are  often  worn  here  by  the  same  individual, 
and 

"  I  had  actually  written  thus  far  when  I  read  in  the  Colonel's 
paper — the  New  York  J'J»ieraId—SLU  account  of  your  iMittle  with 
your  cousin  at  the  Emliassy  ball !  Oh,  you  pugnacious  Philip ! 
W^ell,  young  Twysden  was  very  vulgar,  very  rude  and  overbearing, 
and,  I  have  no  doubt,  deser\'ed  the  chastisement  you  gave  him. 
By  the  way,  the  correspondent  of  the  Emerald  makes  some  droll 
blimders  reganling  you  in  his  letter.  We  arc  all  fair  game  for 
publicity  in  this  country,  where  the  press  is  free  with  a  vengeance ; 
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and  your  private  atTairs,  or  mine,  or  the  Preaidait'Sy  or  our  giadoat 
Queen's,  for  the  matter  of  that,  are  diacussed  with  a  freedom  which 
certainly  amounts  to  licence.  The  Colonel's  lady  is  passing  the 
winter  in  Paris,  where  I  should  wish  you  to  pay  your  respects  to 
her.  Her  husband  has  been  most  kind  to  me.  I  am  told  that 
Mrs.  F.  lives  in  the  very  choicest  French  society,  and  the  friendship 
of  this  fiunily  may  be  useful  to  you  as  to  your  affectionate  fiither. 

"G.  R  F. 

"Address  as  usual,  until  you  hear  further  fit>m  me,  as  Dr. 
Brandon,  New  York.  I  wonder  whether  Lord  Estridge  has  asked 
you  after  his  old  college  friend  ?  When  he  was  Headbury  and  tt 
Trinity,  he  and  a  certain  pensioner  whom  men  used  to  nickname 
Brummell  Firmin  were  said  to  be  the  best  dressed  men  in  the 
University.  Estridge  has  advanced  to  rank,  to  honours !  You  maj 
rely  on  it,  that  he  will  have  one  of  the  very  next  vacant  g»rten. 
What  a  different,  what  an  unfortunate  career,  has  been  his  quon- 
dam friend's ! — an  exile,  an  inhabitant  of  a  small  room  in  a  great 
hotel,  where  I  sit  at  a  scrambling  public  table  with  all  sorts  of 
coarse  people !  The  way  in  which  they  bolt  their  dinner,  often 
with  a  knife,  shocks  me.  Your  remittance  was  most  welcome, 
small  as  it  was.  It  shows  my  Philip  has  a  kind  heart.  Ah  !  why, 
why  are  you  thinking  of  marriage,  who  are  so  poorl  By  the  way, 
your  encouraging  account  of  your  circumstances  has  induced  me  to 
draw  upon  you  for  100  dollars.  The  bill  will  go  to  Europe  by  the 
packet  which  carries  this  letter,  and  has  kindly  been  cashed  for  me 
by  my  friends,  Messrs.  Plaster  and  Shinman,  of  Wall  Street,  re- 
spected bankers  of  this  city.  Leave  your  card  with  Mrs.  Fogle. 
Her  husband  himself  may  be  useful  to  you  and  your  ever  attached 

**  Father,'' 

We  take  the  2iew  York  Emerald  at  "  Bays's,"  and  in  it  I  hail 
read  a  very  amusing  account  of  our  friend  Philip,  in  an  ingenious 
correspondence  entitled  "  Letters  from  an  Attach^,"  wliich  appeared 
in  that  journal.  1  even  copied  the  paragraph  to  show  to  my  wife, 
and  perhaps  to  forward  to  our  friend. 

"  I  promise  you,"  wrote  the  attache,  **  the  new  countr\'  did  not 
disgrace  the  old  at  the  British  Embassy  ball  on  Queen  Vic's  birth- 
day. Colonel  Z.  B.  Hoggins  s  lady,  of  Albany,  and  the  peerless 
bride  of  Elijah  J.  Dibbs,  of  Twenty-ninth  Street  in  your  city,  were 
the  obser>'ed  of  all  observers  for  splendour,  for  elegance,  for  refined 
native  beautv.  The  Roval  Dukes  danced  with  uobodv  else ;  and 
at  the  attention  of  one  of  the  Princes  to  the  lovely  Miss  Dibbs,  I 
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ohterved  hiB  Royal  Duchess  looked  as  black  as  thunder.  Supper 
handsome.  Back  Delmonico  to  beat  it.  Champagne  so-sa  By 
the  way,  the  young  fellow  who  writes  here  for  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette  got  too  much  of  the  champagne  on  board — as  usual,  I  am 
told.  The  Honourable  R.  Twysden,  of  London,  was  rude  to  my 
young  chap's  partner,  or  winked  at  him  oflfensiyely,  or  trod  on  his 
toe,  or  I  don't  know  what — but  young  F.  followed  him  into  the 
garden ;  hit  out  at  him ;  sent  him  flying  like  a  spread  eagle  into 
the  midst  of  an  illumination,  and  left  him  there  sprawling.  Wild 
rampageous  fellow  this  young  F. ;  has  already  spent  his  own  for- 
tune, and  ruined  his  poor  old  lather,  who  has  been  forced  to  cross 
the  water.  Old  Louis  Philippe  went  away  early.  He  talked  long 
with  our  Minister  about  his  travels  in  our  country.  I  was  stand- 
hog  Iqr,  but  in  course  ain't  so  ill-bred  as  to  say  what  passed  between 
them. 

In  this  way  history  is  written.  I  daresay  about  others  besides 
Philip,  in  English  papers  as  well  as  American,  have  fables  been 
narrated. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

CONTAISS  A   TUG  OF  WAR 

WHO  was  the  first  to  spread  the  report  that  Philip  was  a 
prodigal,  and  had  ruined  his  poor  confiding  father!  I 
thought  I  knew  a  person  who  might  be  interested  in 
getting  under  any  shelter,  and  sacrificing  even  his  own  son  for  his 
own  advantage.  I  thought  I  knew  a  man  who  had  done  as  much 
already,  and  surely  might  do  so  again ;  but  my  wife  flew  into  one 
of  her  tempests  of  indignation,  when  I  hinted  something  of  this, 
clutched  her  own  children  to  her  heart,  according  to  her  maternal 
wont,  asked  me  was  there  any  power  would  cause  me  to  belie 
them  1  and  sternly  rebuke<i  me  for  daring  to  be  so  wicked,  heart- 
less, and  cynical.  My  dear  creature,  wrath  is  no  answer.  You  call 
me  heartless  and  cynic,  for  saying  men  are  false  and  wicked.  Have 
you  never  heard  to  what  lengths  some  bankrupts  will  go?  To  appease 
the  wolves  who  chase  them  in  the  winter  forest,  have  you  not  read 
how  some  travellers  will  cast  all  their  provisions  out  of  the  sledge  \ 
then,  when  all  the  provisions  are  gone,  don't  you  know  that  they 
will  fling  out  perhaps  the  sister,  perhaps  the  mother,  perhaps  the 
baby,  the  little  dear  tender  innocent  ?  Don't  you  see  him  tumblini: 
among  the  howling'  pack,  and  the  wolves  gnashing,  gnawing,  crash- 
ing, gobbling  him  up  in  the  snow  ?  0  horror — horror !  My  wife 
draws  all  the  youn?  ones  to  her  breast  as  I  utter  these  fiendish 
remarks.  She  hui^s  them  in  her  embnu'C,  and  says,  "  For  shame  !  *' 
and  that  I  am  a  nioustor,  and  so  on.  Go  to !  Go  doHTi  on  vour 
knees,  woman,  and  acknowledge  the  sinfulness  of  our  humankind. 
How  long  had  our  r.xc^  existeil  ere  murder  and  violence  began  ?  and 
how  old  was  the  worhl  ere  brother  slew  brother  ? 

Well,  my  wife  and  I  came  to  a  compromise.  I  might  have  my 
opinion,  but  was  there  any  need  to  communicate  it  to  poor  Philip  I 
No,  surely.  So  I  never  sent  him  the  extract  from  the  Xetp  York 
Emerald ;  though,  of  course,  some  other  good-natured  friend  di«l, 
and  I  don't  think  my  magnanimous  friend  cared  much.  As  for 
supposing  that  his  own  father,  to  cover  his  own  character,  would  lie 
away  his  son's — such  a  piece  of  artifice  was  (juite  beyond  Philip's 
comprehension,  who  has  been  all  his  life  sluw  in  appreciating  roguery, 
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or  recognising  that  there  Ia  meanness  and  double-dealing  in  the  world. 
When  he  once  comes  to  under8tan<l  the  fact ;  when  lie  once  com- 
prehemls  that  Tartuffe  is  a  humbug  and  swelling  Bufo  is  a  toady  ; 
then  my  friend  becomes  as  absurdly  indignant  and  mistrustful  as 
licfore  he  was  admiring  and  confiding.  Ah,  Philip  !  Tartuffe  has 
a  number  of  gocNl  respectable  qualities ;  and  Bufo,  though  an  under- 
^Tound  odious  animal,  may  have  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head.  Tis 
you  arc  cynical.  /  see  the  good  qualities  in  these  rascals  whom 
you  Kpuni.  I  see.  I  shrug  my  shoulders.  I  smile :  and  you  call 
me  cynic. 

It  Wiis  long  before  Philip  could  comprehend  why  Charlotte's 
mother  turne<l  upon  him,  an<l  tried  to  force  her  daughter  to  for- 
sake him.  **  I  have  offciide<l  the  old  woman  in  a  hundred  ways,"  he 
would  say.  **  My  tobac(»o  annoys  her ;  my  old  clothes  offiend  her ; 
the  very  English  I  s})eak  is  often  Greek  to  her,  and  she  can  no 
more  construe  my  sentenc'cs  than  I  can  the  Hindostanee  jai^n  she 
talks  to  her  husband  at  <iinncr."  "  My  dear  fellow,  if  you  had  ten 
thousand  a  year  she  wouhl  try  an<i  ccmstnie  your  sentences,  or 
accept  them  even  if  not  understocxl,"  I  wouhl  reply.  And  some 
men,  whom  you  ami  I  know  to  l)e  mean,  and  to  be  false,  and  to  be 
flattert*rs  and  {tarasites,  and  to  be  inexorably  hard  and  cruel  in  their 
own  private  circles,  will  surely  pull  a  long  face  to-morrow,  and  say, 
"  Oh  !  the  man's  so  cynical." 

I  acquit  Baynes  of  what  ensue<l.  I  hold  Mrs.  B.  to  have  been 
the  criminal — the  stupid  criminal.  The  huslmnd,  like  many  other 
men  extremely  brave  in  active  life,  was  at  home  timid  and  irresolute. 
Of  two  heads  that  lie  side  by  Hide  on  the  same  pillow  for  thirty 
years,  one  must  contain  the  stronger  power,  the  more  enduring 
resolution.  Baynes,  away  from  his  wife,  was  shrewd,  courageous, 
gay  at  times ;  when  with  her  he  was  fas4*inated,  torpid  under  the 
f  M>wer  of  this  luleful  superior  creature.  **  Ah,  when  we  were  8ul>s 
l«niether  in  camp  in  1803,  what  a  lively  fellow  Charley  Baynes  was  !  " 
his  comrade.  Colonel  Bunch,  would  say.  "  That  was  U'fore  he  ever 
saw  his  wife's  yellow  face  ;  and  what  a  slave  she  has  made  of  him  !  '* 

After  that  &tal  conversation  which  ensuetl  on  the  day  succeed  ling 
the  Imll,  Philip  did  not  come  to  dinner  at  Madame's  acconling  to 
hJH  custom.  Mrs.  Baynes  told  no  family  storicH,  and  Colonel  Bunch, 
who  hafl  no  s])ecial  liking  for  the  young  gentleman,  did  not  trouble 
himself  to  make  any  inquiries  alx)ut  him.  One,  two,  three  days 
liassed,  and  no  Philip.  At  luHt  the  Colonel  says  to  the  (>eneral, 
with  a  sly  look  at  Charlotte,  "  Baynen,  where  is  our  young  friend 
with  the  moustache?  Wc  have  not  seen  him  these  thn'e  days." 
And  he  gives  an  an'h  I(N)k  at  i>o<»r  Charlotte.  A  buniing  blush 
flamed   up    in   little  Charlottes  |KiIe  face,   as  she   looked  at   her 
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parents  and  then  at  their  old  friend.  "  Mr.  Finnin  does  not  eome, 
because  papa  and  mamma  have  forbidden  him,"  says  Chariotte. 
"  I  suppose  he  only  comes  where  he  is  welcome."  And,  bsTiog 
made  this  audacious  speech,  I  suppose  the  little  maid  tossed  her 
little  head  up ;  and  wondered,  in  the  silence  which  ensued,  whether 
all  the  company  could  hear  her  heart  thumping. 

Muihime,  from  her  central  place,  where  she  is  carving,  sees, 
from  the  looks  of  her  guests,  the  indignant  flushes  on  Charlotte's 
face,  the  confusion  on  her  fathers,  tlie  wrath  on  Mrs.  BaynesV, 
that  some  dreadful  wonls  are  passing ;  and  in  vain  endeavours  u* 
turn  the  angry  current  of  talk.  "  Un  petit  canard  d^cieux. 
goAtez-en,  madame ! "  she  cries.  Honest  Colonel  Bunch  sees  the 
little  maid  with  eyes  flaishing  with  anger,  and  trembling  in  erenr 
limb.  The  offered  duck  having  &iled  to  create  a  diversion,  he,  too, 
tries  a  feeble  commonplace.  "A  little  difference,  my  dear,"  he 
says,  in  an  under  voice.     *'  There  will  be  such  in  the  best-regulated 

fiimilies.     Canard  sauvage  tr^  bong,  Madame^  avec **  but  he  is 

allowed  to  speak  no  more,  for — 

'*  What  would  you  do,  Colonel  Bunch,"  litUe  Charlotte  bnikB 
out  with  her  i>oor  little  ringing  trembling  voice — **  that  is,  if  yon 
were  a  young  man,  if  anotlier  young  man  stmck  you  and  insulteil 
you  ] "  I  say  she  utters  this  in  such  a  cU»ar  voice,  that  Fran^oise. 
the  femme-de-chamhre,  that  Auguste,  the  footman,  that  all  the 
guests  liear,  that  all  the  knives  and  forks  stop  their  clatter. 

"  Faith,  my  dear,  IM  kiux^k  him  down  if  I  could,"  says  Bunch ; 
and  he  catches  hold  of  the  little  maid's  sleeve,  and  would  stop  her 
sjjeaking  if  he  ouukl. 

"And  that  is  what  Philip  diil,"  cries  Charlotte  aloud;  "and 
mamma  has  tunied  him  out  of  the  house — yes,  out  of  the  house, 
for  acting  like  a  man  of  honour ! ' ' 

"  Go  to  your  room  this  instant,  Miss ! "  shrieks  mamma.  As 
for  oltl  Biiynes,  his  staine<l  oM  luiifonu  i<  not  more  dingy-red  than 
his  \vrinkle<l  fa('e  and  his  thn»hbiiig  temples.  He  blushes  under 
his  wit;,  n«)  doubt,  rould  wi*  see  l)eneath  that  an<*ient  artifice. 

"  What  is  it  I  Madame  vour  mother  dismisses  vou  of  niv 
table  ?  I  will  roine  with  vou,  niv  dear  Miss  Charlotte ! "  sav> 
Madame,  with  murh  diirnity.  "  Serve  the  sugared  plate,  Auguste ! 
My  ladies,  you  will  excuse  me !  I  go  to  attend  the  dear  Miss,  wiio 
seems  to  mo  ill. '  And  she  rises  up,  and  she  follows  ptwr  little 
blushing,  IniniinLr,  wtH?piiiir  Cliarlotte :  and  again,  I  have  no  doubt, 
takes  her  in  Ikt  arms  and  kisses,  anil  cheers,  and  caresses  her — at 
the  threshi>hl  of  the  <l<H»r — there  by  the  stiiircase,  among  the  cold 
dishes  of  the  dinner,  whore  Moira  and  Macgrigor  had  one  moment 
before  been  maraudinir. 
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"  Courage,  ma  fille,  courage,  mon  enfant !  Tenez !  Behold 
something  to  console  thee ! "  and  Madame  takes  out  of  her  pocket 
a  little  letter,  and  gives  it  to  the  girl,  who  at  sight  of  it  kisses  the 
superscription,  and  then,  in  an  anguish  of  love,  and  joy,  and  grief, 
falls  on  the  neck  of  the  kind  woman,  who  consoles  her  in  her  misery. 
Wliose  writing  is  it  Charlotte  kisses?  Can  you  guess  by  any 
means  ?  Upon  my  word,  Madame  Smolensk,  I  never  recommend 
ladies  to  take  daughters  to  your  boarding-house.  And  I  like  you 
so  much,  I  would  not  tell  of  you,  but  you  know  the  house  is  shut 
\\\)  this  many  a  long  day.  Oh  !  the  years  slip  away  fugacious ;  and 
the  grass  has  grown  over  graves;  and  many  and  many  joys  and 
sorrows  have  been  bom  and  have  died  since  then  for  Charlotte  and 
Philip :  but  that  grief  aches  still  in  their  bosoms  at  times ;  and 
that  sorrow  tlirobs  at  Charlotte's  heart  again  whenever  she  looks 
at  a  little  yellow  letter  in  her  trinket-box :  and  she  says  to  her 
cliildren,  "  Papa  wrote  that  to  me  before  we  were  married,  my 
dears."  There  are  scarcely  half-a-dozen  words  in  the  little  letter,  I 
believe ;  and  two  of  them  are  "  for  ever." 

I  could  draw  a  ground-plan  of  Madame's  house  in  the  Champs 
Elys^s  if  I  liked,  for  has  not  Philip  sho^Ti  me  the  place  and 
described  it  to  me  many  times  ?  In  front,  and  facing  the  road  and 
garden,  were  Madame's  room  and  the  salon ;  to  the  back  was  the 
salle-k-manger ;  and  a  stair  ran  up  the  house  (where  the  dishes 
use<i  to  be  laid  during  dinner-time,  and  where  Moira  and  Macgrigor 
fingered  the  meats  and  i)uddings).  Mrs.  General  Baynes's  rooms 
were  on  the  first  floor,  kx)king  on  the  Champs  Elys^es,  and  into 
the  garden-court  of  the  house  below.  And  on  this  day,  as  the 
dinner  was  necessarily  short  (owing  to  unhappy  circumstances),  and 
the  gentlemen  were  left  alone  glumly  drinking  their  wine  or  grog, 
and  Mi's.  Baynes  had  gone  upstairs  to  her  own  apartment,  had 
slapped  her  boys  and  was  looking  out  of  window — was  it  not  pro- 
voking that  of  all  days  in  the  world  young  Hely  shouM  ride  up  to 
the  house  on  his  capering  mare,  with  his  flower  in  his  button-hole, 
uitli  liis  little  varnished  toe-tips  just  touching  his  stimips,  and 
after  performing  various  caracolades  and  gambadoes  in  the  garden, 
kiss  his  yellow-kidded  hand  to  Mrs.  General  Baynes  at  the  window, 
ho|K3  Miss  Baynes  was  quite  well,  and  ask  if  he  might  come  in  and 
take  a  cup  of  tea?  Charlotte,  lying  on  Madame's  l)ed  in  the  groimd- 
rt(M)r  room,  heard  Mr.  Hely's  sweet  voice  asking  after  her  health, 
and  the  cnmching  of  his  horse's  hoofs  on  the  gravel,  and  she  could 
even  catch  glimpses  of  that  little  form  as  the  horse  capered  al)OUt 
in  the  court,  though  of  <'ourso  he  could  not  see  her  where  she  was 
lying  on  the  bed  with  her  letter  in  her  hand.  Mrs.  Baynes  at  her 
window  had  to  wag  her  withered  head  from  the  casement,  to  groau 
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out,  '*  My  daughter  U  lying  down,  and  has  a  bad  headache,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,"  and  then  she  must  have  had  the  mortificatioa  to  lee 
Hely  caper  off,  after  waving  her  a  genteel  adieu.  The  ladies  in  the 
front  salon,  who  assembled  after  dinner,  witnessed  the  transaction, 
and  Mrs.  Bunch,  I  daresay,  had  a  grim  pleasure  at  seeing  EHb 
Baynes's  yoimg  sprig  of  fashion,  of  whom  Eliza  was  for  erer  brag- 
ging, come  at  last,  and  obliged  to  ride  away,  not  booilesBy  certainlT 
(for  where  were  feet  more  beautifully  chau$9£i  f),  but  after  a  bootkss 
errand. 

Meanwhile  the  gentlemen  sat  a  while  in  the  dining-room,  after 
the  British  custom  which  such  veterans  liked  too  well  to  give  np. 
Other  two  gentlemen  boarders  went  away,  rather  alarmed  by  that 
storm  and  outbreak  in  which  Cliarlotte  had  quitted  the  dinner-taUe. 
and  left  the  old  soldiers  together,  to  eiyoy,  according  to  thor  after- 
dinner  custom,  a  sober  glass  of  *^  something  hot,'*  as  the  sajing  is. 
In  truth,  Madame's  wine  was  of  the  poorest ;  but  what  better  could 
you  expect  for  the  money  ? 

Baynes  was  not  eager  to  be  alone  with  Bunch,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  began  to  blush  again  when  he  found  himself  tett-ik-t^e  with 
his  old  friend.  But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  The  General  did  not 
dare  to  go  upstairs  to  his  own  quarters,  where  i)oor  Charlotte  was 
probably  crj'ing,  and  her  mother  in  one  of  her  t^intnims.  Then  in 
the  salon  there  were  tlie  ladies  of  the  1)oardin£:-house  party,  and  there 
Mrs.  Bunch  would  be  sure  to  be  at  him.  Indee<l,  sint^e  the  Bayneses 
were  launched  in  the  great  worM,  Mrs.  Bunch  was  untinniily 
san'Oittic  in  her  remarks  about  lords,  ladies,  attaches,  ambassadors, 
and  fine  people  in  general.  So  Baynes  s:it  with  his  friend,  in  the 
falling  evening,  in  much  silence,  dipping  his  old  nose  in  the  brandy- 
and-water. 

Little  square-faced,  red -faced,  whisker-dyed  Colonel  Bunch  sat 
opposite  his  old  companion,  respinlinsr  him  not  without  scom. 
Bunch  ha<l  a  wife.  Buiicii  had  feeliuLrs.  Do  y<»u  suppose  tin»v- 
feelings  had  not  Ixvu  workt^l  uiH)n  by  that  wife  in  pri>'at«- 
collo<|uies  ?  Do  you  supjMise  —  when  two  oM  women  have  livnl 
together  in  pretty  much  the  same  rank  of  life — if  one  suddenly 
j^ets  promotion,  is  carrie<l  off  to  hitrher  spheres,  and  talks  of  her 
new  triends,  the  countesses,  duclu^ses.  anil)ass;idres.ses,  an  of  eours*- 
she  will — do  you  suppose,  I  say,  that  the  unsui'ce.ssfiil  woman  will 
be  pleased  at  the  successful  wonunrs  success  ?  Your  knowle^Lv 
of  vour  own  heart,  mv  dear  ladv,  must  tell  vou  the  truth  in  tbi> 
matter.  I  don't  want  you  to  acknowledge  that  you  are  ansrn 
because  your  sister  has  been  stayin^LC  with  the  Duchess  of  Fitz 
l)attleaxe,  but  you  are,  you  know.  You  have  made  sneerin:: 
remarks  to  your  husband  on  the  subject,  and  such  remarks,  I 
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ave  no  doubt,  were  made  by  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch  to  her  husband, 
ei^rding  her  poor  friend  Mrs.  General  Baynes. 

During  this  parenthesis  we  have  left  the  General  dipping  hia 
006  in  the  brandy-and-water.  He  can't  keep  it  there  for  ever, 
le  must  come  up  for  air  presently.  His  face  must  come  out  of 
he  drink,  and  sigh  over  the  table. 

"  What's  this  business,  Baynes  % "  says  the  Colonel.  "  What's 
he  matter  with  poor  Charly  1 " 

'*  Family  affairs — differences  will  happen,"  says  the  Greneral. 

''I  do  hope  and  tnist  nothing  has  gone  wrong  with  her  and 
oung  Firmin,  Baynes  1" 

The  General  does  not  like  those  fixed  eyes  staring  at  him  under 
hose  bushy  eyebrows,  between  those  bushy  blackened  whiskers. 

*'Well,  then,  yes.  Bunch,  something  has  gone  wrong;  and 
iven  me  and — and  Mrs.  Baynes — a  deuced  deal  of  pain,  too. 
lie  young  fellow  has  acted  like  a  blackguard,  brawling  and  fight- 
ng  at  an  ambassador's  ball,  bringing  us  all  to  ridicule.  He's  not 
,  gentleman ;  that's  the  long  and  short  of  it.  Bunch ;  and  so  let's 
hange  the  subject." 

"  Why,  consider  the  provocation  he  had ! "  cries  the  other,  dis- 
eganling  entirely  his  friends  [irayer.  **  I  heani  them  talking  about 
he  business  at  Galignani's  this  very  day.  A  fellow  swears  at 
'Irmin ;  runs  at  him ;  brags  that  he  has  pitched  him  over ;  and 
I  knocked  down  for  his  pains.  By  George !  I  think  Firmin  was 
[uite  right.  Were  any  man  to  do  as  much  to  me  or  you,  what 
hould  we  do,  even  at  our  age  ] " 

<<  We  are  military  men.  I  said  I  didn't  wish  to  talk  about  the 
ubject,  Bunch,"  says  the  GcnomI  in  rather  a  lofty  manner. 

'*  You  mean  that  Tom  Bniirli  has  no  need  to  put  his  oar  in  ? " 

'*  Precisely  so,"  says  the  other  curtly. 

''  Mum's  the  word  !  Let  us  talk  al)out  the  dukes  and  duchesses 
it  the  ball.  That's  more  in  your  line,  now,"  says  the  Colonel,  with 
ather  a  sneer. 

*'  What  do  you  mean  by  duchesses  and  dukes  ?  What  do  you 
mow  about  them,  or  what  the  deuce  do  I  care?"  aj<ks  the  General. 

"  Oh,  they  are  talM)oe<l  too !  Hang  it,  there's  no  satisfying 
rou,"  growls  the  Colonel. 

"  Look  here,  Bunch,"  tlic  General  broke  out ;  "  I  must  speak, 
inoe  you  won't  leave  nic  alone.  I  am  unhappy.  You  can  see 
bat  well  enough.  For  two  or  three  nights  {WHt  I  have  liail  no 
est.  This  engagement  of  my  child  and  Mr.  Finn  in  can't  come 
o  any  good.  You  see  what  he  is — an  overliearing,  ill-conditione<l, 
luarrelsome  fellow.  What  chance  haM  Charly  of  l)eing  happy 
rith  such  a  fellow  ?  *' 
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I  hold  my  tongue,  Baynes.     You  told  me  not  to  pat  my  oar 
in,"  growls  the  Colonel. 

"  Oh,  if  that's  the  way  you  take  it,  Bunch,  of  ooune  there  s 
no  need  for  me  to  go  on  any  more,*'  cries  Greneral  Bajmes.  "  If  an 
old  friend  won't  give  an  old  friend  adyioe,  by  Oeoige,  or  help  him 
in  a  strait,  or  say  a  kind  word  when  he's  unhappy,  I  have  done. 
I  have  known  you  for  forty  years,  and  I  am  mistmkeii  in  you— 
that's  all" 

"  There's  no  contenting  you.  You  say,  '  Hold  your  tongue,'  ami 
I  shut  my  mouth.  I  hold  my  tongue,  and  you  say,  '  Why  don't 
you  speak  ? '  Why  don't  1 1  Because  you  won't  like  what  I  say, 
Charles  Baynes :  and  so  what's  the  good  of  more  talking  T  " 

"  Confound  it ! "  cries  Baynes,  with  a  thump  of  his  glass  on  the 
table,  ''  but  what  do  you  say  1 " 

'*  I  say,  then,  as  you  will  have  it,"  cries  the  other,  clenching  his 
fists  in  his  pockets, — *'  I  say  you  are  wanting  a  pretext  for  breaking 
off  this  match,  Baynes.  I  don't  say  it  is  a  good  one,  mind ;  bat 
your  word  is  passed,  and  your  honour  engaged  to  a  young  fellow  to 
whom  you  are  under  deep  obligation." 

"  What  obligation  ?  Who  has  talked  to  you  about  my  private 
af&irs?"  cries  the  General,  reddening.  "Has  Philip  Finnin  been 
bragging  about  his 1 " 

"  You  have  yourself,  Bajmes.  When  you  arrivetl  hrre,  you  told 
me  over  and  over  again  what  the  young  fellow  had  done  :  and  you 
certainly  thought  he  acted  like  a  gentleman  (hen.  If  you  choose  to 
break  your  word  to  him  now " 

"  Break  my  word  !  Great  Powers,  do  you  know  what  you  are 
saying,  Bimch  ? " 

"  Yes,  and  what  you  are  doing,  Baynes." 

"  Doing  ?  and  what  ? " 

"  A  damned  shabby  action  ;  that's  what  you  are  doing,  if 
you  want  to  know.  Don't  tell  tne.  Why,  do  you  suppose  Sarah 
— do  you  suppose  everybody  doesn't  see  what  you  are  at  ?  You 
think  you  can  get  a  better  match  for  the  giri,  and  you  and  Elixa 
are  going  to  throw  the  young  follow  over  :  and  the  fellow  who  hel^l 
his  hand,  and  might  have  mined  you,  if  he  liked.  I  say  it  is  a 
cowardly  action ! " 

"  Colonel  Bunch,  do  you  dare  to  use  such  a  word  to  me ! "  calk 
out  the  General,  starting  to  his  feet. 

"  Dare  be  hanged  !  I  say  it  s  a  shabby  action  ! "  roars  the 
other,  rising  too. 

"  Hush  I  unless  you  wish  to  disturb  the  ladies  !  Of  tx^urse  you 
know  what  your  expre.<«ion  moans,  Colonel  Bun<*h?''  and  the 
General  drops  his  voice  and  sinks  back  to  his  chair. 


ON    HIS   WAY    THROUGH    THE    WORLD     423 

"  I  know  what  my  words  mean,  and  I  stick  to  'em,  Baynes," 
growls  the  other ;  "  which  is  more  than  you  can  say  of  yours." 

''  I  am  dee'd  if  any  man  alive  shall  use  this  language  to  me," 
savs  the  General,  in  the  softest  whisper,  ^*  without  accounting  to  me 
for  it." 

"  Did  you  ever  find  me  backward,  Baynes,  at  that  kind  of 
thing  ? "  growls  the  Colonel,  with  a  face  like  a  lobster  and  eyes 
starting  from  his  head. 

"  Very  goo<l,  sir.  To-morrow,  at  your  earliest  convenience.  I 
shall  be  at  Galignani's  from  eleven  till  one.  With  a  friend,  if 
possible. — What  is  it,  my  love]  A  game  at  whist?  Well,  no, 
thank  you  ;  I  think  I  won't  i)lay  cards  to-night." 

It  was  Mrs.  Baynes  who  entered  the  room  when  the  two 
gentlemen  were  quarrelling ;  and  the  bloodthirsty  hyjiocrites  in- 
stantly smoothed  their  ruffled  brows  and  smiled  on  her  with 
perfect  courtesy. 

"  Whist — no !  I  was  thinking  should  we  send  out  to  meet 
him  ?     He  has  never  been  in  Paris." 

**  Never  been  in  Paris  ] "  said  the  General,  puzzled. 

"  He  will  be  here  to-night,  you  know.  Madame  has  a  room 
ready  for  him." 

"  The  very  thing,  the  very  thing ! "  cries  General  Baynes,  with 
great  glee.  And  Mrs.  Baynes,  all  imsuspicious  of  the  (juarrel 
between  the  old  friends,  procee<l8  to  inform  Colonel  Bunch  that 
Major  MacWhirter  was  expected  that  evening.  And  then  that  tough 
ohl  Colonel  Bunch  knew  the  cause  of  Baynes's  delight.  A  second 
was  provided  for  the  General — the  very  thing  Baynes  wanted. 

We  have  seen  how  Mrs.  Baynes,  after  taking  counsel  with  her 
General,  had  jirivately  sent  for  MacWhirter.  Her  j)lan  was  that 
Charlotte's  uncle  should  take  her  for  a  while  to  Tours,  and  make 
her  hear  reason.  Then  Charly's  foolish  j)assion  for  Philip  would 
pass  away.  Then,  if  he  dared  to  follow  her  so  far,  her  aunt  and 
uncle,  two  dragons  of  virtue  and  circumspection,  would  watch  and 
guani  her.  Then,  if  Mrs.  Hely  was  still  of  the  same  mind,  she 
and  her  son  might  easily  take  the  post  to  Tours,  where,  Philip 
being  absent,  young  Walsingham  might  plead  his  passion.  The 
best  part  of  the  plan,  perhaps,  was  the  sei)aration  of  our  young 
couple.  Charlotte  would  recover.  Mrs.  Baynes  was  sure  of  that. 
The  Kttle  girl  had  made  no  outbreak  until  that  sudden  insurrec- 
tion at  dinner  which  we  have  witnessed  ;  and  her  mother,  who 
had  domineered  over  the  c'liild  all  her  life,  thonirht  she  was  still 
in  her  power.  She  <li(l  not  know  that  she  had  pasjsed  the  Inmnds 
of  authority,  and  that  with  her  behaviour  to  Philip  her  child's 
allegiance  had  revolted. 
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Bunch  then,  from  Baynes's  look  and  expresrion,  periectlv  under- 
Btood  what  his  adTersary  meant,  and  that  the  Generars  accood 
was  found.  His  own  he  had  in  his  eye — a  tough  little  old  may 
surgeon  of  Peninsular  and  Indian  times^  who  lived  hard  by,  who 
would  aid  as  second  and  doctor  too,  if  need  were — and  00  kill  two 
birds  with  one  stone,  as  they  say.  The  Colonel  would  go  forth 
that  very  instant  and  seek  for  Dr.  Martin,  and  be  hanged  to 
Baynes,  and  a  plague  on  the  whole  transaction  and  the  folly  of 
two  old  friends  burning  powder  in  such  a  quarreL  But  he  knew 
what  a  bloodthirsty  little  fellow  that  henpecked  sUent  Baynen 
was  when  roused;  and  as  for  himself — a  fellow  use  that  kiinl 
of  language  to  mef  By  Gkorge,  Tom  Bunch  was  not  going  t" 
baulk  him  ! 

Whose  was  that  tall  figure  prowling  about  Madame's  house  in 
the  Champs  Elysees  when  Colonel  Bunch  issued  forth  in  quest  of 
his  friend ;  who  had  been  watched  by  the  police  and  mistaken  for 
a  suspicious  character;  who  had  been  looking  up  at  Madame*s 
windows  now  that  the  evening  shades  had  £sdlen1  Oh,  you  gooee 
of  a  Philip !  (for  of  course,  my  dears,  you  guess  that  tlie  spy  wv 
P.  F.,  Esq.)  you  look  up  at  the  premier y  and  there  is  the  BeloveJ 
in  Madame's  room  on  the  jjround-tiotir ; — in  yonder  room,  where  a 
lamp  is  burning  and  casting  a  faint  light  across  the  bars  of  the 
ialousie.  If  Pliilip  knew  she  was  there  he  would  lie  transformed 
into  a  clematis,  an<l  climb  up  the  bars  of  the  window,  and  twine 
round  them  all  night.  But  you  see  he  thinks  she  is  on  the  first- 
floor  ;  and  the  glances  of  his  passionate  eyes  are  taking  aim  at  tlie 
wrong  windows.  And  now  Colonel  Bunch  conies  forth  in  his  stout 
strutting  way,  in  his  little  military  cape — quick  march — and  Philip 
is  startled  like  a  guilty  thing  surprised,  and  dodges  behind  a  tree 
in  the  avenue. 

The  Colonel  departed  on  his  murderous  errand.  Philip  still 
continues  to  ogle  the  window  of  his  heart  (the  wrong  window), 
defiant  of  the  polii^eraan,  who  tells  him  to  circuler.  He  has  not 
watched  here  many  minutes  more,  ere  a  hackney-coach  drives  up 
with  portmanteaus  on  the  nxif  and  a  lady  and  gentleman  within. 

You  see  Mrs.  MaoWhirtcr  thousjht  she,  as  well  as  her  husband, 
might  have  a  peep  at  Paris.  As  Mac's  coach-hire  was  paid,  Mrsw 
Mac  could  afibnl  a  little  outlay  of  money.  And  if  they  were  to 
bring  Charlotte  back — Charlotte  in  urief  and  agitation,  i>oor  child — 
a  matron,  an  aunt,  would  be  a  much  fitter  companion  for  her  than 
a  major,  however  gentle.  So  the  iKiir  of  MacWhirters  joumeyeii 
from  Tours — a  long  journey  it  was  In^fore  railways  were  inventdl 
— and  after  four-aml-twonty  hours  of  squeeze  in  the  diligence, 
presented  themselves  at  nightfall  at  Madame  Smolensk's. 
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The  Baynes  boys  dashed  into  the  ganlen  at  the  sound  of  wheels. 
**  Mamma — mamma !  it's  Uncle  Mac  ! "  these  innocents  crie<i,  as 
they  ran  to  the  railings.  '*  Uncle  Mac !  what  could  bring  him  ? 
Oh  !  they  are  going  to  send  me  to  him  !  they  are  going  to  send  me 
to  him  ! "  thought  Charlotte,  starting  on  her  bed.  And  on  this,  I 
daresay,  a  certain  locket  was  kissed  more  vehemently  than  ever. 

*'  I  say,  ma ! "  cries  the  ingenious  Moira,  jumping  back  to  the 
house :  *'  it's  Uncle  Mac,  and  Aunt  Mac,  too  ! " 

"  What  ? "  cries  mamma,  with  anything  but  pleasure  in  her 
voice ;  and  then,  turning  to  the  dining-room,  where  her  husband 
still  sat,  she  called  out,  "General !  here's  MacWhirter  and  Emily! " 

Mrs.  Baynes  gave  her  sister  a  very  grim  kiss. 

"  Dearest  Eliza,  I  thought  it  was  such  a  good  opportunity  of 
<*oming,  and  that  I  might  be  so  useful,  you  know ! "  pleads  Emily. 

"Thank  you.  How  do  you  do,  MacWhirter?"  says  the  grim 
G^n^rale. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,  Ba3mes  my  boy ! " 

"  How  d'ye  do,  Emily  ]  Boys,  bring  your  uncle's  traps.  Didn't 
know  Emily  was  coming,  Mac.  Hope  there's  room  for  her ! "  sighs 
the  General,  coming  forth  from  his  jmrlour. 

The  Major  was  stnick  by  the  sad  looks  and  pallor  of  his 
brother  in-law.  "By  George,  Baynes,  you  look  as  yeUow  as  a 
guinea.     How's  Tom  Bunch  ? " 

"  Come  into  this  room  along  with  me.  Have  some  brandy-and- 
water,  Mac  ?  Auguste !  0<levie  O  sho ! "  calls  the  General ;  and 
Auguste,  who  out  of  the  new-comers'  six  packages  has  daintily 
taken  one  very  small  mackintonh  cushion,  says,  "  Comment  ?  encrore 
du  grog,  Crt'o^ral?"  and,  shni<^ng  his  shoulders,  disappears  to 
procure  the  refreshment  at  his  leisure. 

The  sisters  disappear  to  their  embraces ;  the  brothers-in-law 
retreat  to  the  salle-^manger,  where  General  Baynes  has  been  sitting, 
gloomy  and  lonely,  for  half-an-hour  past,  thinking  of  his  quarrel 
with  his  old  comrade,  Bunch.  He  and  Bimch  have  been  chums  for 
more  than  forty  years.  They  have  been  in  action  together,  and 
honourably  mentioned  in  the  same  report.  They  have  had  a  great 
regard  for  each  other  ;  an<l  ca(*h  knows  the  other  is  an  obstinate  old 
mule,  and,  in  a  quarrel,  will  die  rather  than  give  way.  They  have 
hail  a  dispute  out  of  which  tliere  is  only  one  issue.  Wonis  have 
lioKsetl  which  no  man,  however  old,  by  George !  can  brook  from 
any  friend,  however  intimate,  by  Jove !  No  won<ler  Baynes  is 
grave.  His  family  is  lar;^^* ;  his  means  are  small.  To-morrow  he 
may  be  under  fire  of  an  old  friend's  pistol.  In  such  an  extremity 
he  knowB  how  e:u:h  will  liehave.  No  wonder,  I  say,  the  General  ia 
solemn. 
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''Whafs  in  the  wind  now,  BajmoBt"  asks  the  Mi^or,  after  a 
little  drink  and  a  long  silence.     *'  How  is  poor  little  Chart " 

"  Infernally  ill — I  mean  behaved  infernally  ill,"  aaya  the  Generd, 
biting  liis  lips. 

"  Bad  business !  Bad  business !  Poor  litUe  child ! "  cries  the 
Migor. 

"Insubordinate  little  devil !"  says  the  pale  Geneml,  grinding 
his  teeth.     '*  We'll  see  which  shall  be  master ! " 

"  What !  you  have  had  wonls  ?  " 

"At  this  table,  this  very  day.  She  sat  here  and  defied  her 
mother  and  me,  by  Greorge !  and  flung  out  of  the  room  like  t 
tragedy  queen.  She  must  be  tamed,  Mac,  or  my  name's  not 
Baynes.'' 

MacWhirter  knew  his  relative  of  old,  and  that  this  quiet  sub- 
missive man,  when  angry,  worked  up  to  a  white  heat  as  it  were. 
"Sad  affiiir;  hope  youll  both  come  round,  Baynes,**  sighs  the 
Migor,  trying  Itootless  commonplaces ;  and  seeing  this  last  remark 
had  no  effect,  he  bethought  him  of  recurring  to  their  mutual  Iriaid. 
*'  How's  Tom  Bunch  ? "  the  Migor  asked  cheerily. 

At  this  question  Baynes  grinned  in  such  a  ghastly  way  that 
MacWhirter  eved  him  with  wonder.  "Colonel  Bunch  is  verv 
well,"  the  General  said,  in  a  dismal  voice ;  "at  least,  he  was  half- 
an-hour  ago.  He  was  sittini;:  there  : "  and  he  pointed  to  an  empty 
spoon  lying  in  an  empty  beaker,  whence  the  spirit  and  water  had 
dei)arted. 

"  What  has  been  the  matter,  Baynes  ? "  a^sked  the  Major.  "  Has 
anything  happened  Wtween  you  and  Tom  ?  '* 

"I  mean  that,  half-an-hoiir  ajtfo,  Colonel  Bimch  used  words  to 
me  which  I'll  bear  from  no  man  alive ;  and  you  have  arrived  just 
in  the  nick  of  time.  MacWhirter,  to  tike  my  message  to  him. 
Hush  I  here's  the  drink.'* 

"  Voici,  mes.sieurs  I "  Auiruste  at  length  has  brought  up  a 
second  supply  of  brandy-and-watcr.  The  veterans  mingled  their 
jorums ;  and  whilst  his  bn^tlier-in-law  spoke,  the  alarmed  Mac- 
Whirter sipped  occasionally  inttntusqne  ura  tenebat. 


n"  T., 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

/  CHARGE  YOU,  DROP  YOUR  DAGGERS/ 

GENERAL  BAYNES  began  the  story  which  you  and  I  have 
heard  at  length.  He  told  it  in  his  own  way.  He  grew 
very  angry  with  himself  whilst  defending  himself.  He  had 
to  abuse  Philip  very  fiercely,  in  order  to  excuse  his  own  act  of 
treason.  He  had  to  show  that  his  su'X  was  not  his  act ;  that,  after 
all,  be  never  had  promised  ;  and  that,  if  he  had  promised,  Philip's 
atrocious  conduct  ought  to  absolve  him  from  any  previous  promise. 
I  do  not  wonder  that  the  General  was  abusive,  and  out  of  temper. 
Such  a  crime  as  he  was  committing  can't  be  performed  cheerfully 
by  a  man  who  is  habitually  gentle,  generous,  and  honest.  I  do 
not  say  that  men  cannot  cheat,  cannot  lie,  cannot  inflict  torture, 
cannot  commit  rascally  actions,  without  in  the  least  losing  their 
equanimity ;  but  these  are  men  habitually  false,  knavish,  and  cruel 
They  are  accustomed  to  break  their  promises,  to  cheat  their  neigh- 
bours in  bargains,  and  wliat  not.  A  roguish  word  or  action  more 
or  less  is  of  little  matter  to  them  :  their  remorse  only  awakens  after 
detection,  and  they  don't  begin  to  rei)ent  till  they  come  sentenced 
(Hit  of  the  dock.  But  here  was  an  oniinarily  just  man  withdrawing 
from  his  promise,  turning  his  back  on  his  benefactor,  and  justifying 
himself  to  himself  by  maligning  the  man  whom  he  injured.  It  is 
not  an  uncommon  event,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren  and  esteemed 
miserable  sister  sinners ;  but  you  like  to  say  a  preacher  is  "  cynical " 
who  admits  this  sad  truth — and,  perha])s,  don't  care  to  hear  about 
the  subject  on  more  than  one  day  in  the  week. 

So,  in  order  to  make  out  some  sort  of  case  for  himself,  our  poor 
good  old  General  Baynes  chose  to  think  and  dec^lare  that  Philip 
was  so  violent,  i]l-<^inditioned,  and  almndoned  a  fellow,  that  no 
^th  ought  to  be  kept  with  liim ;  and  that  (>)lonel  Bunch  had 
behaved  with  such  brutal  insolence  that  Baynes  must  call  him  to 
acooont.  As  for  the  fact  that  there  was  another,  a  richer,  and  a 
much  more  eligible  suitor,  who  was  likely  to  offer  for  his  daughter, 
Baynes  did  not  hai)i>en  to  touch  on  this  iioint  at  all ;  preferring  to 
Mpetk  of  Philip's  ho[H>less  ])overty,  disreputable  conduct,  and  gross 
and  careless  behaviour. 
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Now  MacWhirter,  having,  I  suppose,  little  to  do  at  Toms,  had 
read  Mrs.  Baynes's  letters  to  her  sister  Emily,  and  remembertd 
them.  Indeed,  it  was  bat  very  few  months  since  Eliia  Bayness 
letters  had  been  full  of  praise  of  Philip,  of  his  love  for  Charlotte, 
and  of  his  noble  generosity  in  foregoing  the  great  daim  which  be 
had  upon  the  Greneral,  his  mother's  careless  trustee.  Philip  was 
the  first  suitor  Charlotte  had  had :  in  her  first  glow  of  pleasure. 
Charlotte's  mother  had  covered  yards  of  paper  with  compliments, 
interjections,  and  those  scratches  or  dashes  umler  her  words,  by 
which  some  ladies  are  accustomed  to  point  their  satire  or  onphi- 
sise  their  delight.  He  was  an  admirable  young  man — ^wild,  bat 
generous,  handsome,  noble !  He  had  forgiven  his  fiither  thoosaodi 
and  thousands  of  pounds  which  the  Doctor  owed  him — all  his 
mother's  fortune  ;  and  he  had  acted  most  nobly  by  her  trustees— 
that  she  must  say,  though  poor  dear  weak  Baynes  was  one  of 
them !  Baynes  who  was  as  simple  as  a  child  Migor  Mac  and  his 
wife  had  agreed  that  Philip's  forbearance  was  very  generous  and 
kind,  but  after  all  that  there  was  no  special  cause  for  rapture  at  the 
notion  of  their  niece  manying  a  struggling  young  fellow  without  i 
penny  in  the  world ;  and  they  had  been  not  a  little  amused  with 
the  change  of  tone  in  Eliza's  later  letters,  when  she  began  to  go 
out  in  tlie  great  world,  and  to  look  coldly  upon  poor  penniless 
Firmin,  her  hero  of  a  few  months  since.  Then  Emily  remembered 
how  Eliza  had  always  been  fond  of  great  people  ;  how  her  bead 
was  turned  by  going  to  a  few  parties  at  Government  House  ;  bow 
absurdly  she  went  on  with  tliat  little  crejiture  Fitzrickets  (because 
he  was  an  Honourable,  forsooth)  at  Dumdum.  Eliza  was  a  good 
wife  to  Baynes ;  a  good  mother  to  the  children  ;  and  made  liotb 
ends  of  a  narrow  income  meet  with  surprising  dexterity  :  but  Emily 
was  bound  to  say  of  her  sister  Eliza,  that  a  more,  &c.  &o.  &c.  And 
when  the  news  came  at  length  tliat  Philip  was  to  be  thrown  over- 
board, Emily  clapi>e<l  her  hands  ti>gether,  and  said  to  her  husband 
"Now,  Mac,  didn^t  I  always  tell  you  sot  If  she  could  get  a 
fashionable  husband  for  Charlotte,  I  knew  my  sister  would  put  the 
Doctor*s  son  to  tlie  d<x>r ! "  That  the  poor  child  woubl  suffer 
considerably,  her  aunt  was  assured.  Indeed,  before  her  own  union 
with  Mac,  Emily  had  undergone  heartbreakings  and  pangs  of 
separation  on  her  own  account.  The  poor  child  would  want  com- 
fort and  companionship.  She  would  go  to  fetch  her  niece.  Ami 
though  the  Major  said,  "  My  dear,  you  want  to  go  to  Paris,  and 
buy  a  new  bonnet,"  Mrs.  MacWhirtor  spumed  the  insinuation,  and 
came  to  Paris  from  a  mere  sense  of  dutv. 

So  Baynes  poured  out  his  histor>*  of  wrongs  to  his  brother-in- 
law,  who  marvelled  to  hear  a  man,  onlinarily  chary  of  wonls  and 
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eool  of  demeanour,  so  angry  and  so  voluble.  If  he  had  done  a  bad 
action,  at  least,  after  doing  it,  Baynes  had  the  grace  to  be  very  much 
out  of  humour.  If  I  ever,  for  my  part,  do  anything  wrong  in  my 
fiunily,  or  to  them,  I  accompany  that  action  with  a  furious  rage  and 
blustering  passion.  I  won't  have  wife  or  children  question  it.  No 
querulous  Nathan  of  a  family  friend  (or  an  incommodious  conscience, 
may  be)  shall  come  and  lecture  nie  about  my  ill-doings.  No — no. 
Out  of  the  house  i^ith  him !  Away,  you  preaching  bugbear,  don't 
try  to  frighten  me !  Baynes,  I  suspect,  to  browbeat,  bully,  and 
r>ut-talk  the  Nathan  pleading  in  his  heart — Baynes  will  out-bawl 
tliat  prating  monitor,  and  thrust  that  inconvenient  preacher  out  of 
sight,  out  of  hearing,  drive  him  with  angry  wonls  from  the  gate. 
Ah  !  in  vain  we  ex])el  him  ;  an<l  bid  John  say,  not  at  home  !  There 
he  is  when  we  wake,  sitting  at  our  bcd-f(»ot.  We  throw  him  over- 
board for  daring  to  put  an  oar  in  our  boat.  Whose  ghastly  head  is 
that  looking  up  from  the  water  and  swimming  alongside  us,  row  we 
never  so  swiftly?  Fire  at  him.  Brain  him  with  an  oar,  one  of 
you,  and  pull  on !  Flash  goes  the  pistol  Surely  that  oar  has 
stove  the  old  skull  in  ?  See !  there  comes  the  awful  companion 
pop[iing  up  out  of  water  again,  and  cryinc,  *'  Remember,  remember, 
I  am  here,  I  am  here !  '*  Baynes  had  thought  to  bully  away  one 
monitor  by  the  threat  of  a  pistol,  and  here  was  another  swimming 
alongside  of  his  lioat.  And  would  you  have  it  otherwise,  my  dear 
reader,  for  you,  for  me  ?  That  you  and  I  shall  commit  sins,  in  this, 
and  ensuing  years,  is  certain ;  but  I  hope — I  ho]>e  they  won't  be 
past  praying  for.  Here  is  Baynes,  having  just  done  a  ba<l  action, 
in  a  dreadfully  wickiMl,  murderous,  and  dissatisfied  state  of  mind. 
His  chafing,  bleeding  temiier  is  one  raw ;  his  whole  soul  one  rage, 
and  wrath,  and  fever.  Charles  Baynes,  thou  old  sinner,  I  pray 
thSit  Heaven  may  turn  thee  to  a  better  state  of  mind.  I  will  kneel 
down  by  thy  side,  scatter  ashes  on  my  own  bald  pate,  and  we  will 
quaver  out  Peccavimus  t(^ether. 

"  In  one  wonl,  the  young  man's  conduct  has  been  so  outrageous 
and  disreputable  that  I  can't,  Mac,  as  a  father  of  a  family,  consent 
t4)  my  girl's  marrying  him.  Out  of  a  regard  for  her  happiness,  it 
is  my  duty  to  break  off  the  engagement,"  cries  the  General,  finish- 
ing the  story. 

'*Has  he  formally  released  you  from  that  trust  business?'* 
asked  the  Major. 

"  Good  heavens,  Mac !  "  cries  the  General,  turning  very  red. 
*'  You  know  I  am  as  iniM)cent  of  all  wrong  towanls  him  as  you 
are 

Innocent — only  you  <lid  not  l«M>k  to  your  tnist  — 

I  think  ill  of  him,  sir.     I  think  he  is  a  wild,  reckless,  over- 
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bearing  young  fellow,''  calls  out  the  General,  very  quicUj,  **Mho 
would  make  my  chUd  miserable ;  but  I  don't  think  he  is  audi  a 
blackgoard  as  to  come  down  on  a  retired  elderly  man  witli  a  poor 
fiunily — a  numerous  family ;  a  man  who  has  bled  and  foqght  for 
his  Sovereign  in  the  Peninsula,  and  in  India,  as  the  'Army  List' wiD 
show  you,  by  Geoiige !  I  don't  think  Firmin  will  be  such  a  aooondrd 
as  to  oome  down  on  me,  I  say ;  and  I  must  say,  MacWhiiter,  I 
think  it  is  most  unhandsome  of  you  to  allude  to  it — moat  imhaml* 
some,  by  Qeoige ! " 

"  Why,  you  are  going  to  break  off  your  bargain  with  him ;  why 
should  he  keep  his  compact  with  you  f "  asks  the  gruff  Major. 

*'  Because,"  shouted  the  Greneral,  "  it  would  be  a  sin  and  a  shame 
that  an  old  man  with  seven  children,  and  broken  health,  who  has 
served  in  every  place — ^yes,  in  the  West  and  East  Indies,  bj 
Qeorge! — in  Canada — in  the  Peninsula,  and  at  New  Orleans:— 
because  he  has  been  deceived  and  humbugged  by  a  misenUe 
scoundrel  of  a  doctor  into  signing  a  sham  paper,  by  €reoi^ !  shooki 
be  ruined,  and  his  poor  children  and  wife  driven  to  beggary,  br 
Jove!  as  you  seem  to  recommend  young  Firmin  to  do.  Jack 
MacWhirter ;  and  HI  tell  you  what,  Major  ItfacWhirter,  I  take  it 
dee'd  unfriendly  of  you ;  and  111  trouble  you  not  to  put  your  oar 
into  mi/  boat  and  medtllc  with  my  affairs^  that's  all,  and  111  know 
who's  at  the  bottom  of  it,  by  Jove !  It's  the  grey  mare,  Mac — it's 
you're  Itetter  halt\  MacWhirter — it's  that  confounded,  meddling, 
sneaking,  liackbiting,  domineering " 

"What  next?"  roare<l  the  Major.  "Ha,  ha,  ha!  Do  you 
think  I  don't  know,  Baynes,  who  has  put  you  on  doing  what  I 
have  no  he^itiition  in  calling  a  most  sneaking  and  rascally  action 
— yes,  a  rasojiUy  action,  by  George !  I  am  not  going  to  mince 
matters !  Don't  come  your  Mi\jor-General  or  your  Mrs.  Major- 
General  over  me !  It \s  Eliza  that  has  set  you  on.  Ami  if  Tom 
Bunch  has  been  telling  you  tliat  you  have  been  breaking  from  your 
word,  and  are  acting  shabbily,  Tom  is  right :  ami  you  may  gel 
aomelxxlv  else  to  go  out  with  voii.  General  Bavnes,  for,  bv  George, 
I  won't  r' 

"  Have  you  come  all  the  way  from  Toure,  Mac,  in  order  to 
insult  me  ? "  asks  the  Getieral. 

"  I  came  to  do  you  a  friendly  turn  ;  to  take  charge  of  your  poor 
girl,  upon  whom  you  are  being  very  hanl,  Riynes.  And  this  is  the 
rewanl  I  get  I  Thank  you.  No  more  gn>g  I  What  I  liave  had 
is  rather  ioo  st^'img  for  me  already."  And  the  Major  looks  down 
i^ith  an  expression  of  scorn  at  the  enii»tied  teiker,  the  idle  sfioon 
before  him. 

As  the  warriors  were  quarrelling  over  their  cups,  there  came  to 
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them  a  noise  as  of  brawling  and  of  female  voices  without.  **  Mais, 
madame ! "  pleads  Madame  Smolensk,  in  her  grave  way.  *'  Tnisez- 
vous,  madame ;  laissez-nioi  irunquille,  s'il  voiis  i)]ait ! "  exclaims 
the  well-known  voice  of  Mrs.  General  Baynes,  which  I  own  was 
never  very  pleasant  to  me,  either  in  anger  or  good-humour.  "  And 
your  Little, — who  tries  to  sleep  in  my  chamber ! "  again  [ileails  the 
mistress  of  the  boarding-house.  '*  Vous  n'avez  pas  droit  d'api>eler 
Mademoiselle  Bay  lies  i)etite ! ''  calls  out  the  General's  lady.  And 
Haynes,  who  w;is  lighting  and  quarrelling  himself  just  now,  tremblc<l 
when  he  heani  her.  His  angry  face  assumed  an  alarmed  expression. 
He  lookeil  for  means  of  escaj»e.  He  appeale<l  for  ]>rotection  to 
MacWhirter,  whose  nose  he  had  lxM;n  ready  to  pull  anon.  Samson 
was  a  mighty  man,  but  he  was  a  fool  in  the  hands  of  a  woman. 
Hercules  was  a  bnive  man  and  a  stnmg,  but  Onijihale  twisted  him 
round  her  spindle.  Even  so  Baynes,  who  had  fought  in  India, 
S|Miin,  America,  tremble<l  liefore  the  partner  of  his  IxhI  and  name. 

It  was  an  unlucky  aflemoon.  Whilst  the  husbands  had  Urn 
quarrelling  in  the  dining-room  over  brandy-and-water,  the  wives, 
the  sisters,  had  been  tigliting  over  their  tea  in  the  salon.  I  dcm't 
know  what  the  other  boarders  were  alwut.  Philip  never  told  me. 
Perhaps  they  had  left  the  ro(»m  to  give  the  sisters  a  f^^c  opiK)rtunity 
for  embraces  and  (*(mfidential  (*onununiration.  Perha|)e  there  were 
no  lady-boanlers  left.  Ilowljeit,  Emily  and  Eliza  had  tea ;  and 
before  that  refreshing  meal  was  con<*lu(le<l,  those  dear  women  were 
fighting  as  hanl  as  their  husbands  in  the  atljacent  chamlxT. 

Eliza,  in  the  first  place,  was  very  angry  at  Emily's  ccmung 
without  invitation.  Emily,  on  her  itart,  wiui  angry  with  Eliza  for 
being  angry.  *'  I  am  sure,  Eliza,"  said  the  spirite<i  and  injured 
MacWhirter,  *'  that  is  the  thinl  time  you  have  alluded  to  it  since 
we  have  been  here.  Ha^l  you  and  all  your  family  i*(mie  to  Tours, 
Mac  and  I  wouhl  have  made  them  welcome — children  and  all ;  and 
I  am  sure  yours  make  trouble  enough  in  a  hous<*." 

**  A  private  house  is  not  like  a  l)oarding-house,  Emily.  Here 
Madame  makes  us  pay  frightfidly  for  extnis,"  remarks  Mrs.  Baynct*. 

**  I  am  sorr>'  I  i^ame,  Eliza.  Let  us  say  no  more  alnrnt  it.  I 
can't  go  away  to-nischt,"  says  the  other. 

*'And  most  unkind  it  is  that  H|)eech  to  make,  Enn'ly.  Any 
more  tea ?" 

'*Most  unpleasant  to  have  to  make  that  H]Nivh,  Eliza.  To 
travel  a  whole  day  and  night  and  I  nevfT  able  to  sltrp  in  a 
diligence — to  hasten  to  my  sister  l)<H*nurte  I  thouirht  she  was  in 
trouble,  because  I  thouijht  a  sister  might  comfort  her :  and  to  U» 
received  as  you  re-  as  you-  oh,  oh,  oh  \nA\  I  H«>w  st(M>]»i(I  I 
am  ! "     A  handkerchief  dries  the  tears  :  a  smelling-bottle  reston^s 
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a  little  oomposure.  ^When  yoa  came  to  us  at  Dumdimi,  with 
two — 0 — o  children  in  the  whooping-cough,  I  am  sore  Mac  and  I 
gave  you  a  very  different  welcome." 

The  other  was  smitten  with  remoree.  She  remembered  her 
sister's  kindness  in  former  days.  "  I  did  not  mean,  sister,  to  give 
you  pain,"  she  said.  "  But  I  am  very  unhappy  myself,  Emily. 
My  child's  conduct  is  making  me  most  unhappy." 

"And  very  good  reason  you  have  to  be  unhappy,  Eliza,  if 
woman  ever  had,"  says  the  other. 

''  Oh,  indeed,  yes ! "  gas{)s  the  General's  lady. 

'*  If  any  woman  ought  to  feel  remorse,  Eliza  Baynes,  I  am  sure 
it's  you.  Sleepless  nights !  What  was  mine  in  the  diligence,  com- 
pared to  the  nights  you  must  have  1  I  said  so  to  myself.  '  I  am 
wretched,'  I  said,  '  but  what  must  <^  be  ? ' " 

"  Of  course,  as  a  feeling  mother,  I  feel  that  poor  Chariotte  is 
unhappy,  my  dear." 

''  But  what  makes  her  so,  my  dear  t "  cries  Mrs.  MacWhirter, 
who  presently  showed  that  she  was  mistress  of  the  whole  contro- 
versy. "  No  wonder  Charlotte  is  unhappy,  dear  love  !  Can  a  girl 
be  engaged  to  a  young  man,  a  most  interesting  yimng  man,  a  clever, 
accomplished,  highly-educated  young  man " 

"  What  ?  "  cries  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  Haven't  I  vour  letters  ?  I  have  them  all  in  mv  desk.  Thev 
are  in  that  hall  now.  Diiln't  you  tell  me  so  over  and  over  again  : 
and  Rive  about  him,  till  I  thought  you  were  in  love  with  him 
yourself  almost  ? "  cries  ^Irs.  Mac. 

"  A  most  indecent  observation ! "  cries  out  Eliza  Baynes,  in  her 
deep  awful  voice.     "No  woman,  no  sister,  shall  say  that  to  me  I '' 

"  Shall  I  go  and  get  the  letters  ?  It  used  to  be,  *  Dear  Philip 
has  just  left  us.  Dear  Philip  has  been  more  than  a  son  to  me. 
He  is  our  pre8er\'er !  *  Didn't  you  write  all  that  to  me  over  and 
over  again?  And  because  you  have  foinul  a  richer  husband  for 
Charlotte,  you  are  going  to  turn  your  preserver  out  of  doors  I  *' 

"  Emily  MacWhirter,  am  I  to  sit  here  and  be  accused  of  crimes, 
uninvited,  mind — uninvftedy  miinl,  by  my  sister?  Is  a  general 
officers  lady  to  be  treated  in  this  way  by  a  brevet-major's  wife? 
Though  you  are  my  senior  in  age,  Emily,  I  am  yours  in  rank.  Out 
of  any  room  in  England,  but  this,  I  go  l)ef()re  you !  And  if  you 
have  come  uninvited  all  the  wav  from  Tours  to  insult  me  in  mv 
own  house " 

"  House,  indeed !  pretty  house !  Everybody  else's  house  as 
well  as  vours  I " 

"  Such  as  it  is,  I  never  asked  you  to  come  into  it,  Emily  I '' 

"  Oh,  yes  !     You  wish  me  to  go  out  in  the  night.    Mac  !  I  say  I " 
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"  Emily  !  **  cries  the  Generaless. 

''  Mac,  I  say  !  *'  screams  the  Majoress,  flinging  open  the  door  of 
he  salon,  "  my  sister  wishes  me  to  go.     Do  you  hear  me  ?  " 

*'  Au  nom  de  Dieu,  madame,  pensez  k  oette  pauvre  petite,  qui 
ouffre  k  cot^/'  cries  the  mistress  of  the  house,  pointing  to  her  own 
djoining  chamber,  in  which,  we  have  said,  our  poor  little  Charlotte 
ras  lying. 

*^  Nappley  fias  Madamaselle  Baynes  petite,  siyoplay ! ''  booms 
ut  Mrs.  Bayncs's  contralto. 

**  MacWhirter,  I  say,  Major  MacWhirter !  '*  cries  Emily,  fling- 
ng  o|)en  the  door  of  the  dining-room  where  the  two  gentlemen  were 
:no<*king  their  own  heads  together.  "MacWhirter!  My  sister 
hooses  to  insult  me,  and  say  that  a  brevet-major's  wife " 

**  By  George !  are  you  fighting,  tool"  asks  the  General. 

**  Baynes,  Emily  MacWhirter  has  insulted  me ! "  cries  Mre. 
{ayncs. 

'*  It  seems  to  have  been  a  settled  thing  beforehand,"  yells  the 
Joneral.  "  Major  MacWhirter  has  done  the  same  thing  by  me ! 
lo  has  forgotten  that  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  that  I  am.'* 

'*  He  only  insults  you  l)ecausc»  he  tliinks  you  are  his  relative, 
nd  nnist  bear  everything  from  him,"  says  the  GeneraFs  wife. 

*'  By  George !  I  will  not  bear  everything  from  him !  '  shouts 
he  General.  The  two  gentlemen  and  their  two  wives  are  squab- 
bling in  the  hall.  Mailame  and  the  scr\'ants  are  peering  up  from 
he  kitchen  regions.  I  daresay  the  boys  from  the  topmost  banistere 
re  saying  to  each  otiicr,  *'  Row  between  ma  and  Aunt  Mac ! "  I 
laresay  8care<I  little  Charlotte,  in  her  temiwrary  apartment,  is,  for 
while,  alm(»st  forgetful  of  her  own  grief;  and  wondering  what 
uarrd  is  a^tating  her  aunt  and  mother,  her  father  and  uncle? 
Mace  the  remaining  male  an<l  female  boardere  about  in  the  corridore 
nd  on  the  landin«:8,  in  various  attitudes  expressive  of  interest,  of 
atiric  conmientary,  wrath  at  being  disturbed  by  unseemly  domestic 
uarrrl : — in  what  piwture  you  will.  As  for  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch, 
\u\  ]tooT  thing,  does  not  know  that  the  General  and  her  own 
'olonel  have  ent^TCMl  on  a  mortal  quarrel.  She  imagines  the  dis- 
pute iH  only  b(>tw(>en  Mrs.  Baynes  and  her  sister  as  yet ;  and  she 
as  known  this  fHiir  quarrelling  for  a  score  of  years  past.  "  Toi^ours 
nmme  c^a,  fighting  vous  savez,  et  puis  make  it  up  again.  Oui," 
he  explains  to  a  Frrn<*h  friend  on  the  landing. 

In  the  very  midst  of  this  storm  ('olimi'l  Bunch  returns,  his 
riend  and  secoml,  Dr.  Martin,  (m  his  arm.  He  d<H'H  not  know  that 
wo  liattles  have  lx?en  fought  »uu^'  his  own  cf»nilwt.  His,  we  will 
ay,  was  Ligny.  Then  cjime  i/uat re-Bras,  in  which  liaynes  an«l 
lacWhirter   wen*   engiigeil.      Then   came   the    genera]   action   of 
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Waterloo.  And  liere  enters  Colonel  Bunch,  quite  unoonacioaB  of 
the  great  engagements  which  have  taken  place  since  his  temporar}* 
retreat  in  search  of  reinforcements. 

"How  are  you,  MacWhirterl"  cries  the  Colonel  of  the  purple 
whiskers.     '^  My  Mend,  Dr.  Martin ! "     And  as  he  addresses  him 
self  to  the  Ceneral,  his  eyes  almost  start  out  of  his  head,  as  if  they 
would  shoot  themselves  into  the  breast  of  that  officer. 

"  My.  dear,  hush  !  Emily  MacWhirter,  had  we  not  better  defer 
this  most  painful  dispute  ?  The  whole  house  is  listening  to  us !  *' 
whispers  the  Ceneral,  in  a  rapid  low  voice.  "Doctor — Colonel 
Bunch — Major  MacWhirter,  had  we  not  better  go  into  the  dining- 
room  t" 

The  Greneral  and  the  Doctor  go  first,  Major  MacWhirter  and 
Colonel  Bunch  pause  at  the  door.  Says  Bunch  to  MacWhirter: 
"  Migor,  you  act  as  the  Ceneral's  friend  in  this  affiur  t  It's  most 
awkward,  but,  by  Greorge !  Baynes  has  said  things  to  me  that  I 
won*t  bear,  were  he  my  own  flesh  and  blood,  by  George !  And  I 
know  him  a  deuced  deal  too  well  to  think  he  will  ever  apologise !  *" 

"  He  has  said  things  to  me,  Bunch,  that  I  won't  bear  from  fifty 
brothers-in-law,  by  Greorge ! "  growls  MacWhirter. 

"  What  ?    Don't  you  bring  me  any  message  from  him  t " 

''I  tell  you,  Tom  Bunch,  I  want  to  send  a  message  to  him. 
Invite  me  to  his  house,  and  insult  me  and  Emily  when  we  come ! 
By  Greorge,  it  makes  my  blood  boil !  Insult  us  after  travelling 
twenty-four  hours  in  a  confounded  diligence,  and  say  we're  not 
invited  !     He  and  his  little  cjitiiraaraR." 

*'  Hush  ! "  interposed  Bunch. 

**  I  say  catamaran,  sir  I  don't  tell  me  !  They  came  and  stayed 
with  us  four  months  at  Dumdum  —  the  children  ill  with  the  pi|\ 
or  some  confoundeil  tiling — went  to  Euroj)e,  and  left  me  to  pay  the 
doctor's  bill ;  and  now,  by " 

Was  the  Major  ;,'oinir  to  invoke  George,  the  Cappudocian 
champion,  or  Olympian  Jove  ?  At  this  moment  a  door,  hv 
which  they  stood,  o|>ens.  You  may  remember  there  were  three 
doors,  all  on  that  landing :  if  you  <loubt  me,  go  and  see  the  houje 
(Avenue  de  Valmy,  Champs  Ely  sees,  Paris).  A  third  door 
opens,  and  a  young  lady  comes  out,  lookius;  very  pale  and  sad, 
and  her  hair  hanging  over  lier  shoulders ! — her  hair,  which  hung 
in  rich  clusters  generally,  but  I  supi)ose  tears  have  put  it  all  out 
of  curl. 

"  Is  it  you,  Uncle  Mac  ?  I  thought  I  knew  your  voice,  and  I 
heanl  Aunt  Emily's,"  sjiys  the  little  in^rson. 

"  Yes,  it  is  I,  Charly,''  says  Uncle  Mac.  And  he  looks  into  the 
round  face,  which  looks  so  wild  and  is  so  full  of  grief  unutterable 
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that  Unde  Mac  is  quite  melted,  and  takes  the  child  to  his  arms, 
and  says,  '*  What  is  it,  my  dear  1  *'  And  he  quite  forgets  that  he 
pTOIKJues  to  blow  her  father's  brains  out  in  the  morning.  "  How 
liut  your  little  hands  are  ! " 

**  Uncle,  uncle ! "  she  says,  in  a  swift  febrile  whisper,  **  you're 
<x>me  to  take  me  away,  I  know.     I  heard  you  and  pafMi,  I  heard 
mamma  and  Aunt  Emily  R|>eaking  quite  loud !     But  if  I  go — I'll 
ni  never  love  any  but  him  ! " 

"  But  whom,  dear  ] " 

" But  Philip,  umle." 

"  By  Greorge,  Char,  no  more  you  shall ! "  says  the  Migor.  And 
herewith  the  |Kx»r  child,  who  had  been  sitting  up  on  her  be<i  whilst 
this  quarrelling  of  sisters, — whilst  this  brawling  of  minors,  generals, 
<*o]onels,  —  whilst  this  coming  of  hackney-coaches, — whilst  this 
arrival  and  departure  of  visitors  on  horseback, — had  been  taking 
place,  gave  a  fine  hysterical  scream,  and  fell  into  her  uncle's  arms 
laughing  and  crying  wildly. 

This  outcry,  of  course,  brought  the  gentlemen  from  their  a^jS'Cent 
room,  and  the  ladies  from  theirs. 

*'  What  are  you  making  a  fool  of  yourself  about  t "  growls  Mrs. 
Baynes,  in  her  deepest  bark. 

"  By  George,  Eliza,  you  arc  too  bad ! "  says  the  General,  quite 
white. 

Eliza,  you  are  a  brute  ! "  cries  Mrs.  MacWhirter. 
So  8HK  IH ! "  shrieks  Mrs.  Bunch  from  the  landing-place  over- 
head, where  other  lady-boanlers  were  assembled  looking  down  on 
this  awful  family  battle. 

Hiza  Baynes  knew  she  had  gone  too  far.  Poor  Charly  was 
scan*e  conscious  by  this  time,  and  wildly  screaming,  "  Never, 
never ! "  .  .  .  When,  as  I  live,  who  should  burst  into  the  premises 
but  a  young  man  with  fair  hair,  with  flaming  whiskers,  with 
flaming  eyes,  who  calls  out,  '*  What  is  it ?  I  am  here,  ('liarlotte, 
Charlotte! " 

Who  is  that  young  man?  We  had  a  glimpse  of  him,  prowling 
nltout  the  Champs  EJys^^  just  now,  and  dodging  behind  a  tree 
when  Colonel  Bunch  went  out  in  search  of  his  second.  Then  the 
young  man  saw  the  Mai'Whirter  hackney -roach  approach  the  house. 
Then  he  waite<l  and  waited,  looking  to  that  upper  window  behind 
which  we  know  his  beloved  was  not  reposing.  Then  he  beheld 
Bunch  and  Dr.  Martin  arrive.  Then  he  imssed  thnaigh  the  wicket 
into  the  garden,  ami  heanl  Mrs.  Mat*  :uid  Mrs.  Baynes  fighting. 
Then  there  came  from  the  luuwjijje-  where,  you  see,  tliiH  Itattle  was 
going  on  — that  ringing  dreailful  laugh  and  H<*ream  of  poor  (.*harlotte  ; 
and  Philip  Firmin  burst  like  a  l)onil>}!ihell  into  the  midst  of  the  hall 
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where  the  battle  was  raging,  and  of  the  &mily  circle  who  were 
fighting  and  screaming. 

Here  is  a  picture  I  protest.  We  have — firsts  the  boanierB  on 
the  first  landing,  whither,  too,  the  Baynes  children  have  crept  in 
their  night-gowns.  Secondly,  we  have  Auguste,  Fran^oiae  the 
cook,  and  the  assistant  coming  up  from  the  basement.  And,  third, 
we  have  Colonel  Bunch,  Dr.  Martin,  M:gor  MacWhirter,  with 
Charlotte  in  his  arms;  Madame,  General  B.,  Mrs.  Mac,  Mrs. 
General  B.,  all  in  the  passage,  when  our  friend  the  bombsheD 
bursts  in  amongst  them. 

''  What  is  it  ?  Charlotte,  I  am  here  ! "  cries  Philip,  with  his 
great  voice ;  at  hearing  whicli,  little  Char  gives  one  final  scream, 
and,  at  the  next  moment,  she  has  fainted  quite  dead — but  this 
time  she  is  on  Philip's  shoulder. 

''  You  brute,  how  dare  you  do  this  t "  asks  Mrs.  Baynes,  glaring 
at  the  young  man. 

*'  It  is  you  who  have  done  it,  Eliza ! ''  says  Aunt  Emily. 

"  And  so  she  has,  Mrs.  MacWhirter ! "  calls  out  Mrs.  Colonel 
Bunch,  from  the  landing  above. 

And  Charles  Baynes  felt  he  had  acted  like  a  traitor,  and  hung 
down  his  head.  He  had  encouraged  his  daughter  to  give  her  heart 
away,  and  she  had  obeyed  him.  When  he  saw  Philip  I  think  he 
was  glad :  so  was  the  Major,  though  Firmin,  to  be  sure,  pushed 
him  quite  roughly  up  against  the  wall. 

"  Is  this  vulgar  scandal  to  go  on  in  the  passage  before  the  whole 
house  ? "  gaspeii  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  Bunch  brought  me  here  to  prescribe  for  this  young  laily," 
sjiys  little  Dr.  Martin,  in  a  very  courtly  way.  "  Madame,  will  you 
get  a  little  sal-volatile  from  Anjube:iu's  in  the  Faubourg ;  and  let 
her  be  kept  very  quiet !  " 

"Come,  Monsieur  Piiilippe,  it  is  enough  like  that  I  "cries  Madame, 
who  can't  repress  a  smile.     "  Come  to  your  chamber,  dear  little  I  " 

"  Madame  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Baynes,  "  une  m^re " 

Madame  shrugs  her  shoulders.  "Une  ra^re,  une  belle  m^re, 
ma  foi  I  "  she  savs.     "  Come,  mademoiselle  !  " 

There  were  only  very  few  people  in  the  boarding-house  :  if  they 
knew,  if  they  saw,  what  happened!,  how  can  we  help  ourselves  ? 
But  that  they  ha<l  all  been  sitting  over  a  jwwder-magazine,  which 
might  have  blown  up  and  destroy e<l  one,  two,  three,  five  people, 
even  Philip  did  not  know,  until  afterwanls,  when,  laui:hin<;.  Major 
MacWhirter  told  him  how  that  meek  but  most  sava<^  Bavnes  ha<i 
first  challenged  Bunch,  had  then  challen<^i  his  brother-in-law,  and 
how  all  sorts  of  battle,  murder,  sudden  death  might  have  ensued 
had  the  quarrel  not  come  to  an  end. 
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Were  your  humble  servant  anxious  to  harrow  his  reader's 
feelings,  or  display  his  own  graphical  powers,  you  understand  that 
I  never  would  have  allowed  those  two  gallant  officers  to  quarrel  and 
threaten  each  other's  very  noses,  without  having  the  insult  wiped 
out  in  blood.  The  Bois  de  Boulogne  is  hard  by  the  Avenue  de 
Valmy,  with  plenty  of  cool  fighting  ground.  The  octroi  officers 
never  stop  gentlemen  going  out  at  the  neighbouring  barrier  upon 
duelling  business,  or  prevent  the  return  of  the  slain  victim  in  the 
hackney-coach  when  the  dreadful  combat  is  over.  From  my  know- 
ledge of  Mrs.  Baynes's  character,  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that 
she  would  have  encouraged  her  husband  to  fight ;  and,  the  General 
down,  would  have  put  pistols  into  the  hands  of  her  boys,  and 
bidden  them  carry  on  the  vendetta ;  but  as  I  do  not,  for  my  part, 
love  to  see  brethren  at  war,  or  Moses  and  Aiiron  tugging  white 
handfuls  out  of  each  other's  beanls,  I  am  glad  there  is  going  to  be 
no  fi<;ht  between  the  veterans,  and  that  cither's  stout  old  breast  is 
stHuire  from  the  fratricidal  bullet. 

Major  MacWhirter  forgot  all  about  bullets  and  battles  when 
fMwr  little  Charlotte  kissed  him,  and  was  not  in  the  least  jealous 
when  he  saw  the  little  maiden  clinging  on  Philip's  arm.  He  was 
melted  at  the  sight  of  that  grief  and  innocence,  when  Mrs.  Baynes 
still  continue<l  to  bark  out  her  private  rage,  and  said :  '*  If  the 
General  won't  protect  me  from  insult,  I  think  I  had  better  go." 

"  By  Jo^  I  think  you  hmi ! "  exclaimed  MacWhirter,  to  which 
remark  the  eyes  of  the  Doctor  and  Colonel  Bunch  gleamed  an 
approval. 

'*i4//o7i<.  Monsieur  Philippe.  Enough  like  that — let  me  take 
her  to  be<i  again,"  Madame  resume^!.     *'  Come,  dear  miss  ! " 

What  a  pity  tliat  the  bo<iroom  was  but  a  yard  from  where 
they  stood  !  Philip  felt  strong  enough  to  carry  his  little  Charlotte 
to  the  Tuileries.  The  thick  brown  locks,  which  had  fallen  over 
his  shoulders,  are  lifte<i  away.  The  little  wounded  heart  that 
had  lain  against  his  own,  parts  from  him  with  a  reviving  thn)b. 
Madame  and  her  mother  carry  away  little  Charlotte.  The  iloor  of 
the  neighbouring  chamber  closes  on  her.  The  sad  little  vision  has 
disappeared  The  men,  quarrelling  anon  in  the  passage,  stand 
there  silent. 

"I  heard  her  voice  outside,"  said  Philip,  after  a  little  pause 
(with  love,  with  grief,  with  excitement,  I  AUpiNise  his  head  was  in 
a  whirl).  "  I  lieanl  her  voice  outside,  and  I  couldn't  help 
coming  in." 

"  By  (Jeorge,  I  should  think  not,  young  fellow ! "  says  Miyor 
MacWhirter,  stoutly  shaking  the  young  man  by  the  hand. 

*'  Hush,  hush  !  "  wliiHf»ers  the  Doctor  :  ''she  niURt  lie  kept  quite 
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quiet     She  has  had  quite  excitement  enough  for  to-night.     There 
must  be  no  more  scenes,  my  young  fellow." 

And  Philip  siiys,  when  in  this  his  agony  of  grief  and  doabi  he 
found  a  friendly  hand  put  out  to  him,  he  himself  was  so  ezoeedingjy 
moved  that  he  was  compelled  to  fly  out  of  the  company  of  the  oM 
men,  into  the  night,  where  the  rain  was  pouring — the  gentle  iain. 

While  Philip,  without  Madame  Smolensk's  premisesy  is  saying 
his  tenderest  prayers,  ofiering  up  his  tears,  heart-throbs,  and  most 
passionate  vows  of  love  for  little  Charlotte's  benefit,  the  wanion 
assembled  within  once  more  retreat  to  a  colloquy  in  the  8aUe4- 
manger ;  and,  in  consequence  of  the  rainy  state  of  the  nighty  the 
astonished  Auguste  has  to  bring  a  third  supply  of  hot  water  for 
the  four  gentlemen  attending  the  Congress.  The  Colonel,  the  Migor, 
the  Doctor,  ranged  themselves  on  one  side  the  table,  defended,  as  it 
were,  by  a  line  of  armed  tumblers,  flanked  by  a  strong  brandy 
bottle  and  a  stout  earthwork,  from  an  embrasure  in  which  scalding 
water  could  be  dischai^ged.  Behind  these  fortifications  the  veterans 
awaited  their  enemy,  who,  after  marching  up  and  down  the  room 
for  a  while,  takes  position  finally  in  their  front  and  prepares  to 
attack.  The  General  remounts  his  cheval  de  bataille,  but  cannot 
bring  the  animal  to  charge  as  fiercely  as  before.  Charlotte's  white 
apparition  has  come  amongst  them,  and  flung  her  foir  arms  between 
the  men  of  war.  In  vain  Baynes  tries  to  get  up  a  bluster,  and  to 
enforce  his  passion  with  by  Georges,  by  Joves,  and  words  naughtier 
still.  That  weak,  meek,  quiet,  henpecked,  but  most  bloodthirsty 
old  (Teneral  found  himself  forming  his  own  minority,  and  against 
him  his  old  comrade  Bunch,  whom  he  had  insulted  and  noee-pulled : 
his  brother-in-law  MacWhirter,  whom  he  had  nose-pulled  and 
insulted ;  and  the  Doctor,  who  had  been  called  in  as  the  friend  of 
the  fonuer.  As  they  faced  him,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  each  of  those 
three  acquired  fresh  courage  from  his  neighbour.  Each,  taking  his 
aim,  deliberately  poured  his  fire  into  Baynes.  To  yield  to  such 
odds,  on  the  other  hand,  was  not  so  distasteful  to  the  veteran,  as 
to  have  to  give  up  his  sword  to  any  single  aiiversark'.  Before  he 
would  o^Ti  himself  in  the  wrong  to  any  individual,  he  would  eat 
that  individual's  eiirs  and  nose :  but  to  be  surrounded  by  three 
enemies,  and  strike  your  tiai(  Ixefore  such  o<ids,  was  no  disgrace ; 
and  Baynes  could  take  the  ciivumbendibus  way  of  apology  to  which 
some  proud  spirits  will  submit.  Thus  he  could  say  to  the  Doctor, 
**  Well,  Doctor,  perhai^s  I  w;is  hasty  in  accusing  Bunch  of  employing 
bad  language  to  me.  A  bystander  can  see  these  things  sometimes 
when  a  principid  is  too  angry  :  and  as  you  go  against  me—  well — 
there,  tiien,  I  ask  Bunch's  pardon."  That  business  over,  the 
MacWhirter  reconciliation  was  very  8j>eedily  brought  about.    "  Fact 


ON    HIS    WAY    THROUGH    THE   WORLD     489 

was.  was  in  a  confoundc<l  ill-temper — very  much  disturbed  by  events 
of  the  day — didn't  mean  anything  but  this,  that,  and  so  forth."  If 
this  old  chief  had  to  eat  humble  pie,  his  brave  adversaries  were 
anxious  that  he  should  gobble  up  his  portion  as  quickly  as  possible, 
and  turned  away  their  honest  old  heads  as  he  swallowed  it  One 
of  the  party  told  his  wife  of  the  quarrel  which  had  arisen,  but 
Baynes  never  did  **  I  declare,  sir,"  Philip  used  to  say,  '*  had  she 
known  anything  about  the  quarrel  that  night,  Mrs.  Baynes  would 
have  made  her  husband  turn  out  of  bed  at. midnight,  and  challenge 
his  old  friends  over  again  I "  But  then  there  was  no  love  between 
Philip  and  Mrs.  Baynes,  and  in  those  whom  he  hates  he  is 
atvustomed  to  see  little  good. 

Thus,  any  gentle  reader  who  expected  to  be  treated  to  an  account 
of  the  breakage  of  the  sixth  commandment  will  close  this  chapter 
disappointed.  Those  stout  olil  rusty  swords  which  were  fetched  ofi 
their  hooks  by  the  warriors,  their  owners,  were  returned  undrawn 
to  their  flannel  cases.  Hands  were  shaken  after  a  fashion — at  least 
no  blood  was  she<l  But,  though  the  wonls  spoken  between  the  old 
boys  were  civil  enough.  Bunch,  MacWhirter,  and  the  Doctor  could 
not  alter  their  opinion  that  Philip  had  been  hanlly  used,  and  that 
the  benefactor  of  his  family  merited  a  Itietter  treatment  from  General 
Baynes 

Meanwhile,  that  lienefactor  strode  home  through  the  rain  in  a 
state  of  perfect  rapture  The  rain  refreshed  him,  as  did  his  own 
tears  The  dearest  little  maiden  ha<l  sunk  for  a  moment  on  his 
hemrt,  and,  as  she  lay  there,  a  thrill  of  ho|>e  vibrated  through  his 
whole  frame.  Her  father  s  old  friends  had  helil  out  a  hand  to  him, 
mud  bid  him  not  desfuiir.  Blow  wind,  fall  autumn  rains !  In  the 
midnight,  under  the  gusty  trees,  amidst  which  the  lam})s  of  the 
r^verberet  are  tossing,  the  young  fellow  strides  back  to  his  lodgings. 
He  is  poor  and  unhappy,  but  he  has  Hope  along  with  him.  He 
looks  at  a  certain  breast-button  of  his  old  coat  ere  he  takes  it  off  to 
sleep.  **  Her  cheek  was  lying  there,'*  he  thinks — "just  there." 
My  poor  little  Charlotte  !  what  could  she  have  done  to  the  breast- 
button  of  the  old  coat  ? 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

IN  WHICH  MRS.  UACWHIRTER  HAS  A  HEW  BOSKET 

NOW  though  the  unhappy  Philip  slept  quite  aoandly,  bo  that 
his  boots,  those  tramp-worn  sentries,  remained  en  faction 
at  his  door  until  quite  a  late  hour  next  morning ;  and  though 
little  Charlotte,  after  a  prayer  or  two,  sank  into  the  sweetest  and 
most  refreshing  girlish  slumber,  Charlotte's  father  and  mother  had 
a  bad  night ;  and,  for  my  part,  I  maintain  that  they  did  not  desore 
a  good  one.  It  was  yery  well  for  Mrs.  Baynes  to  declare  that  it 
was  MacWhirter's  snoring  which  kept  them  awake  (Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Mac  being  lo<lged  in  the  bedroom  oyer  their  relatiyes) — I  don't  say 
a  snoring  neighbour  is  pleasant — but  what  a  bedfellow  is  a  bad 
conscience !  Under  Mrs.  Baynes's  nightK»ip  the  grim  eyes  lie  open 
all  night ;  on  Baynes's  pillow  is  a  silent  wakeful  head  that  hears 
the  hours  tolL  ''  A  plague  upon  the  young  man ! "  thinks  the 
female  bonnet  de  nuit ;  **  how  dare  he  come  in  and  disturb  every- 
thing ?  How  pale  Charlotte  will  look  to-morrow  when  Mrs.  Hely 
cjills  with  her  son  !  When  she  has  been  crying  she  looks  hideous, 
and  her  eyelids  and  nose  are  quite  red.  She  may  fly  out  and  say 
something  wicked  and  al)3urd,  as  she  did  to-day.  I  wish  I  had 
never  seen  that  insolent  young  man,  with  his  carroty  beard  and 
vulgar  blucher  boots !  If  my  boys  were  grown  up,  he  should  not 
come  hectoring  about  the  house  as  he  does  ;  th^i/  would  soon  find 
a  way  of  punishing  his  impudence  !  "  Baulked  revenge  and  a  hungry 
disappointment,  I  think,  are  keeping  tiiat  old  woman  awake ;  and. 
if  she  hears  the  hours  tolling,  it  is  because  wicked  thoughts  make 
her  sleepless. 

As  for  Baynes,  I  believe  that  old  man  is  awake,  because  he  is 
awake  to  the  shabbiness  of  his  own  conduct.  His  conscience  hi\& 
got  the  better  of  him,  which  he  has  l>een  trying  to  bully  out  of  doors. 
Do  what  he  will,  that  reflocticm  forces  itself  upon  him.  Mac, 
Bunch,  and  the  Doctor  all  saw  the  thing  at  once,  and  went  deoil 
against  him.  He  waute<l  to  break  his  wonl  to  a  young  fellow,  who, 
whatever  his  faults  might  be,  had  acted  most  nobly  and  generously 
by  the  Baynes  family.  He  might  have  \\cen  mined  but  for  Philip's 
forbearance ;  and  showed  his  gratitude  by  brcjiking  his  promise  to  the 
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young  fellow.  He  wsa  a  henpecked  ninn — that  was  the  fact.  Ho 
allowtil  liis  wife  to  ^-ovem  him :  ihut  little  olil  plain  caiitankeroiis 
woniftn  usleep  yonder.  Asleep  was  sliel  No.  He  knew  e\ie 
waaa't,  Both  were  lying  quite  still,  wide  awake,  piireiiin;^  their 
(liBinal  thouf^hts.  Only  Charles  wait  owning  that  he  was  a  sinner, 
whilst  Eiim  his  wife,  in  a  rage  at  her  last  defeat,  wits  meditating 
how  she  could  i»ntiuue  and  still  win  her  battle. 

Then  Baynes  reflerts  liuw  persevering  his  wife  is ;  how,  all 
through  life,  she  has  vonie  back  and  Itack  and  Iwick  to  her  point, 
until  be  has  enrlod  by  an  almost  utter  subjugation.  He  will  resist 
I'ur  a  day  :  she  wilt  tight  for  a  year,  for  a  life.  If  ouce  she  hutes 
■•eopte,  the  sentiment  ulways  remains  with  her  frenb  and  lively. 
Her  jealousy  never  iliea  ;  nor  her  desire  to  nde.  What  a  life  slie 
will  lead  |KM)r  Oliarlutu  now  she  has  declurnl  against  Philip. 
The  poor  L-hiUI  will  be  subject  to  a  ilreiulful  tyranny :  the  father 
knows  it.  As  soon  an  lie  leuvea  the  house  on  bis  ilaily  walks  the 
fprl's  torture  will  begin.  Baynes  knows  how  his  wife  can  torture 
a  woman.  As  she  groans  i}iit  a  hollow  cough  from  her  bed  in 
the  midnight,  the  guilty  man  lies  quite  mum  under  his  own 
counterpane.  If  she  fencies  lum  awake,  it  will  be  hit  turn  to 
retrive  the  torture.  Ah,  Othello,  mon  ami!  when  you  look 
round  at  married  life,  and  know  what  you  know,  don't  you  wonder 
that  the  Inlster  ia  not  used  a  great  deal  more  freely  on  both  sides  I 
Horrible  cynicism  !  Yes— I  know.  These  propositions  aen-ed 
raw  are  savage,  nnd  shock  your  sensibility ;  cooked  with  a  little 
piquant  sauce,  they  are  welcome  at  quite  polite  tables. 

"  Poor  child  !  Yes,  by  George  !  What  a  life  her  mother  will 
lead  her!"  thinks  the  General,  ndling  uneasy  on  the  midnight 
pillow.  "  No  rest  for  her,  day  or  night,  until  she  marries  the  man 
of  her  mother's  choosing.  And  she  has  a  delicate  chest— Martin 
says  she  haa  ;  and  she  wants  ciioxing  and  southing,  and  pretty 
rH>oxing  she  will  liave  from  mamma ' ' '  Then,  I  daresay,  the  past 
riucfl  up  in  that  wakeful  old  nians  uncomfortable  memorj-.  His 
liitic  Charlotte  is  a  child  again,  laughing  on  his  knee,  and  playing 
with  his  accoutrements  as  he  comes  home  from  {loratle.  He  re- 
members the  fever  which  she  had,  when  she  would  take  medicine 
from  iiu  other  hand ;  ami  how,  though  silent  with  her  mother, 
with  him  she  would  never  tire  of  prattling,  jirattling.  Guilt- 
stricken  old  man!  are  those  tears  trickling  down  thy  old  nose? 
It  is  midnight.  We  cannot  see.  When  you  brought  her  to  the 
rirer,  and  jiarted  with  her  to  send  her  to  Europe,  how  the  little 
maid  clung  to  you,  and  cried,  "  Pnpa,  papa  !  "  Staggering  up  the 
stepB  of  llie  ghaut,  how  you  wept  yourself^ yes,  wept  tears  of 
pa^onatc  tender  grief  at  twrting  with  the  darling  of  your  souL 
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And  now,  deliberately,  and  for  the  sake  of  money,  you  stab  ber 
to  the  heart,  and  break  your  plighted  honour  to  your  chUd.  '*  And 
it  is  yonder  cruel,  shrivelled,  bilious,  plain  old  woman  who  makes 
me  do  all  this,  and  trample  on  my  darling  and  torture  her !  **  be 
thinks.  In  Zoffany's  fisimous  picture  of  GhOTick  and  Mrs.  PHtdiarcl 
as  Macbeth  and  Lady  Macbeth,  Macbeth  stands  in  an  attitude 
hideously  contorted  and  constrained,  while  Lady  Mac  is  firm  and 
easy.  Was  this  the  actor's  art,  or  the  poet's  device)  Baynes  is 
wretched,  then.  He  is  wrung  with  remorse,  and  shame  and  pity. 
Well,  I  am  glad  of  it  Old  man,  old  man !  how  darest  thou  to 
cause  that  child's  tender  little  bosom  to  bleed  t  How  bilious  he 
looks  the  next  morning !  I  declare  as  yellow  as  his  grim  old  wife. 
When  Mrs.  General  6.  hears  the  children  their  lessons,  how  she 
will  scold  them !  It  is  my  belief  she  will  bark  through  the 
morning  chapter,  and  scarce  understand  a  word  of  its  meaning. 
As  for  Charlotte,  when  she  appears  with  red  eyes,  and  ever  so 
little  colour  in  her  round  cheek,  there  is  that  in  her  look  and 
demeanour  which  warns  her  motlier  to  refrain  from  too  &miliar 
abuse  or  scolding  The  girl  is  in  rebellion  All  day  Char  was  in 
a  feverish  state,  her  eyes  flashing  war.  There  was  a  song  which 
Philip  loved  in  those  days  :  the  song  of  Ruth  Char  sat  down  to 
the  piano,  and  sang  it  with  a  strange  energy.  '*  Thy  people  shall 
be  my  people '' — she  sang  with  all  her  heart — *'  and  thy  Giod  my 
Qod !  **  The  slave  had  risen.  The  little  heart  was  in  arms  and 
mutiny.     The  mother  was  8<*ared  by  her  defiance. 

As  for  the  guilty  old  father :  pursued  by  the  fiend  remorse,  he 
fled  early  from  his  house,  and  read  all  the  papers  at  Galignanis 
without  comprehending  them.  Madly  reganlless  of  expense,  he 
then  plunge<l  into  one  of  thase  luxurious  restaurants  in  the  Palais 
Royal,  where  you  get  soup,  three  dishes,  a  sweet,  ami  a  pint  of 
delicious  wine  for  two  frongs,  by  George !  But  all  the  luxuries 
there  presented  to  him  could  not  drive  away  care,  or  creiite  apjjetite 
Then  the  poor  old  wretch  went  otf,  and  siiw  a  ballet  at  the 
Grand  Opera,  In  vain.  The  pink  nymphs  had  not  the  slightest 
fa/^ination  for  hiuL  He  hardly  wjis  aware  of  their  ogles,  bounds, 
and  capers.  He  saw  a  little  maid  with  round  sad  eyes — his 
Iphigenia  whom  he  was  stabbing.  He  took  more  brandy  and 
water  at  caf^s  on  his  way  home.  In  vain,  in  vain,  I  tell  ywi ! 
The  old  wife  was  sitting  up  f>r  liim,  scare<l  at  the  unusual  absence 
of  herlonl.  She  dared  not  remonstrate  with  liim  wiien  he  retumeii. 
His  face  was  piilc.  His  eyes  were  fierce  and  bliKxlsliot.  When 
the  Greneral  ha<l  a  particular  look,  Eliza  Bjiynes  cowered  in 
silence.  Mac,  the  two  sisters,  un<i,  I  think,  Colonel  Bunch  (but 
on  this  point  my  iufonuaut,  Philip,  cannot  be  sure)  were  having  a 
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dreary  rubber  when  the  General  came  in.  Mrs.  B.  knew  by  the 
General^s  fiice  that  he  had  been  having  recourse  to  alcoholic 
Btimulufl.  But  she  dared  not  si)eak.  A  tiger  in  a  jungle  was 
not  more  savage  than  Baynes  sometimes.  '* Where's  Chart*' 
he  asked  in  his  dreadful,  his  Bluebeard  voice.  '*Char  was  gone 
to  bed,"  said  mamma,  sorting  her  trumiw.  **  Hm !  Augoost, 
Odevee,  Osho ! "  Did  Eliza  Baynes  interfere,  though  she  knew 
he  had  had  enough  t  As  soon  interfere  with  a  tiger,  and  tell  him 
he  had  eaten  enough  Sepoy.  After  Lady  Macl)cth  had  induced 
Mac  to  go  through  that  business  with  Duncan,  depend  upon  it,  she 
was  very  deferential  and  respectful  to  her  general.  No  groans, 
prayers,  remorses  could  avail  to  bring  his  lute  Majesty  back  to  life 
again.  As  for  you,  old  man,  though  your  deed  is  ilone,  it  is  not 
past  recalling.  Though  you  have  withdrawn  from  your  word  on  a 
sordid  money  pretext ;  ma<lc  two  hearts  miserable,  stabbe<i  cnielly 
that  one  which  vou  love  best  in  the  world ;  acted  with  wicked 
ingratitude  towards  a  young  man,  wiio  has  been  nobly  forgiving 
towards  you  and  yours  ;  and  an^  sulTering  with  nige  and  remorse, 
you  own  your  crime  to  yourself; — your  deed  is  not  past  recalling 
yet  You  may  soothe  that  anguish  and  ilry  those  tears.  It  is 
but  an  act  of  resolution  on  your  fmrt,  and  a  firm  resumption  of 
your  marital  authority.  Mrs.  Baynes,  after  her  crime,  is  quite 
humble  and  gentle.  She  has  half  munlcred  her  child,  and  stretched 
Philip  on  an  infernal  rack  of  torture ;  but  she  is  quite  civil  to 
everybody  at  Madame's  house.  Not  one  word  does  she  say 
respecting  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch's  outbreak  of  the  night  before.  She 
talks  to  sister  Emily  about  Paris,  the  fashions,  and  Emily's  walks 
on  the  Boulevard  and  the  Palais  Royal  with  her  Msyor.  She 
bestows  ghastly  smiles  u|H)n  Run<lry  lodgers  at  table.  She  thanks 
Augoost  when  he  serves  her  at  dinner — and  says,  '*  Ah,  madame, 
que  le  boof  est  bong  aigounrhui,  rien  que  j'aime  comme  le  potofou. 
Oh,  you  old  hypocrite !  But  you  know  I,  for  my  part,  always 
disliked  the  woman,  and  said  her  good-humour  was  more  de- 
testable than  her  anger.  You  hypocrite!  I  say  again  :-— ay,  and 
avow  that  there  were  other  hyixxrrites  at  the  table,  as  you  shall 
presently  hear. 

When  Baynes  got  an  opiH)rtunity  of  speaking  unobserved,  as  he 
thought,  to  Madame,  you  may  lie  sun^  the  guilty  wretch  asked  her 
how  his  little  Charlotte  waM.  Mrn.  Biiyiios  tnimiKHl  her  partner's 
best  heart  at  that  moment,  but  prt^tended  to  observe  or  overhear 
nothing.  "  She  goes  l)ettcr — sin*  Klee|»8,"  Mndanie  said.  "  Mr.  the 
I>octor  Martin  has  conin)ande<l  her  a  calniiii*;  |N)tion."  And  what 
if  I  were  to  tell  you  that  MiinclMNly  had  tak<Mi  a  little  letter  fn)m 
Charlotte,  and  actually  had  given  fifteen  sous  to  a  Savoyard  youth 
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to  convey  that  letter  to  somebody  else  t  What  if  I  were  to  tell  yoa 
that  the  party  to  whom  that  letter  was  addressed,  straightway 
wrote  an  answer — directed  to  Madame  de  Smolensk,  of  courBel 
I  know  it  was  very  wrong ;  but  I  suspect  Philip's  prescription  did 
quite  as  much  good  as  Dr.  Martin's,  and  don't  intend  to  be  very 
angry  with  Madame  for  consulting  the  unlicensed  practitioDer. 
Don't  preach  to  me,  madam,  about  morality,  and  dangerous 
examples  set  to  young  people.  Even  at  your  present  mature  age, 
and  with  your  dear  daughters  around  you,  if  your  ladyship  goes 
to  hear  the  "  Barber  of  Seville,"  on  which  side  are  yoor  sympathies 
— on  Dr.  Bartoio's,  or  Miss  Rosina's  ? 

Although,  then,  Mrs.  Baynes  was  most  respectful  to  her 
husband,  and  by  many  grim  blandishments,  humble  appeals,  and 
forced  humiliations,  strove  to  conciliate  and  soothe  him,  the  General 
turned  a  dark  lowering  face  upon  the  partner  of  his  existence :  her 
dismal  smiles  were  no  longer  pleasing  to  him:  he  returned  curt 
"  Ohs ! "  and  "  Ahs  ! "  to  her  remarks.  When  Mrs.  Hely  and  her 
son  and  her  daughter  drove  up  in  their  family  coach  to  pay  yet  a 
second  visit  to  the  Baynes  fiunily,  the  General  flew  in  a  passion, 
and  cried,  "  Bless  my  soul,  Eliza,  you  can't  think  of  receiving 
visitors,  with  our  poor  child  sick  in  the  next  roomt  It's 
inhuman ! "  The  scared  woman  ventured  on  no  remonstrances. 
She  was  so  frightened  that  she  did  not  attempt  to  scold  the 
younger  cliildren.  She  took  a  piece  of  work,  and  sat  amongst 
them,  furtively  weeping.  Their  artless  queries  and  unreasonable 
laughter  stabbed  and  punished  the  matron.  You  see  people  do 
wrong,  though  they  are  long  past  fifty  years  of  age.  It  is  not  only 
the  scholars,  but  the  ushers,  and  the  head-master  himself,  who 
sometimes  deserve  a  chastisement.  I,  for  my  part,  hope  to  re- 
member this  sweet  tnith,  though  I  live  into  the  year  1900. 

To  those  other  ladies  boaniing  at  Madaine's  establishment,  to 
Mrs.  Mac  and  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  though  they  had  declaretl 
against  him,  and  expressed  their  opinions  in  the  frankest  way  on 
the  night  of  the  battle  royal,  the  General  was  provokingly  polite 
and  amiable.  They  had  said,  but  twenty-four  hours  since,  that  the 
General  was  a  brute  ;  and  Lord  Chesterfield  could  not  have  been 
more  polite  to  a  lovely  young  duchess  than  was  Baynes  to  these 
matrons  next  day.  You  have  heai-d  how  Mrs.  Mac  had  a  strong 
desire  to  possess  a  new  Paris  bonnet,  so  that  she  might  appear  with 
proper  lustre  among  the  ladies  on  the  promenade  at  Tours  ?  Major 
and  Mrs.  Mac  and  Mrs.  Bunch  talke<l  of  going  to  the  Palais  Royal 
(where  MacWhirter  said  he  had  remarked  some  uncommonly  neat 
things,  by  George!  «t  the  comer  shop  under  the  glass  gallery). 
On  this,  Baynes  started  up,  and  said   he  would  accompany  his 
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friends,  adding,  "  You  know,  Emily,  I  promised  you  a  hat  ever  so 
long  ago !  "  And  those  four  went  away  together,  an<l  not  one  offer 
(lid  Baynes  make  to  liis  wife  to  join  the  party ;  though  her  best 
V>onnet,  poor  thing,  was  a  dreadfully  old  performance,  with  moulting 
feathers,  rumple<l  ribbons,  tarnished  flowers  an<l  lace,  bought  in  St. 
Martin's  Alley  months  and  montlis  before.  Emily,  to  be  sure,  said 
to  her  sister,  "  Eliza,  won't  y(m  be  of  the  party  ?  We  can  take  the 
omnibus  at  the  comer,  which  will  land  us  at  the  very  gate."  But 
as  Emily  gave  this  unlucky  invitation,  the  General's  face  wore  an 
expression  of  ill-will  so  savage  and  terrific,  that  Eliza  Baynes  said, 
"  No,  thank  you,  Emily ;  Charlotte  is  still  unwell,  and  I — I  may 
be  wanted  at  home."  And  the  party  went  away  without  Mrs. 
Baynes ;  and  they  were  absent  I  don't  know  how  long :  and  Emily 
MacWhirter  came  back  to  the  boarding-house  in  a  bonnet — the 
sweetest  thing  you  ever  saw  ! — green  piqu^  velvet,  with  a  ruche 
full  of  rosebuds,  and  a  bird  of  paradise  perche<l  on  the  top,  peck- 
ing at  a  bunch  of  the  most  magnificent  grapes,  poppies,  ears  of 
com,  barley,  &c.,  all  indicative  of  the  bounteous  autumn  season. 
Mrs.  General  Baynes  had  to  see  her  sister  retum  home  in  this 
elegant  bonnet ;  to  welcome  her ;  to  acquiesce  in  Emily's  remark 
that  the  General  had  done  the  genteel  thing ;  to  hear  how  the 
party  had  further  been  to  Tortoni's  and  had  ices  :  and  then  to  go 
upstairs  to  her  own  room,  and  look  at  her  own  bsittered  blowsy  oUI 
chaj>eau,  with  its  limp  streamers,  hanging  fnuii  its  peg.  This 
humiliation,  I  say,  Eliza  Baynes  ha<l  to  bear  in  silence,  without 
wincing,  and,  if  possible,  with  a  smile  on  her  face. 

In  consequence  of  circumstances  before  indicated,  Miss  Charlotte 
was  pronounced  to  be  very  much  better  when  her  imjia  retume<l 
from  his  Palais  Royal  trip.  He  found  her  seated  on  Madame's 
sofii,  pale,  but  with  the  wonted  sweetness  in  her  smile.  He  kisseil 
and  caressed   her  with  manv  tender  words.       I  daresav  he  told 

•  » 

her  there  was  notiiing  in  tiie  worid  he  loved  so  nnuh  as  his 
Charlotte.  He  would  never  willingly  do  anything  to  give  her  i»ain, 
never !  She  had  \ycext  his  goo<l  girl,  and  his  blessing,  all  his 
life !  Ah !  that  is  a  prettier  little  picture  to  imagine—  thnt 
repentant  man,  and  his  child  clinging  to  him — than  the  tableau 
overhead,  viz.,  Mrs.  Baynes  looking  at  her  oM  bonnet.  Not  one 
wonl  was  said  aliout  Philip  in  the  talk  l)etween  Baynes  and  Iuh 
daughter,  but  those  tender  ftatemal  looks  and  caresses  carrie<l  hojje 
into  Charlotte's  heart ;  ancl  when  her  pajMi  went  away  (she  said 
afterwanls  to  a  female  friend),  "I  got  up  and  followed  him,  intend- 
ing to  show  him  Philip's  letter.  But  at  the  door  I  saw  mamma 
coming  down  the  stairs  ;  and  she  looko<i  fu)  dreadful,  and  friditene*! 
me  80y  that  I  went  back."     There  are  some  mothers  I  have  heard 
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of^  who  won't  allow  their  dauj^hters  to  read  the  works  of  this 
humble  homilist^  lest  they  should  imbibe  '*  dangerous  "  notions,  Ac. 
&C.  My  good  ladies,  give  them  '*  Goody  Twoshoes  "  if  you  like,  or 
whatever  work,  combining  instruction  and  amusement^  you  think 
most  appropriate  to  their  juvenile  understandings ;  but  I  beseedi 
you  to  be  gentle  with  them.  I  never  saw  people  on  better  tenns 
with  each  other,  more  frank,  affectionate,  and  cordial,  than  the 
parents  and  the  grown-up  young  folks  in  the  United  States.  And 
why  ?  Because  the  children  were  spoiled,  to  be  sure !  I  say  to 
you,  get  the  confidence  of  yours — ^before  the  day  comes  of  rerolt  and 
independence,  after  which  love  retumeth  not. 

Now,  when  Mrs.  Baynes  went  in  to  her  daughter,  who  had 
been  sitting  pretty  comfortably  kissing  her  fi&ther  on  the  so&  in 
Madame's  chamber,  all  those  soft  tremulous  smiles  and  twinkling 
dew-drops  of  compassion  and  forgiveness  which  anon  had  come  to 
soothe  the  little  maid,  fled  from  check  and  eyes.  They  began  to 
flash  again  with  their  febrile  brightness,  and  her  heart  to  throb  with 
dangerous  rapidity.  '*  How  are  you  now  1 "  asks  mamma,  with  her 
deep  voice.  '*  I  am  much  the  same/'  says  the  girl,  beginning  to 
tremble.  '*  Leave  the  child  ;  you  agitate  her,  madam,"  cries  the 
mistress  of  the  house,  coming  in  after  Mrs.  Baynes.  That  sad, 
humiliated,  deserted  mother  goes  out  from  her  daughter's  presence, 
hanging  her  head.  She  put  on  the  poor  old  bonnet,  and  had  a  walk 
that  evening  on  the  Champs  £1ys^  with  her  little  ones,  and 
showe<i  them  Gui<^iol :  she  gave  a  penny  to  Guiipiors  man.  It  is 
my  belief  that  slie  saw  no  more  of  the  performance  than  her  husband 
hatl  seen  of  tlie  ballet  the  night  previous,  when  Taglioni,  and 
Noblet,  and  Duvernav  danced  before  his  liot  eves.  But  then,  vou 
see,  the  hot  eyes  had  been  washed  with  a  refreshing  water  since, 
which  enabled  them  to  view  the  world  much  more  cheerfidly  and 
brightly.  Ah,  gracious  Heaven  gives  us  eyes  to  see  our  own  wrong, 
liowever  dim  age  may  make  them  ;  and  knees  not  too  stiff  to  kneel, 
in  spite  of  years,  cramp,  and  rheumatism !  That  stricken  old 
woman,  then,  treated  her  chiMren  to  the  trivial  comeiiy  of  Guignol. 
Siie  did  not  cry  out  when  the  tw(»  boys  climbed  up  the  trees  of  the 
Elysian  Fiekls,  though  the  guardians  bade  them  descend.  She 
bought  pink  sticks  of  Uirley-sugar  for  tiie  youns:  ones.  Withdraw- 
ing the  glistening  sweetmeats  from  their  lips,  they  ]x)intetl  to  Mrs, 
Hely's  splendid  barouche  as  it  rolle<l  citywards  from  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne.  The  grey  shades  were  falling,  and  Auguste  was  in  the 
act  of  ringing  the  first  dinner-bell  at  Madame  Smolensk's  establish- 
ment, when  Mrs.  General  Baynes  retuniwl  to  her  lodgings. 

Meanwhile,  Aunt  MacWhirter  had  been  to  |>ay  a  \isit  to  little 
Miss  Charlotte,  in  the  new  Ixjunet  which  the  General,  Cliarlotte's 
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papa,  had  bought  for  her.  This  elegant  article  had  furnished  a 
subject  of  pleasing  conversation  between  niece  and  aunt,  who  held 
each  other  in  very  kindly  regard,  and  all  the  details  of  the  bonnet, 
the  blue  flowers,  scarlet  flowers,  grapes,  sheaves  of  com,  lace,  &c., 
were  examine<l  and  admired  in  detail.  Charlotte  remembered  the 
dowdy  old  English  thing  which  Aunt  Mac  wore  when  she  went  out  1 
Charlotte  did  remember  the  bonnet,  and  laughed  when  Mrs.  Mac 
described  how  papa,  in  the  hackney  coach  on  their  return  home, 
insisted  upon  taking  the  old  wretch  of  a  bonnet,  and  flinging  it  out 
of  the  coach  window  into  the  road,  where  an  old  chiflbnnier  passing 
picked  it  up  with  his  iron  hook,  put  it  on  his  own  head,  and  walked 
away  grinning.  I  declare,  at  the  recital  of  this  narrative,  Charlotte 
laughed  as  pleasantly  and  liappily  slr  in  former  days  ;  and,  no  doubt, 
there  were  more  kisses  between  this  poor  little  maid  and  her  aunt. 

Now,  you  will  remark,  that  the  Genend  and  his  party,  though 
they  returned  from  the  Palais  Royal  in  a  hackney  coach,  went 
thither  on  foot,  tw^o  and  two — viz.,  Major  MacWhirter  leading,  and 
giving  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Bunch  (who,  I  promise  you,  knew  the  shops 
in  the  Palais  Royal  well),  and  the  General  following  at  some 
distance,  with  his  sister-in-law  for  a  partner. 

In  that  walk  a  conversation  very  important  to  Charlotte's 
interests  took  place  between  her  aunt  and  her  father. 

**  Ah,  Baynes !  this  is  a  sad  business  alxiut  dearest  Char," 
Mrs.  Mac  broke  out  with  a  sigh. 

'*  It  is,  indeed,  Emily,"  says  the  Genend,  with  a  very  sad  groan 
on  bis  part. 

**  It  goes  to  my  heart  to  see  you,  Baynes ;  it  goes  to  Mac's 
heart.  We  talked  about  it  ever  so  late  last  night.  You  were 
suffering  dreadfully ;  and  all  the  brandy-pawnee  in  the  world  won't 
cure  you,  Charles." 

**  No,  faith,"  says  the  General,  with  a  dismal  screw  of  the 
mouth.  '*You  see,  Emily,  to  see  that  chihl  suffer  tears  my  heart 
<  ut — by  George,  it  dtH's.  She  has  l)een  the  best  child,  and  the 
nio^t  gentle,  and  the  merriest,  and  the  most  ol)e<lient,  and  I  never 
had  a  word  of  fault  to  find  with  her  :  and-  poo-<x)h  !  "  Here  the 
General's  eyes,  which  have  been  winking  with  extreme  mpidity, 
give  way ;  and  at  the  signal  pooh  !  there  issue  out  from  them  two 
streams  of  that  eye- water  which  we  have  Siiid  is  sometimes  so  good 
for  the  sight. 

**  My  dear  kind  Charles,  you  were  always  a  good  creature,"  says 
Emily,  patting  the  arm  o!i  which  hers  rests.  Meanwhile  Major- 
General  Baynes,  C.B.,  puts  his  bamboo  cane  un<ler  his  disengaj^ed 
arm,  extracts  from  his  hind  ]MN*ket  a  Hue  lar^'o  yellow  bandaima 
pocket-handkerchief,  and  ]uM'fonns  a   pnxligious  loud  obbligato — 
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just  under  the  spray  of  the  Rond-point  fountain,  opposite  the 
Bridge  of  the  Invalides,  over  which  poor  Philip  has  tramped  many 
and  many  a  day  and  night  to  see  his  little  maid. 

'*  Have  a  care  with  your  cane,  then,  old  imbecile !  '*  cries  an 
approaching  foot-passenger,  whom  the  Greneral  meets  and  charges 
with  his  iron  ferule. 

**  MiUe  pardong,  mosoo ;  je  vous  demande  mille  pardong,"  says 
the  old  man,  quite  meekly. 

"  You  are  a  good  soul,  Charles,"  the  lady  continues ;  "  and  my 
little  Char  is  a  darling.  You  never  would  have  done  this  of  your 
own  accord.  Mercy  !  And  see  what  it  was  coming  to !  Mac  only 
told  me  last  night.  You  horrid  bloodthirsty  creature !  Two 
challenges — and  dearest  Mac  as  hot  as  pepper!  Oh,  Charles 
Baynes,  I  tremble  when  I  think  of  the  danger  from  which  you 
have  all  been  rescued !  Suppose  you  brought  home  to  Eliza — 
suppose  dearest  Mac  brought  home  to  me  killed  by  this  arm  on 
which  I  am  leaning.  Oh,  it  is  drearlful,  dreadful !  We  are  sinners 
all,  that  we  are,  Baylies  ! " 

**  I  humbly  ask  pardon  for  having  thought  of  a  great  crime.  I 
ask  pardon,"  says  the  General,  very  pale  and  solemn 

''If  you  had  killed  dear  Mac,  woidd  you  ever  have  had  rest 
again,  Charles?*' 

"  No :  I  think  not.  I  should  not  deserve  it,'*  answers  the 
contrite  Bavnes. 

**  Vou  have  a  good  heart.  It  was  not  j/ou  who  did  this.  I 
know  who  it  was.  She  always  had  a  dreadful  temper.  The  way 
in  which  she  used  to  torture  our  poor  dear  Louisa  who  is  dead.  I 
can  hardly  forgive  now,  Baynes.  PcK>r  suffering  angel !  EIiz;i  was 
at  her  beilside  naggin*:^  and  torturin*:  her  up  to  the  very  last  day. 
Did  you  ever  see  her  with  nurses  and  servants  in  India  1  The  way 
in  which  she  treated  them  was " 

*'  Don't  sav  anv  more.  1  am  aware  of  mv  wife's  faults  of 
temper.  Heaven  knows  it  has  made  me  suffer  enough  !  '  says  the 
General,  hanging  his  head  down. 

"Whv,  man — do  vou  intend  to  <nve  wav  to  her  altogether? 
I  said  to  Mac  last  niirht,  '  Mac,  does  he  intend  to  idve  way  to  her 
altogether  ?  The  "  Army  List  '  doesn't  contain  the  name  of  a 
braver  man  than  Charles  Baynes.  ami  is  my  sister  EViza  to  nde 
him  entirely,  Mac  ] '  I  siiid.  Xo,  if  you  stand  up  to  Eliza,  I  know 
from  experience  she  will  trive  way.  We  have  had  quarrels,  scores 
and  hundreds,  as  you  know,  Baynes." 

**  Faith,  I  do,"  owns  the  General,  with  a  sad  smile  on  his 
countenance. 

"And  sometimes  she  has  had  the  Ix^st  and  sometimes  I  have 
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had  the  best,  Baynes  !  But  I  never  yielded,  as  you  do,  without  a 
fi^ht  for  my  own.  No,  never,  Baynes !  And  me  and  Mac  are 
shocked,  I  tell  you  fairly,  when  we  see  the  way  in  which  you  give 
up  to  her ! " 

'*  Come,  come !  I  think  you  have  told  me  often  enough  that  I 
am  henpecked,'*  says  the  Greneral. 

"And  you  give  up  not  yourself  only,  Charles,  but  your  dear 
dear  child — poor  little  suffering  love  !  " 

"The  young  man's  a  beggar!"  cries  the  General,  biting  his 
lips. 

"What  were  you,  what  was  Mac  and  me  when  we  married? 
We  hadn't  much  beside  our  pay,  had  we?  we  rubbed  on  through 
bod  weather  and  goo<l,  managing  as  best  we  could,  loving  esich  other, 
(jiimI  be  praised !  An<I  here  we  are,  owing  nobody  anything,  and 
me  going  to  liave  a  new  bonnet ! "  and  she  tossed  up  her  head,  ami 
gave  her  companion  a  good-natured  look  through  her  twinkling 
eyes. 

"  Emily,  you  have  a  good  heart !  that's  the  truth,"  says  the 
General. 

"  And  you  have  a  good  heart,  Charles,  as  sure  as  my  name's 
MacWhirter ;  and  I  want  you  to  act  upon  it,  and  I  propose " 

"What?" 

"  Well,  I  propose  that "     But  now  they  have  reached  the 

Tuileries  ganlen  gates,  and  piiss  through,  and  continue  their  conver- 
sation in  the  midst  of  such  a  hubbub  that  we  cannot  overhear  them. 
They  cross  the  garden,  and  so  make  their  way  into  the  Palais  Royal, 
and  the  purchase  of  the  Umnct  takes  place;  and  in  the  midst  of 
the  excitement  occasioned  by  t/uit  event,  of  course,  all  discussion  of 
domestic  affairs  becomes  uninteresting. 

But  the  gist  of  Baynes's  talk  with  his  sister-in-law  may  be 
<iivined  from  the  conversation  which  presently  occurred  between 
( 'harlotte  and  her  aunt.  Charlotte  did  not  come  in  to  the  public 
dinner.  She  was  too  weak  for  that ;  and  "  t/n  ^^on  bouillon  "  and 
a  wing  of  fowl  were  serve*!  to  her  in  the  private  apartment  where 
f»he  hafl  been  reclining  all  day.  At  ileHsert,  however,  Mrs.  Mac- 
WTiirter  took  a  fine  bunch  of  grapes  and  a  plump  rosy  peach  from 
the  table,  and  carried  them  to  the  little  maid,  nnd  their  interview 
may  be  described  with  sufficient  ac<*unicy,  though  it  passed  without 
other  witnesses. 

From  the  outbreak  on  the  ni^ht  of  (juarrels,  Charlotte  knew 
that  her  aunt  was  her  friend.  The  i,'lan(H»«  of  Mrs.  MacWhirter's 
eyes,  and  the  expn^on  of  her  iKmny  homely  face,  told  her  Hym|»athy 
to  the  girl.  There  were  no  pallors  now,  no  aiiirry  j:lanc(»H,  no  heart- 
beating.  Miss  Char  could  even  make  a  little  joke  when  her  aunt 
11  2v 
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appeared,   and  say,  ''What  beautiful  grapes!     Why,  aimti  yoa 
must  have  taken  them  out  of  the  new  bonnet." 

"  You  should  have  had  the  bird  of  paradise,  too,  detr,  only  I 
see  you  have  not  eaten  your  chicken.  She  is  a  kind  woman, 
Madame  Smolensk.  I  like  her.  She  gives  very  nice  dinnenb  1 
can't  think  how  she  does  it  for  the  money,  I  am  sure ! " 

*'  She  has  been  very  very  kind  to  me ;  and  I  love  her  with  all 
inv  heart  I  "  cries  Charlotte. 

"  Poor  darling !  We  have  all  our  trials,  and  yours  have  hegaa, 
mv  love ! " 

*'  Yes,  indeed,  aunt ! ''  whimpers  the  young  person ;  apoD  which 
osculation  possibly  takes  place. 

''  My  dear !  when  your  papa  took  me  to  buy  the  bonnet,  we 
had  a  long  talk,  and  it  was  about  you." 

''  About  me,  aunt  ? "  warbles  Miss  Charlotte. 

'*  He  would  not  take  mamma ;  he  would  only  go  with  me, 
alone.  I  knew  he  wanted  to  say  something  about  you ;  and  what 
do  you  think  it  was  1  My  dear,  you  have  been  very  much  agitated 
here.  You  and  your  poor  mamma  are  likely  to  disagree  for  some 
time.  She  will  drag  you  to  those  balls  and  fine  paitiea^  and  bring 
you  those  Jine  jxirfners" 

**  Oh,  I  hate  them  ! ''  ones  Charlotte.  Poor  little  WaUni^bam 
Hely,  what  had  he  done  to  be  hated  ? 

'*  Well.  It  is  not  for  me  to  speak  of  a  mother  to  her  own 
daujjhtcT.  But  you  know  iiiamiua  has  a  icay  with  her.  She 
exix*c*t.s  to  be  oU'ved.  She  will  give  you  no  peatre.  She  will  come 
back  to  hiT  \m\\i  ainiiu  und  a<raiii.  You  know  how  she  speaks  of 
some  one  -  a  riTtaiii  ^M*ntlt'inan  l  If  ever  she  sees  him,  she  will  be 
rude  to  him.  ^Manima  can  Ik;  nide  at  tiiues — that  I  must  say  of 
my  own  sistcT.     As  lou^  as  you  remain  here '' 

"  Oh,  aunt,  aunt !  Don't  take  me  away,  don't  take  me  away ! '' 
cries  Charlotto. 

**  My  doan.*st,  are  you  afniid  of  your  old  aunt,  and  your  Uncle 
Ma*',  who  is  so  kind,  and  has  always  loveil  you  \  Major  Mac- 
Whirter  has  a  will  of  his  own,  too,  thouirh  of  course  I  make  no 
allusions.  We  know  how  admirably  somebody  has  behaved  t" 
your  family.  SonirbtMly  who  has  l>een  most  nivmiU/Mt/  tre:iteil. 
though  of  course  I  make  no  allusions.  If  you  have  given  away 
your  heart  to  your  fathers  nrtnttM  Uwfactor^  do  you  supjK)se  I 
and  Unch^  Mac  will  quarrel  with  you  !  When  Eliza  marrie<l  Baynes 
(your  father  was  a  penniless  subaltern,  then,  my  tlear, — and  my 
sister  was  rertainly  neither  a  fortune  nor  a  beauty),  didn't  she  go  dead 
Uirainst  the  wishes  of  <////•  father  .'  (Vrtainlv  she  did  !  But  ^lic 
ttaid  she  wa^*  ui' a^'e — that  slu'  was,  an<i  a  great  deal  more,  too-  — 
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and  ghe  would  do  as  she  liked,  and  she  made  Baynes  marry  her. 
Wliy  shoidd  you  be  afraid  of  coming  to  us,  love  ?  You  are  nearer 
somebody  here,  but  can  you  see  him  t  Your  mamma  will  never  let 
you  go  out,  but  she  will  follow  you  like  a  shadow.  You  may  write 
to  him.  Don't  tell  me,  child.  Haven't  I  been  young  myself  t 
anti  when  there  was  a  difficulty  between  Mac  and  (MX)r  papa,  didn't 
Mac  write  to  me,  though  he  hates  letters,  |K)or  dear,  and  certainly 
iH  (I  itick  at  them?  And,  though  we  were  forbidden,  had  we  not 
twenty  ways  of  telegraphing  to  each  other  1  Law !  your  poor  dear 
L^nitidfathor  was  in  such  a  rage  with  nie  once,  when  he  found  one, 
that  he  took  down  his  great  buggy  whip  to  me,  a  gn>wn  girl ! " 

Charlotte,  who  has  plenty  of  humour,  would  have  laughed  at 
this  confession  some  other  time,  but  now  slie  was  too  much  agitated 
by  that  invitation  to  quit  Paris,  which  her  aunt  had  just  given  her. 
(juit  Paris  7  Lose  the  chance  of  seeing  her  dearest  friend,  her  pro- 
tector !  If  he  was  not  with  her,  was  he  not  near  her  ?  Yes,  near 
her  always !  On  that  horrible  night,  when  uU  was  so  desperate, 
did  not  her  champion  burst  forward  to  her  n^scue  ?  Oh,  the  dearest 
and  bravest !     Oh,  the  tender  and  true  ! 

*'  You  are  not  listening,  you  |)oor  child ! "  said  Aunt  Mac,  sur- 
veying her  niece  with  looks  of  kindness.  *^  Now  listen  to  me  once 
more.  Whisper  ! "  And  sitting  down  on  the  settee  by  Charlotte's 
side.  Aunt  Emily  first  kissed  the  girl's  round  cheek,  and  then 
whispered  into  her  ear. 

Never,  I  de<*lare,  was  medicine  so  efficacious,  or  rapid  of  effect, 
as  that  wondrous  distilment  which  Aunt  Emily  }K)ureii  into  her 
niw-e's  ear !  "  Oh,  you  goose  ! "  she  began  by  saying,  and  the  rest 
of  the  chann  she  whisfiered  into  that  |)early  little  pink  shell  round 
which  Miss  Charlotte's  soft  brown  ringlets  clustentl.  Such  a  sweet 
blush  rose  straightway  to  the  cheek !  Such  sweet  lifts  began  to 
rry,  "  Oh,  you  tlear  dear  aunt,"  and  then  began  to  kiss  aunt's  kind 
fa4-e,  that,  I  dei*lare,  if  I  knew  the  spell,  I  would  like  to  pronounce 
it  right  off,  with  ouch  a  sweet  young  patient  to  practise  on. 

*•  When  do  we  g(>?  To-morrow,  aunt,  n'e8t-<*<»  |«is1  Oh,  I  am 
ijuite  stron;: !  never  felt  ho  well  in  my  lite  !  I'll  mu  and  {uiek  up 
this  instant,''  cries  the  young  jtcrson. 

**  Doucement !  Pajxa  knows  of  the  plan.  Indee<l,  it  was  he 
who  prot>os4><l  it." 

"  Dwirest,  iHjst  father  ! "  ejaculates  Miss  Charlotte. 

"  But  mamma  does  not ;  and  if  you  ^how  yiiurnelf  very  eager, 
(Miarlotte,  she  may  object,  you  know.  Heaven  forbid  that  /  should 
eounsel  dissimulation  to  a  child  !  but  under  the  cirrumstani-es,  my 

love At  li»ast  I  own  what  liap|M»iK»il  l»etween  Mae  ami  me. 

Law  !  /  didn't  ran*  for  |ki|ki's  huggy  whip !     I  knew  it  woulil  not 
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hurt ;  and  as  for  Baynei^  I  am  Bare  he  would  not  hurt  a  fly.  Nerer 
was  man  more  sorry  for  what  he  has  done.  He  told  me  so  wfaOst 
we  walked  away  from  the  bonnet-shop^  whilst  he  was  carrying  mr 
old  yellow.  We  met  somebody  near  the  Booise.  How  sad  be 
looked,  and  how  handsome,  too !  /  bowed  to  him,  and  kissed  mr 
hand  to  him,  that  is,  the  knob  of  my  parasol  VwptL  couldn't  shake 
hands  with  him,  because  of  my  bonnet  you  know,  in  the  brown 
pi^ier  bag.  He  has  a  grand  beard,  indeed!  He  looked  like  a 
wounded  lion.  I  said  so  to  papa.  And  I  said,  *It  is  yon  who 
wound  him,  Charles  Baynes ! '  'I  know  that^'  papa  said.  *  I  hare 
been  thinking  of  it.  I  can't  sleep  at  night  for  thinking  about  it : 
and  it  makes  me  dee'd  unhappy/  You  know  what  papa  sometimeB 
sayst  Dear  me  !  You  should  hare  heard  them,  when  Elisaand 
I  joined  the  army,  years  and  years  ago !  ** 

For  once,  Charlotte  Baynes  was  happy  at  her  father's  being 
unhappy.  The  little  maiden's  heart  had  been  wounded  to  think 
that  her  fitther  could  do  his  Charlotte  a  wrong.  Ah  !  take  warning 
by  him,  ye  greybeards !  And  however  old  and  toothless,  if  you 
have  done  wrong,  own  that  you  have  done  so ;  and  sit  down  an<i 
say  giuoe,  and  mumble  your  humble  pie ! 

The  Ceneral,  then,  did  not  shake  hands  with  Philip;  but 
Migor  MacWhirter  went  up  in  the  most  marked  way,  and  gave 
tiie  wounded  lion  iua  own  paw,  and  said,  "Mr.  Firmin,  glad  to 
see  you !  If  ever  you  come  to  Tours,  mind,  don't  forget  my  wife 
and  me.  Fine  day.  Little  patient  much  l)etter!  Bon  courage, 
as  thev  sav  ! " 

I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  bungle  Philip  made  of  kis  correspond- 
ence with  the  Pfifl  Mail  Gnzette  that  night?  Every  man  wlm 
lives  by  his  jien,  if  by  chance  he  looks  back  at  his  writings  of 
former  years,  lives  in  the  {last  again.  Our  griefs,  our  pleasures, 
our  youth,  our  sorrows,  our  dear  dear  friends,  resuscitate.  How 
we  tingle  with  shame  over  some  of  those  fine  iKissages  I  How- 
dreary  are  those  disinterre<l  jokes  I  It  was  We<lnesday  night. 
Pliilip  was  writing  otf  at  home,  in  his  inn,  one  of  his  gnuid  tirades, 
dated  "  Paris,  Thursday  " — so  as  to  be  in  time,  you  understand, 
for  the  post  of  Saturday,  when  the  little  waiter  comes  and  says, 
winking,  "  Again  that  hidy,  Monsieur  Philipiw  !  " 

"  What  lady  t "  asks  our  own  intelligent  correspomlent. 

"  That  old  ladv  who  came  the  other  dav,  vou  know." 

"  C*est  moi,  mon  ami ! "  cries  Madame  Smolensk's  well-known 
grave  voice.  "  Here  is  a  letter,  d'alwnl.  But  that  says  noihini:. 
It  was  written  before  the  grande  nouvelle — the  great  news — the 
good  news ! " 

"  What  good  news  ?  *'  asks  the  gentleman. 
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''In  two  days  Miss  goes  to  Tours  with  her  aunt  and  uncle 
— tliis  goal  Macvirterre.  They  have  taken  their  places  by  the 
diligence  of  Lafitte  and  Caillard.  They  are  thy  fHends.  Papa 
encourages  her  going.  Here  is  their  canl  of  visit.  Go  thou 
also ;  they  will  receive  thee  with  open  anus.  What  hast  thou, 
my  son  1 " 

Philip  looked  dreadfully  sail.  An  iigured  and  unfortunate 
k'cntleman  at  New  York  hail  drawn  ui)on  him,  and  he  had  fmid 
away  eve^thing  he  had  but  four  francs,  and  he  wus  living  on 
credit  until  his  next  remittance  arrived. 

'*  Thou  hast  no  money  !  I  have  thought  of  it.  Behold  of  it ! 
liCt  him  wait — the  proprietor !  "  And  she  takes  out  a  bank-note, 
which  she  puts  in  the  young  man's  han<l. 

*'  Tiens,  il  Tembrasse  encor,  c'te  vieillc ! "  says  the  little  knife- 
boy.     **  J*aimerais  pas  9a,  moi,  par  exemp' ! " 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

IN  THE  DEPARTMEKT5  OF  SEINE,  LOIRE,  AWD 

STYX  (INF^RIEUR) 

OUR  dear  friend  Mrs.  Baynes  was  suffering  under  the  influence 
of  one  of  those  panics  which  sometimes  seized  her,  and 
during  which  she  remained  her  husband's  most  obedient 
Eliza  and  vassal  When  Baynes  wore  a  certain  expression  of 
countenance,  we  have  siiid  that  his  wife  knew  resistance  to  be 
useless.  That  expression,  I  suppose,  he  assumed,  when  he  an- 
nounced Charlotte's  departure  to  her  mother,  and  ordered  Mrs. 
Greneral  Baynes  to  make  the  necessary  preparations  for  the  girl. 
*'  She  might  stay  some  time  with  her  aunt,"  Baynes  stated.  "  A 
change  of  air  would  do  the  child  a  great  d^  of  good.  Let  every- 
thing necessary  in  the  shape  of  hats,  bonnets,  winter  clothes,  and 
so  forth,  be  got  ready."  "  Was  Char,  then,  to  stay  away  so  long!" 
asked  Mrs.  B.  *'  She  has  been  so  happy  here  that  you  want  to 
keep  her,  and  fancy  she  can't  be  happy  without  you  ! "  I  can  fancy 
the  Greneral  grimly  replying  to  the  partner  of  his  existence.  Hang- 
ing down  her  withered  head,  with  a  tear  mayhap  trickling  down  her 
cheek,  I  can  fancy  the  old  woman  silently  departing  to  do  the 
bidding  of  her  lonl.  She  selects  a  tnmk  out  of  the  store  of  Bavnes's 
baggage.  A  young  lady's  trunk  was  a  tnmk  in  those  days.  Now 
it  is  a  two  or  three  storied  edifice  of  wood,  in  which  two  or  three 
full-grown  bodies  of  young  la<iies  (without  crinoline)  might  be 
packed.  I  saw  a  little  old  countrywoman  at  the  Folkestone  station 
last  year  with  her  travelling  baggage  contained  in  a  band-box  tie«l 
up  in  an  old  cotton  handkerchief  hanging  on  her  arm ;  and  she 
surveyed  Lady  Knightsbridge's  twenty-three  black  tnmks,  each  well- 
nigh  as  large  as  her  Ladyship's  opera-box.  Before  these  great 
edifices  that  old  woman  stood  WDudering  dumblv.  That  old  ladv 
and  I  had  lived  in  a  time  when  crinoline  was  not ;  and  vet,  I 
think,  women  looked  even  prettier  in  that  time  than  they  do  now. 
Well,  a  tnmk  and  a  band-box  were  feti^hed  out  of  the  baggage  heap 
for  little  Charlotte,  and  I  daresiiy  her  little  brothers  jumped  and 
danced  on  the  box  with  much  energy  to  make  the  lid  shut,  and  the 
(reiicral  brought  out  his  hammer  and  nails,  and  nailed  a  card  on  the 
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box  with  **  Mademoiselle  Baynes "  thereon  printed.  And  mamma 
had  to  look  on  and  witness  those  preparations.  And  Walsingham 
Hely  had  called ;  and  he  wouldn't  call  again,  she  knew ;  and  that 
fair  chance  for  the  establishment  of  her  child  was  lost  by  the 
obstinacy  of  her  self-willed  reckless  husband.  That  woman  had  to 
water  her  soup  with  her  furtive  tears,  to  sit  of  nights  behind  hearts 
and  spades,  and  brood  over  her  crushed  hopes.  If  I  contemplate 
that  wretched  old  Niobe  much  longer,  I  shall  begin  to  pity  her. 
Away  softness !  Take  out  thy  arrows,  the  poisoned,  the  barbe<i, 
the  rankling,  and  prod  me  the  old  creature  well,  god  of  the  silver 
bow !  Eliza  Baynes  had  to  look  on,  then,  and  see  the  trunks 
•packed  ;  to  see  her  own  authority  over  her  own  daughter  wrested 
away  fh)m  her;  to  see  the  undutiful  girl  preiwre  with  perfect 
delight  and  alacrity  to  go  away,  without  feeling  a  pang  at  leaving 
a  mother  who  had  nursed  her  through  adverse  illnesses,  who  had 
scolded  her  for  seventeen  years. 

The  General  accompanie<i  the  party  to  the  diligence  office. 
Little  Char  was  very  pale  and  melancholy  indeed  when  she  took 
her  place  in  the  ooup^  "  She  should  have  a  comer :  she  had  been 
ill,  and  ought  to  have  a  comer/*  Uncle  Mac  said,  and  cheerfully 
consented  to  be  bodkin.  Our  three  special  friends  are  seated. 
The  other  passengers  clamber  into  their  places.  Away  goes  the 
clattering  team,  as  the  Creneral  waves  an  adieu  to  his  friends. 
*'  Monstrous  fine  horses  those  grey  Normans  ;  famous  breed,  indeed," 
he  remarks  to  his  wife  on  his  return. 

''Indeed,"  she  echoes.  "Pray,  in  what  part  of  the  carriage 
was  Mr.  Firmin  t "  she  presently  asks. 

"  In  no  part  of  the  carriage  at  all ! ''  Baynes  answers  fiercely, 
turning  beetroot  red.  And  thus,  though  she  hail  been  silent,  obedient, 
hanging  her  head,  the  woman  showed  that  she  was  aware  of  her 
master's  schemes,  and  why  her  girl  had  been  taken  away.  She 
knew ;  bat  she  was  beaten.  It  remained  for  her  but  to  be  silent 
and  bow  her  head.  I  daresay  she  did  not  sleep  one  wink  that 
night  She  followed  the  diligence  in  its  joumey.  *'  Cliar  is  gone," 
she  thought.  ''Yes;  in  due  time  he  will  take  from  me  the  obedience 
of  my  other  children,  and  tear  them  out  of  my  lap."  He — that  is, 
the  Gkneral — was  sleeping  meanwhile.  He  had  had  in  the  last  few 
days  four  awful  battles — with  his  child,  with  his  friends,  with  his 
wife — in  which  latter  combat  he  had  been  conqueror.  No  wonder 
Baynes  was  tired,  and  needed  rest.  Any  one  of  those  engagements 
was  enough  to  weary  the  veteran. 

If  we  take  the  liberty  of  looking  into  double-bedded  rooms,  and 
peering  into  the  thoughts  which  are  passing  under  private  nightcaps, 
may  we  not  examine  the  coup^  of  a  jingling  diliLren*^  i»ith  an  often 
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windowp  in  which  a  young  lady  sitB  wide  awake  by  the  eide  of  her 
unde  and  aunt  t  These  periutps  are  aaleqv ;  bat  she  is  not  Ah ! 
she  is  thinking  of  another  journey !  that  UiBsfiil  one  from  Bonk^gne, 
when  he  was  there  yonder  in  the  imperial,  by  the  aide  of  the  con- 
ductor. When  the  MacWhirter  party  had  oome  to  the  diligence 
oflke,  how  her  little  heart  had  b»t !  How  she  hid  looked  under 
the  lamps  at  all  the  people  lounging  about  the  court !  How  she 
had  listened  when  the  clerk  called  out  the  names  of  the  pasaengen; 
and,  mercy,  what  a  fright  she  had  been  in,  lest  he  should  be  there 
after  aQ,  whUe  she  stood  yet  leaning  on  her  father's  arm!     But 

there  was  no well,  names,  I  think,  need  scutsely  be  moitioned. 

There  was  no  sign  of  the  individual  in  question.  Papa  kiased  her, 
and  sadly  said  good-bye.  Good  lladame  Smolensk  came  with  an 
adieu  and  an  embrace  for  her  dear  Miss,  and  whispered,  **  Courage, 
mem  enfimt^"  and  then  said,  "Hold,  I  have  brought  you  some 
bonbona.*  There  they  were  in  a  little  packet  Little  Ohariotte 
put  the  packet  into  her  little  basket  Away  goes  the  diligence, 
but  the  individual  had  made  no  sign. 

Away  goes  the  diligence;  and  every  now  and  then  Charlotte 
feds  the  little  packet  in  her  little  basket  What  does  it  contain 
—oh,  whatt  If  Charlotte  could  but  read  with  her  hearty  she 
would  see  in  that  little  packet — the  sweetest  bonbon  of  all  perhaps 
it  might  be,  or,  ah  me !  the  bitterest  almond !  Through  the  nig^t 
goes  the  diligence,  passing  relay  after  relay.  Unde  Mac  deeps.  I 
think  I  have  said  he  snoreil.  Aunt  Mac  is  quite  silent,  and  Char 
sits  plaintively  with  her  lonely  thoughts  and  her  bonbons,  as  miles, 
hours,  relays  pass. 

**  These  ladies  will  they  descend  and  take  a  cup  of  coffee,  a  cup 
of  bouillon  ? "  at  last  cries  a  waiter  at  the  coup^  door,  as  the  carriage 
stops  in  Orleans.  *'  By  all  means  a  cup  of  coffee,"  says  Aunt  Mac. 
"The  little  Orieans  wine  is  good,"  cries  Uncle  Mac.  "Descendons!'' 
"  This  way,  madame,"  says  the  waiter.  "  Charlotte  my  love,  some 
coffee  ?  " 

"  I  will — I  will  stay  in  the  carriage.  I  don't  want  anything, 
thank  you,"  says  Miss  Charlotte.  And  the  instant  her  relations 
are  gone,  entering  the  gate  of  the  "  Lion  Noir,"  where,  you  know, 
are  the  Bureaux  dcs  Messsigeries  Laiittc,  Caillard  et  C^ — I  say,  on 
the  very  instant  when  her  relations  have  disappeared,  what  do  you 
think  l^Iiss  Charlotte  does  ? 

She  opens  that  packet  of  bonbons  with  fingers  that  tremble — 
tremble  so,  I  wonder  how  she  could  undo  the  knot  of  the  string  (or 
do  you  think  she  had  untied  that  knot  under  her  shawl  in  the  dark  ? 
I  can't  say.  We  never  shall  know).  Well ;  she  opens  the  packet. 
She  docs  not  care  one  fig  for  the  lollipops,  almonds,  and  so  forth. 
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She  pounces  on  a  little  scrap  of  paper,  and  is  going  to  read  it  by 

the  light  of  the  steaming  stable  lanterns,  when oh,  what  made 

her  start  so  ? 

In  those  old  days  there  used  to  be  two  diligences  which 
travelle<l  nightty  to  Tours,  setting  out  at  the  same  hour,  and 
Hto[>ping  at  almost  the  same  relays.  The  diligence  of  Lafitte  and 
<  *aillard  supped  at  the  "  Lion  Noir  "  at  Orleans — the  diligence  of 
the  Messageries  Roy  ales  stopped  nt  the  *'  Ecu  de  France,''  hard  by. 

Well,  as  the  Messageries  Royales  are  8up])iug  at  the  ''Ecu  de 
France,"  a  [tassengcr  strolls  over  fnmi  that  coach,  and  strolls  and 
Htndls  until  he  comes  to  the  coach  of  Lafitte,  Caillanl,  and  Company, 
and  to  the  coup^  window  where  Miss  Baynes  is  trying  to  decipher 
her  bonbon. 

He  comes  up — and  as  the  night-lamps  fall  on  his  face  and 

l)eani — his  rosy  fiice,  his  yellow  beanl — oh  ! What  means  that 

scream  of  the  young  lady  in  the  (*oup^  of  Lafitte,  Caillanl  et 
Compagnie !  I  declare  she  has  droppe<l  the  letter  which  she  was 
aliout  to  read.  It  has  dropped  into  a  pool  of  mud  under  the 
diligence  oflF  fore-wheel.  And  he  with  the  yellow  beard,  and  a 
sweet  happy  laugh,  and  a  tremble  in  his  deep  voice,  says,  "You 
need  not  rcml  it.     It  was  only  to  tell  you  what  you  know." 

Then  the  coup^  window  says,  "  Oh,  Philip  !     Oh,  my " 

My  what?  You  cannot  hear  the  wonls,  because  the  grey 
Norman  horses  come  s<iuealing  and  clattering  up  to  their  coach-pole 
with  such  accompanying  (*ric8  and  impnH^tions  fn)in  the  horse- 
keepers  and  postillions,  that  no  wonder  the  little  warble  is  lost.  It 
was  not  intended  for  you  and  me  to  hear;  but  perha|)s  you  can 
guess  the  purport  of  the  wonls.  Perhafis  in  quite  old  old  days, 
you  may  remember  having  heard  snrh  little  whisi)ens  in  a  time 
when  the  song-birds  in  your  grove  can)ll«l  that  kind  of  song  very 
pleasantly  and  freely.  But  this,  my  g(MNl  madam,  is  written  in 
February.  The  binb  are  gone :  the  branches  are  bare :  the 
ganlener  has  a(*tually  swept  the  leaves  off  the  walkH :  and  the 
whole  affair  is  an  affair  of  a  jMiKt  year,  you  underntaiid.  Well  I 
airjte  dieniy  fvtjit  htfra,  &c.  &c.  There,  for  one  minute,  for  two 
minutes,  stands  Philip  over  the  diligena^  off  fore-wheel,  talking  to 
Charlotte  at  the  wimh)W,  and  their  heads  are  cjuite  cli)»*e — quite 
elortc.  What  are  thow^  two  jKurs  of  lijis  warbling,  whispering  t 
'*  Hi !  (Jare !  Oh^  ! "  The  hor8ekeei)er8,  I  say,  quite  prevent  you 
fn>m  hearing ;  and  hen*  come  the  {WKsengers  out  of  the  "  Lion 
Noir,"  Aunt  Mac  still  munching  a  great  slic^e  of  brea<l -and -butter. 
Charlotte  is  quite  comfortable,  and  doen  not  want  anything,  dear 
aunt,  thank  you.  I  lio]»e  nhe  nentles  in  her  comer,  an<l  has  a 
sweet  slumber.     On  the  juuniey  the  twin  diliizences  pass  and  repass 
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each  other.  Perhaps  Charlotte  looks  out  of  her  window  sometimei 
and  towards  the  other  carriage.  I  don't  know.  It  is  a  long  time 
ago.  What  used  you  to  do  in  old  days,  ere  railroads  were,  and 
when  diligences  ran  1  They  were  slow  enough ;  but  they  have  got 
to  their  journey's  end  somehow.  They  were  tight,  hot,  dusty,  dear, 
stuffy,  and  uncomfortable;  but,  for  all  that,  travelling  was  good 
sport  sometimes.  And  if  the  world  would  have  the  kindness  to  go 
hack  for  five-and-twenty  or  thirty  years,  some  of  us  who  have 
travelled  on  the  Tours  and  Orleans  Railway  very  comfortably  would 
like  to  take  the  diligence  journey  now. 

Having  myself  seen  the  city  of  Tours  only  last  year,  of  course  I 
don't  remember  much  about  it.  A  man  remembers  boyhood,  and 
the  first  sight  of  Calais,  and  so  forth.  But  after  much  travel  or 
converse  with  the  world,  to  see  a  new  town  is  to  be  introduced  to 
Jones.  He  is  like  Brown ;  he  is  not  unlike  Smith.  In  a  little 
while  you  hash  him  up  with  Thompson.  I  dare  not  be  particular, 
then,  regarding  Mr.  Firmin's  life  at  Tours,  lest  I  should  make 
topographical  errors,  for  which  the  critical  schoolmaster  would 
justly  inflict  chastisement.  In  the  last  novel  I  read  about  Tours, 
there  were  blunders  from  the  effect  of  which  you  know  the  wretched 
author  never  recovered.  It  was  by  one  Scott,  and  had  young 
Quentin  Durward  for  a  hero,  and  Isabel  de  Croye  for  a  heroine ; 
and  she  sat  in  her  hostel,  and  sang,  "  Ah,  County  Guy,  the  hour  is 
nigh."  A  pretty  ballad  enough  :  but  what  ignorance,  my  dear  sir ! 
What  descriptions  of  Tours,  of  Libge,  are  in  that  fallacious  story ! 
Yes,  so  fallacious  and  misleading,  that  I  remember  I  was  sorry,  not 
because  the  <le^s(Tiption  was  unlike  Tours,  but  because  Tours  was 
unlike  the  description. 

So  Quentin  Firmin  went  and  put  up  at  the  snug  little  hostel  of 
the  *'  Faisiin  "  ;  and  Isabel  de  Baynes  took  up  her  abode  with  her 
uncle  the  Sire  de  MacWhirter;  and  I  believe  Master  Firmm  ha*! 
no  more  money  in  his  p<icket  than  the  blaster  Durward  whose  story 
the  Scottish  novelist  told  some  forty  years  since.  And  I  cannot 
promise  you  that  our  young  Eni^'lish  adventurer  shall  marry  a  noble 
lieiress  of  vast  pro|>erty,  an«l  engiiixe  the  BtKir  of  Anlennes  in  a 
han<l-to-hand  combat ;  that  sort  of  Boar,  ma<lam,  does  not  appear 
in  our  modern  drawing-room  histories.  Of  others,  not  wild,  there 
be  plenty.  They  gore  you  in  clubs.  They  seize  you  by  the  doublet, 
and  pin  you  ag-aiust  posts  in  i)ublic  streets.  They  run  at  you  in 
parks.  I  have  seen  them  sit  at  bay  after  dinner,  ripping,  gashing, 
tossing  a  whole  company.  These  our  young  adventurer  had  in 
gixxl  sooth  to  encounter,  as  is  the  case  with  most  knights.  Who 
escapes  them  ?  I  rememl>er  an  eminent  person  talking  to  me  about 
bores  for  two  hours  once.     Oh,  you  stupid  eminent  person  !     You 
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never  knew  that  you  yourself  had  tusks,  little  eyes  in  your  hure ; 
a  bristly  mane  to  cut  into  tooth-brushes ;  and  a  curly  tail !  I  have 
a  notion  that  the  nuiltitude  of  bores  is  enormous  in  the  world.  If 
a  man  is  a  bore  himself,  when  he  is  bored — and  you  can't  deny  this 
statement — then  what  am  I,  what  are  you,  what  your  father, 
;;randfather,  son — all  your  amiable  acquaintance,  in  a  word]  Of 
this  I  am  sure.  Major  and  Mrs.  MacWhirter  were  not  brilliant  in 
conversation.  What  would  you  and  I  do,  or  say,  if  we  listen  to 
the  tittle-tattle  of  Tours]  How  the  clergyman  was  certainly  too 
fund  of  cards,  and  going  to  the  caf^ ;  how  the  dinners  those  Popjoys 
gave  were  too  absurdly  ostentatious ;  and  Popjoy,  we  know,  in  the 
Bench  last  year.  How  Mrs.  Flights,  going  on  with  that  Major  of 
French  Carabiniers,  was  really  too  &c.  &c.  "  How  could  I  endure 
those  people?"  Philip  would  ask  himself,  when  talking  of  that 
personage  in  after  days,  as  he  love<l  and  loves  to  do.  "  How  could 
1  endure  them,  I  say  ?  Mac  was  a  good  man  ;  but  I  knew  secretly 
in  my  heart,  sir,  that  he  was  a  bore.  Well :  I  loved  him.  I  liked 
his  ohl  stories.  I  liked  his  bad  old  dinners :  there  is  a  very  com- 
fortable Touraine  wine,  by  the  way — a  very  warming  little  wine, 
sir.  Mrs.  Mac  you  never  saw,  my  good  Mrs.  Pendennis.  Be  sure 
of  this,  you  never  would  have  liked  her.  Well,  I  did.  I  liked  her 
house,  though  it  was  damp,  in  a  damp  garden,  frequented  by  dull 
|>eople.  I  should  like  to  go  and  see  that  old  house  now.  I  am 
{lerfectly  happy  with  my  wife,  but  I  sometimes  go  away  from  her 
to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  living  over  our  old  days  again.  With  nothing 
in  the  world  but  an  allowance  which  was  precarious,  and  hail  been 
spent  in  advance  ;  with  no  {mrticular  plans  for  the  future,  and  a 
few  five- franc  pieces  for  the  pn»sent, — l>y  Jove,  sir,  how  did  I  dare 
Ui  be  so  happy  ]  What  idiots  we  were,  my  love,  to  be  liappy  at 
all !  We  were  mad  to  marry.  Don't  tell  me  :  with  a  puree  which 
diiln't  contain  three  months'  consumption,  would  we  dare  to  many 
n<»w  ]  We  should  be  put  into  the  mad  wan!  of  the  workhouse : 
that  would  be  the  only  place  for  us.  Talk  about  tnisting  in 
Heaven.  Stuff  and  nonsense,  ma'am  !  I  have  \x&  giKnl  a  right  to 
go  and  buy  a  liouse  in  Belgnive  S()uare,  and  tnist  to  Heaven  for 
the  payment,  as  I  had  to  marry  wjjen  I  did.  We  were  pau|)ers, 
Mrs.  Char,  and  vou  know  that  verv  well ! " 

"Oh,  yes.  We  were  very  wrong:  ver>' !"  says  Mrs.  (Miarlotte, 
looking  up  to  her  chandelier  (which,  by  tlie  way,  is  of  very  hand- 
some Venetian  old  glaKs).  "  We  were  very  wrong,  were  not  we, 
my  dearest]"  And  herewith  nhe  will  Ix^gin  to  kiss  and  fondle  two 
or  more  babies  that  dis^iort  in  her  room,  i\s  if  two  or  more  babies  had 
anything  to  do  with  Phili|>s  ariiuincnt,  that  a  man  luis  no  right 
to  marry  who  has  no  pretty  well -assured  means  of  keeping  a  wife. 
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Here,  then,  by  the  banks  of  Loire,  although  Philip  had  hot  a 
Tery  few  francs  in  his  pocket,  and  was  obliged  to  keep  a  sharp 
lookout  on  his  expenses  at  the  Hotel  of  the  ^*  Golden  Pheasant,**  he 
passed  a  fortnight  of  such  happiness  as  I,  for  my  part,  wish  to  all 
young  folks  who  read  his  veracious  history.  Though  he  was  so 
poor,  and  ate  abd  drank  so  modestly  in  the  house,  the  maids, 
waiters,  the  landlady  of  the  "  Pheasant  **  were  as  civil  to  him — 
yes,  as  civil  as  they  were  to  the  gouty  old  Marchioness  of  Caimbas 
herself^  who  stayed  here  on  her  way  to  the  south,  occupied  the 
grand  apartments,  quarrelled  with  her  lodging,  dinner,  break&Bt, 
bread-and-butter  in  general,  insulted  the  landlady  in  bad  French, 
and  only  paid  her  bill  under  compulsion.  Philip's  was  a  little  biD, 
but  he  paid  it  cheerfully.  He  gave  only  a  small  gratuity  to  the 
servants,  but  he  was  kind  and  hearty,  and  they  knew  he  was  poor. 
He  was  kind  and  hearty,  I  suppose,  because  he  was  so  happy.  I 
have  known  the  gentleman  to  be  by  no  means  dvO ;  and  have  heard 
him  storm,  and  hector,  and  browbeat  landlord  and  waiters,  as 
fiercely  as  the  Marquis  of  Carabas  himselfl  But  now  Philip  the 
Bear  was  the  most  gentle  of  bears,  because  his  little  Charlotte  was 
leading  him. 

Away  with  trouble  and  doubt,  with  squeamish  pride  and  ^oomy 
care !  Philip  had  enough  money  for  a  fortnight,  during  which  Tom 
Glazier,  of  the  Monitor,  promised  to  supply  Philip  s  letters  for  the 
P<dl  Mall  Gazette,  Ail  the  designs  of  France,  Spain,  Russia,  gave 
that  idle  "  own  corres|H)n(lent "  not  the  slightest  anxiety.  In  the 
morning  it  wits  Miss  Baynes ;  in  the  afternoon  it  was  Miss  Baynes. 
At  six  it  wa.s  dinner  and  Charlotte ;  at  nine  it  was  Charlotte  and 
tea.  "Anyhow,  love-making  does  not  spoil  his  appetite,''  Major 
Mac^^^lirte^  C()rre<^tly  remarked.  Indeeil,  Philip  bad  a  glorious 
appetite  ;  and  health  bhx^ined  in  Miss  Charlotte's  cheek,  and  beamed 
in  her  happy  little  heart.  Dr.  Firrain,  in  the  height  of  his  practice, 
never  eomplete<l  a  cure  more  skilfully  than  that  which  was  per- 
formed by  Dr.  Firinin,  junior. 

"I  ran  the  thing  so  close,  sir,"  I  remember  Philip  bawlin:: 
out,  in  his  usual  energetic  way,  whilst  describing  this  period  of  his 
life's  greatest  happiness  to  his  biographer,  "  that  I  came  back  to 
Paris  outside  the  diligence,  and  had  not  money  enough  to  dine  on 
the  road.  But  I  l)ought  a  sausage,  sir,  and  a  bit  of  bread — and  a 
brutal  sausage  it  was,  sir — and  I  reached  my  lodgings  with  exactly 
two  sous  in  my  pocket."  Roger  Bon  temps  himself  was  not  more 
content  than  our  easy  philosopher. 

So  Philip  and  Charlotte  nitified  and  sealed  a  treaty  of  Tours, 
which  they  detennine<l  should  never  lie  broken  by  cither  jiarty. 
Marry  without  papa's  consent  ?     Oh,  never !     Marry  anybody  but 
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Philip f  Oh,  never — never!  Not  if  she  lived  to  be  a  hundrecli 
when  Philip  would  in  consequence  be  in  his  hundred  and  ninth  or 
tentli  year,  would  this  young  Joan  have  any  but  her  present  Darby. 
Aunt  Mac,  though  she  may  not  have  been  the  most  accomplished  or 
highly-bred  of  ladies,  was  a  warm-hearted  and  affectionate  Aunt 
Mac.  She  caught  in  a  mild  form  the  fever  from  these  young  people. 
She  had  not  much  to  leave,  and  Mac's  relations  wouhl  want  all  he 
could  spare  when  he  was  gone.  But  Charlotte  should  have  her 
garnets,  and  her  teapot,  and  her  India  shawl — that  she  should.* 
And  with  many  blessings  this  enthusiastic  old  lady  t4X)k  leave  of 
her  future  ncphew-in-law  when  he  retume<l  to  Paris  and  duty. 
Crack  your  whip,  and  scream  your  hi  !  and  be  off  <|uick,  iKMtillion 
and  diligence !  I  am  glad  w^e  have  taken  Mr.  Firinin  out  of  that 
dangerous,  lazy,  love-making  phu'o.  Nothing  is  to  me  so  sweet 
as  sentimental  writing.  I  could  have  written  hundreds  of  pages 
4l<*8cribing  Philip  and  Charlotte,  Charlotte  and  Philip.  But  a  stem 
Ki^nse  of  <luty  intervenes.  My  modest  Muse  puts  a  finger  on  her 
lip,  and  says,  "Hush  about  that  business!''  Ah,  my  worthy 
friends,  you  little  know  what  soft-hearted  people  those  cynics  are ! 
If  you  could  have  come  on  Diojjenes  by  surprise,  I  daresay  you 
might  have  found  him  reading  sentimental  novels  and  whimpering 
in  his  tub.  Philip  shall  leave  his  sweetheart  and  go  luick  to  his 
businesa,  and  we  will  not  have  one  wonl  about  tears,  t>n)mises, 
raptures,  p;irting.  Never  mind  about  these  sentimentalities,  but 
please  rather  to  depict  to  yourself  our  young  fellow  so  {Nmr  that 
when  the  coach  sto{M  for  dinner  at  Orleans  he  can  only  afford  to 
purchase  a  penny  loaf  and  a  sausage  for  his  own  hungry  cheek. 
When  he  reached  the  **  Hotel  Poussin  "  with  his  meagre  carpet-bag, 
they  serve<i  him  a  supper  whirii  he  ate  to  the  admiration  of  all 
lieholders  in  the  little  coffee-room.  He  was  in  great  spirits  and 
gaiety.  He  did  not  mre  to  make  any  secret  of  his  {wverty,  and 
h(»w  he  had  been  unable  to  afford  to  pay  for  dinner.  Most  of  the 
guests  at  **  Hotel  Poussin  "  knew  what  it  was  to  lx»  iMM>r.  Often 
and  often  they  had  dined  on  credit  when  they  put  Imck  their  na|>- 
kins  into  their  res|)ective  pigeon-holes.  But  my  landlord  knew  his 
guests.  They  were  jKior  men — h(»nest  men.  They  paid  him  in  tho 
end,  and  each  could  help  his  neighbour  in  a  strait. 

After  Mr.  Finnin's  return  to  Paris,  he  did  not  care  f(»r  a  while 
to  go  to  the  Elysian  Fields.  They  wen»  not  Elysian  for  him, 
except  in  Miss  Charlotte's  company.     He  resumed  his  newHi>ai»er 

*  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  in  later  days,  after  Mrs.  Major  MacWhirt<*r's 
decease,  it  was  found  that  8ho  had  promised  tlieno  troasiiros  in  tcritituf  to 
itereral  members  of  ber  bushantl'M  funiily,  and  that  much  iicart-huniin^  amHS 
in  cot>aequenoe.     Bat  our  story  has  nothing  to  do  with  tbeee  painful  disputes. 
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coiTeBpoiideiieei  which  oocapied  hut  a  day  in  eidi  week,  and  he 
had  the  other  nz — nay,  he  scribbled  oa  the  leTaith  day  IflcewiM, 
and  eofeied  imm^ise  sheets  of  letter-paper  with  lemarki  npos  sB 
manner  of  sabjects,  addressed  to  a  eertain  Mademoiadle^  Made- 
nuriseile  Baynes,  chei  M.  le  ICi^r  Mac,  Ac.  On  these  afaeets  of 
paper  Mr.  Firmin  could  talk  so  long,  so  loudly,  so  fervently,  so 
eloquently  to  Miss  Baynes,  that  she  was  never  tiied  of  lieaiing,  or 
he  of  holding  fbrtL  He  b^gan  imparting  his  dreams  and  his  eariiert 
sensations  to  his  beloved  before  Iweak&st  At  noon-day  he  gave 
her  his  opinion  of  the  contents  of  the  morning  papers.  His  pallet 
was  ordinarily  full  and  brimming  over  by  post  time^  ao  that  his 
expressions  of  love  and  fidelity  leaked  firom  under  the  cover,  or  were 
squeezed  into  the  queerest  comers,  where,  no  doubt,  it  was  a  ddigfat- 
ftil  task  for  Miss  Baynes  to  trace  out  and  detect  those  little  Cupids 
which  a  fidthfiil  lover  despatched  to  her.  It  would  be,  '^  I  have 
jfound  this  little  comer  unoccupied.  Do  yoo  know  what  I  have  to 
say  in  it  t  Oh,  Chariotte,  I,"  &c  &c  My  sweet  jrouog  lady,  yon 
can  guess,  or  will  one  day  guess,  the  rest ;  and  will  receive  nA 
dear,  delightful,  nonsensical  double  letters,  and  wifl  answer  them 
with  that  elegant  propriety  which  I  have  no  doubt  Miss  Baynes 
showed  in  her  replies.  Ah !  if  all  who  are  writing  and  receivinig 
such  letters,  or  who  have  written  and  received  such,  or  who  remem- 
ber writing  and  receiving  such  letters,  would  order  a  copy  of  this 
novel  from  the  publtshers,  what  reams,  and  inles,  and  pyramids  of 
paper  our  ink  would  have  to  blacken !  Since  Charlotte  and  Philip 
had  been  engaged  to  each  other,  he  had  scaroely,  except  in  those 
dreadful  ghastly  days  of  quarrel,  enjoyed  the  luxury  of  absence 
from  his  soul^s  blessing — the  exquisite  ddights  of  writing  to  her.  He 
could  do  few  things  in  moderation,  this  man — and  of  this  delightful 
privilege  of  writing  to  Charlotte  he  now  ei^oyed  his  heart's  filL 

After  brief  enjoyment  of  the  weeks  of  this  rapture,  when  winter 
was  come  on  Paris,  and  icicles  hung  on  the  bough,  how  did  it 
happen  that  one  day,  two  days,  three  days  passed,  and  the  postman 
brought  no  little  letter  in  the  well-known  little  handwriting  for 
Monsieur,  Monsieur  Philip  Firmin,  k  Paris  ?  Three  days,  four  days, 
and  no  letter.  0  torture,  could  she  be  ill  ?  Could  her  aunt  and 
imcle  have  turned  against  her,  and  forbidden  her  to  write,  as  her 
fitther  and  mother  had  done  before  7  0  gnef,  and  sorrow,  and  rage ! 
As  for  jealousy,  our  leonine  friend  never  knew  such  a  passion.  It 
never  entered  into  his  lonlly  heart  to  doubt  of  his  little  maiden's  love. 
But  still  four,  five  days  have  passed,  and  not  one  word  has  come 
from  Tours.  The  little  "  Hdtcl  Poussin  "  was  in  a  commotion.  I 
have  said  that  when  our  friend  felt  any  passion  very  strongly  he 
was  sure  to  speak  of  it     Did  Don  Quixote  lose  any  opportunity  oi 
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declaring  to  the  world  that  Dulcinea  del  Toboso  waa  peerless  among 
women f  Did  not  Antar  bawl  out  in  battle,  "I  am  the  loTer  of 
Ibla^f  Our  knight  had  taken  all  the  people  of  the  hotel  into  his 
confidence  somehow.  They  all  knew  of  his  condition — all,  the 
painter,  the  poet,  the  half-pay  Polish  officer,  the  landlord,  the 
hostess,  down  to  the  little  knife-boy  who  used  to  come  in  with, 
"  The  feuctoT  comes  of  to  pass — no  letter  this  morning." 

No  doubt  Philip's  political  letters  became,  under  this  outwanl 
pressure,  yery  desponding  and  gloomy.  One  day,  as  he  sat  gnawing 
his  moustaches  at  bis  desk,  the  little  Anatole  enters  his  apartment 
and  cries,  **  Tenez,  M.  Philipjie.  That  lady  again ! "  And  the 
fiuthful,  the  watchful,  the  active  Madame  Smolensk  once  more  made 
her  appearance  in  his  chamber. 

Philip  blushed  and  hung  his  head  for  shame.  "Ungrateful 
brute  that  I  am,''  he  thought ;  **  I  have  been  back  more  than  a 
week,  and  never  thought  a  bit  about  that  good  kind  soul  who  came 
to  my  succour.     I  am  an  awful  egotist.     Love  is  always  so." 

As  he  rose  up  to  greet  his  friend,  she  looked  so  grave,  and  pale, 
and  sad,  that  he  could  not  but  note  her  demeanour.  *'  Bon  Dieu  I 
had  anything  happened  ?  " 

**  Ce  pauvre  G^n^ral  is  ill,  very  ill,  Philip,"  Smolensk  said,  in 
her  grave  voice. 

He  was  so  gravely  ill,  Madame  said,  that  his  daughter  had  been 
sent  for. 

**  Had  she  come  ?  "  asked  Philip,  with  a  start. 

'*You  think  but  of  her — you  care  not  for  the  poor  old  man. 
You  are  all  the  same,  you  men.  All  egotists — all.  Qo  !  I  know 
you  !     I  never  knew  one  that  was  not,"  said  Madame. 

Philip  has  his  little  &ult8 :  perhaps  egotism  is  one  of  his  defects. 
Perhaps  it  is  yours,  or  even  mine. 

'*  You  have  bera  here  a  week  since  Thursday  last,  and  you  have 
never  written  or  sent  to  a  woman  who  loves  you  well  Qo  I  It 
was  not  well.  Monsieur  Philippe." 

As  soon  as  he  saw  her,  Philip  felt  that  he  had  been  neglectful 
and  ungrateful.  We  have  owned  so  much  already.  But  how 
should  Madame  know  that  he  had  retunie^l  on  Thursday  week  T 
When  they  looked  up  after  her  reproof,  his  eaiger  eyes  seemed  to 
ask  this  question. 

"  Could  she  not  write  Ui  me  and  tell  nio  that  you  were  come 
back  ?  Perhaps  she  knew  that  you  would  nut  do  so  yourself.  A 
woman's  hesirt  teaches  her  these  ex])erienoe8  curly,"  continued  the 
lady  saiUy.  Then  she  adde<l :  ''  I  tell  you,  you  are  good-for- 
nothings,  all  of  you !  And  I  repent  me,  see  you,  of  having  ha<l 
the  b^tise  to  pity  you ! " 
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''  I  riudl  have  my  quarter's  pay  on  Saturday.  I  iraa  oomnig 
to  you  then,"  said  Philip. 

*' Was  it  that  I  was  speaking  oft  What !  you  are  aU  oowaids^ 
men  all !  Oh,  that  I  hare  been  beasti  beasti  to  think  at  last  I 
had  found  a  man  of  heart ! " 

How  much  or  how  often  this  poor  Ariadne  had  tniated  and 
been  forsaken,  I  hare  no  means  of  knowing  or  desire  of  inqniriag. 
Perhaps  it  is  as  well  for  the  polite  reader,  who  is  taken  into  m? 
entire  eonfidence,  that  we  should  not  know  Madame  de  Smolensk's 
history  fivm  the  first  page  to  the  kst  Granted  that  Ariadne  was 
deceived  by  Theseus:  but  then  she  consoled  hend(  aa  we  may 
all  read  in  "  Smith's  Dictionary  " ;  and  then  she  must  have  deodTed 
her  fikther  in  order  to  nm  away  with  Theseus.  I  suspect — I  sus- 
pectk  I  say,  that  these  women  who  are  so  very  much  betrayed,  are 
but  we  are  speculating  on  this  French  lady's  antecedents,  when 
Charlotte,  her  lover,  and  her  fiunily  are  the  persons  with  whom  we 
have  mainly  to  da 

These  two,  I  suppose,  forgot  self,  about  which  each  for  a 
moment  had  been  busy,  and  Madame  resumed : — "  Yes,  you  have 
reason ;  Miss  is  here.  It  was  time.  Hold !  Here  is  a  note  from 
her."  And  Philip's  kind  messenger  once  more  put  a  paper  into 
his  hands. 

"My  dearest  fiither  is  very  very  ill.  Oh,  Philip!  I  am  so 
unhappy;  and  he  is  so  good,  and  gentle,  and  kind,  and  loves 
me  80 ! " 

'*  It  Is  true/'  Madame  resumed.  "  Before  Charlotte  came,  he 
thought  only  of  her.  When  his  wife  comes  up  to  him,  he  turns 
from  her.  I  have  not  loved  her  much,  that  lady,  that  is  tnie. 
But  to  see  her  now,  it  is  navrant.  He  will  take  no  medicine  fn»m 
her.  Ho  pushes  her  away.  Before  Charlotte  came,  he  sent  for 
me,  and  spoke  as  well  as  his  poor  throat  would  let  him,  this  poor 
General !  His  daughter's  arrival  seemed  to  comfort  him.  But  he 
says,  *  Not  my  wife !  not  my  wife ! '  And  the  poor  thing  has  to 
go  away  and  cry  in  the  chamber  at  the  side.  He  says — in  his 
French,  you  know — he  has  never  been  well  since  Charlotte  went 
away.  He  has  often  been  out.  He  has  dined  but  rarely  at  our 
table,  and  there  hiis  always  been  a  silence  between  him  and  Madame 
la  (j^nerale.  Last  week  he  had  a  great  inflammation  of  the  chest. 
Then  he  took  to  bed,  and  Monsieur  the  Doct-eur  came — the  little 
doctor  whom  you  know.  Then  a  cjuinsy  has  declared  itself,  awl 
he  now  is  scarce  able  to  speak.  His  condition  is  most  grave.  He 
lies  suffering,  dying,  perhaps — yes.  dying,  do  you  hear?  And  you 
are  thinking  of  your  little  sch(X)lgirl !  Men  are  all  the  same. 
Monsters  !     Go ! " 
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Philip,  who,  I  have  said,  is  very  fond  of  talking  about  Philip, 
surveys  his  own  faults  with  great  magnanimity  and  good-humour, 
and  acknowledges  them  without  the  least  intention  to  correct  them. 
"  How  selfish  we  are  ! "  I  can  hear  him  say,  looking  at  himself  in 
the  glass.  **  By  George !  sir,  when  I  heanl  simultaneously  the 
news  of  that  poor  old  man's  illness,  and  of  Charlotte's  return,  I 
fflt  that  I  wanted  to  see  her  that  instant.  I  must  go  to  her,  and 
s{»eak  to  her.  The  old  man  and  his  Kuffering  did  not  seem  to  affect 
me.     It  is  humiliating  to  have  to  own  that  we  are  selfish  beasts. 

l»ut  we  are,  sir — we  are  brutes,  by  George  !  and  nothing  else."- 

And  he  gives  a  finishing  twist  to  the  ends  of  his  flaming  moustaches 
as  he  surveys  them  in  the  glast^. 

Poor  little  Charlotte  was  in  such  affliction  that  of  course  she 
must  have  Philip  to  console  her  at  once.  No  time  was  to  l)c  lost. 
Quick  !  a  cab  this  moment :  and,  coachman,  you  Khali  have  an 
extra  for  drink  if  you  go  (|uick  to  the  Avenue  de  Valmy  !  Ma<lanie 
puta  herself  into  the  carriage,  and  as  they  go  along,  tells  Philip 
more  at  length  of  the  gloomy  occurrences  of  the  last  few  days. 
Four  days  since  the  \n)OV  General  was  so  Iwid  with  his  quinsy  that 
he  thought  he  should  not  recover,  and  Charlotte  was  sent  for.  He 
wiuj  a  little  better  on  the  day  of  her  arrival  ;  but  yesterday  the 
inflammation  had  increased  ;  he  coukl  not  swallow ;  he  could  not 
Hficak  audibly ;  he  was  in  very  great  suffering  and  danger.  He 
turned  away  from  his  wife.  The  unhappy  Generaless  had  Ikh'U 
to  Madame  Bunch,  in  her  tears  and  grief,  complaining  that  after 
twenty  years'  fidelity  and  attachment  her  husband  ha<l  withdrawn 
his  regard  from  her.  Baynes  attributcMl  even  his  illness  to  his 
wife ;  and  at  other  times  said  it  wa^  a  just  puniKJiment  for  his 
wicke<l  conduct  in  breaking  his  word  to  Philip  and  Charlotte.  If 
he  did  not  see  his  dear  child  again  he  must  bi'g  her  forgiveness 
for  having  made  her  suffer  so.  He  had  acted  wickedly  and  un- 
i^mtefully,  and  his  wife  had  forced  him  to  do  what  he  did.  He 
I»rayed  that  Heaven  might  pardon  him.  And  he  had  liehaved 
with  wicke<l  injustice  towanls  Philip,  who  had  acted  most  gener- 
oiimIv  towanls  his  familv.  And  he  ha<l  been  a  scoundrel— he  knew 
he  had — and  Bunch,  and  MacWhirter,  and  the  Doctor  all  said  so — 
and  it  was  that  woman's  doing.  And  he  ])ointed  to  the  scared 
wife  as  he  painfully  hissetl  out  these  wonls  of  anger  and  contrition : 
— "When  I  saw  that  child  ill,  and  almost  made  mad,  liecause  I 
broke  my  word,  I  felt  I  was  a  scoundrel,  Martin  :  and  I  was  ;  and 
that  woman  made  me  so ;  and  I  deserve  to  l)e  shot  ;  and  I  shan't 
recover;  I  tell  you  I  shan't.'  Dr.  Martin,  who  attciidc<l  the 
General,  thus  described  his  patient's  last  talk  and  behaviour  to 
Philip. 
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It  was  the  Doctor  who  sent  Madame  in  quest  of  the  jouBgi 
He  found  poor  Mrs.  Baynes  with  hot  tearless  eyes  and  Imd 
a  wretched  sentinel  outside  the  sick  chamber.  "Ton  wSl  Aid 
General  Baynes  Tcry  ill,  sir,"  she  said  to  FhOip  with  a 
calmness,  and  a  ga£e  he  could  scarcely  fiu».  ''My  ^^^^  {§ 
the  room  with  him.  It  appears  I  have  offended  him,  and  hs 
to  see  me."  And  she  squeezed  a  dry  handkerchief  whicb  she  hdd» 
and  put  on  her  spectacles  again,  and  tried  agun  to  read ilie BUaia 
her  lap. 

Philip  hardly  knew  the  meaning  of  Mrs.  Baynes's  wodi  m  jdL 
He  was  agitated  by  the  thought  of  the  (jenend's  iUness^  pfH^^pr  by 
the  notion  that  the  beloTed  was  so  near.  Her  hand  waa  ia  Ua  a 
moment  afterwards ;  and,  even  in  that  sad  chamber,  each  eoidd  give 
the  other  a  soft  pressure,  a  fond  silent  signal  of  mutual  hm  aid 
fedth. 

The  poor  man  laid  the  hands  of  the  young  peofile  togiithu, 
and  his  own  upon  them.  The  suffering  to  which  he  had  pat  Us 
daughter  seemed  to  be  the  crime  which  specially  aflfected  hin.  He 
thanked  Heaven  he  was  able  to  see  he  was  wrong.  He  wliiaiwied 
to  his  little  maid  a  prayer  for  pardon  in  one  or  two  WQtd%  iHiieh 
caused  poor  Chariotte  to  sink  on  her  knees  and  coyer  hk  isvend 
hand  with  tears  and  kisses.  Out  of  all  her  heart  she  fiiigave  him. 
She  had  felt  that  the  parent  she  loved  and  was  affmatomed  to 
honour  had  been  mercenary  and  crueL  It  had  wounded  her  pan 
heart  to  be  obliged  to  think  that  her  fether  could  be  other  than 
generous,  and  just,  and  gooil.  That  he  should  humble  himself 
before  her,  smote  her  with  the  keenest  pang  of  tender  commiaera- 
tion.  I  do  not  care  to  pursue  this  last  scene.  Let  us  dose  the 
door  as  the  children  kneel  by  the  sufferers  bedside,  and  to  the  old 
man's  petition  for  forgiveness,  and  to  the  young  girl's  sobbing  tows 
of  love  and  fondness,  say  a  reverent  Amen. 

By  the  following  letter,  which  he  wrote  a  few  days  befivre  the 
&tal  termination  of  his  illness,  the  worthy  General,  it  would  appear, 
had  already  despaired  of  his  reooverj- : — 

"  My  dear  Mac, — I  speak  and  breathe  with  such  diflficulty  as  I 
write  this  from  my  bed,  that  I  doubt  whether  1  shall  ever  leave  it. 
I  do  not  wish  to  vex  poor  Eliza,  and  in  my  state  t^nnot  ent^r  into 
disputes  which  I  know  would  ensue  retnirding  settlement  of  property. 
When  I  left  England  there  was  a  claim  hanging  over  me  (youni: 
Firmin's)  at  which  I  was  needlessly  friu'htenetl,  as  having  to  satisfy 
it  would  swallow  up  mvch  more  than  tvenithinff  I  /)ossfssed  in  th" 
vfcrld.  Hence  made  arrangements  for  lortvinir  everythiu?  in  Eliza '>& 
name  and  the  children  after.      Will  witji  ^Sniith  and  Thompson, 
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Raymond  Buildings,  Gray's  Inn.  Think  Char  tcon^t  he  happy  for 
a  long  tinie  with  her  mother.  To  break  from  F.,  who  has  been 
most  generous  to  us,  will  break  her  heart.  Will  you  and  Emily 
keep  her  for  a  little  1  I  gave  F,  my  promise.  As  you  told  me,  I 
have  acted  ill  by  him,  which  I  own  and  deeply  lament.  If  Char 
marries,  she  ought  to  have  her  share.  May  God  bless  her,  her 
father  prays,  in  case  he  should  not  see  her  again.  And  with  best 
love  to  Emily,  am  yours,  dear  Mac,  sincerely, 

"Charles  Baynes." 

On  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  Charlotte  disobeyed  her  fiither's 
wish,  and  set  forth  from  Tours  instantly,  under  her  worthy  unde's 
;niardianship.  The  old  soldier  was  in  his  comrade's  room  when  the 
General  put  the  hands  of  Charlotte  and  her  lover  together.  He 
confessed  his  fault,  though  it  is  hard  for  those  who  expect  love  and 
reverence  to  have  to  own  to  wrong  and  to  ask  pardon.  Old  knees 
are  stiff  to  bend :  brother  reader,  young  or  old,  when  our  last  hour 
comes,  may  ours  have  grace  to  do  so. 


CHAPTER  XXX 

RETURSS   TO  OLD  FRIENDS 

THE  three  dd  comrades  and  Philip  formed  the  little  moanung 
prooeeaioii  which  fdUowed  the  General  to  hie  place  of  rest  at 
Montmartre.  When  the  service  has  been  read,  and  the  last 
volley  has  been  fired  over  the  buried  soldier,  the  tnx^  march  to 
quarters  with  a  quick  step,  and  to  a  lively  tune.  Our  veteran  has 
been  laid  in  the  grave  with  brief  ceremonies.  We  do  not  eveo 
prolong  his  obsequies  with  a  sermon.  His  place  knows  him  no 
longer.  There  are  a  few  who  remember  him  :  a  vary  very  few  who 
grieve  for  him — so  few  that  to  think  of  them  is  a  humiliation 
almost  The  sun  sets  on  the  earth,  and  our  dear  brother  haR 
departed  off  its  &ce.  Stars  twinkle;  dews  fall;  children  go  to 
sleep  in  awe  and,  maybe,  tears ;  the  sun  rises  on  a  new  day,  which 
he  has  never  seen,  an(i  children  wake  hungry.  They  arc  interested 
about  their  new  black  clothes,  perhaps.  They  are  presently  at 
their  work,  plays,  quarrels.  They  are  looking  forwanl  to  the  day 
when  the  holidays  will  be  over,  and  the  eyes  which  shone  here 
yesterday  so  kindly  are  gone,  gone,  gone.  A  drive  to  the  cemetery, 
followed  by  a  coacli  with  four  acquaintances  dresseil  in  decorous 
black,  who  separate  and  go  to  their  homes  or  dubs,  and  wear  your 
crape  for  a  few  days  after — can  most  of  us  expect  much  more  I  The 
thought  is  not  ennobling  or  exhilarating,  worthy  sir.  And,  pray, 
why  should  we  be  proud  of  ourselves  1  Is  it  because  we  have  been 
so  goo<l,  or  are  so  wise  and  great,  that  we  expect  to  be  beloved, 
lamented,  remembered?  Why,  great  Xerxes  or  blustering  Bobadil 
must  know  in  that  last  hour  and  resting-place  how  abject,  how 
small,  how  low,  how  lonely  they  are,  and  what  a  little  dust  will 
cover  them.  Quick,  drums  and  fifes,  a  lively  tune !  Whip  the 
black  team,  coachman,  and  trot  back  to  town  again — to  the  world, 
and  to  bui^iness,  and  duty  ! 

I  am  for  saying  no  single  unkindness  of  General  Baynes  which 
is  not  forced  upon  me  by  my  story-teller's  oflBce.  We  know  from 
Marlborough's  story  that  the  bravest  man  and  greatest  military 
genius  is  not  always  brave  or  successful  in  his  battles  with  hts  wife ; 
that  some  of  the  greatest  warriors  have  committed  erron  in  accounts 
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ami  the  distribution  of  meum  and  tuum.  We  can't  disguise  from 
ourselves  the  fact  that  Baynes  permitted  himself  to  be  misleil,  and 
had  weaknesses  not  quite  consistent  with  the  highest  virtue. 

When  he  became  aware  that  his  carelessness  in  the  matter  of 
Mrs.  Firmin's  trust  money  ha<l  placed  him  in  her  son's  power,  we 
have  seen  how  the  old  (Jeneral,  in  order  to  avoid  being  called  to 
account,  fled  across  the  water  ^ith  his  family  and  all  his  little 
fortune,  and  how  terrified  he  was  on  landing  on  a  foreign  shore  to 
find  himself  face  to  face  with  this  dreadful  creditor.  Philip's 
renunciation  of  all  claims  against  Baynes  soothed  and  pleased  the 
old  man  wonderfully.  But  Philip  might  change  his  mind,  an 
adviser  at  Baynes's  side  re|)eatedly  urged.  To  live  abroad  was 
cheaper  and  safer  than  to  live  at  home.  Accordingly  Baynes,  his 
wife,  family,  and  money,  all  went  into  exile,  and  remained  there. 

What  sjivings  the  old  man  ha<l  I  don't  accurately  know.  He 
and  his  wife  were  very  dark  \\\wn  this  subject  with  Philip :  and 
when  the  General  died,  his  widow  de(;lare<l  herself  to  be  almost  a 
pauper  !  It  was  impossible  that  Baynes  should  have  left  much 
roonev  ;  but  that  Charlotte's  share  should  have  amounted  to — that 
sum  which  may  or  may  not  presently  be  stated — was  a  little  too 
absiuxi !  You  see  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Firmin  are  travelling  abroad  just 
now.  When  I  wrote  to  Firmin,  to  ask  if  I  might  mention  the 
amount  of  his  wife's  fortune,  he  gave  me  no  answer ;  nor  do  I  like 
to  enter  upcm  these  matters  of  calculation  without  his  explicit 
permission.  He  is  of  a  hot  tem[)er  ;  he  might,  on  his  return,  grow 
angry  with  the  fncnd  of  his  youth,  and  say,  "  Sir,  how  dare  you  to 
t'ilk  alK)ut  my  t>rivate  affairs  ?  and  what  has  the  public  to  do  with 
Mrs.  Firmin's  private  fortune  ? " 

When,  the  last  rites  over,  good-natured  Uncle  Mac  proposecl  to 
t:ike  Charlotte  back  to  Tours,  her  mother  made  no  objection.  The 
widow  had  tried  to  do  the  girl  such  an  injury,  that  perha|)s  the 
latter  felt  forgiveness  was  imixyssible.  Little  Char  love<l  Philip 
with  all  her  heart  and  strength  ;  had  been  authorised  and  encounu^ed 
to  do  so,  as  we  have  seen.  To  give  him  up  now,  because  a  richer 
suitor  presented  himself,  was  an  act  of  treascm  from  which  her 
faithful  heart  revolted,  and  she  never  could  panlon  the  instigator. 
You  see,  in  this  simple  story,  I  scarcely  care  even  to  have  reticen(»e 
or  secrets.  I  don't  want  you  to  understand  for  a  moment  that 
Walsingham  Hely  was  still  crying  his  eyes  out  al)out  Charlotte. 
C«<Kxlne88  bless  you  !  It  was  two  or  three  weeks  ago  four  or  five 
weeks  ago,  that  he  was  in  love  with  her !  He  \\w\  not  seen  the 
Ihichesse  d'lvry  then,  al)out  whom  you  may  rcmemlwr  he  had  the 
ipiarrel  with  Pixlichon,  at  the  club  in  the  Hue  de  Grammont.  (He 
and  the  Duchesse  wrote  poems  to  eacii  otiier,  each  in  the  other's 
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native  langua^)  The  Charlotte  had  long  passed  out  of  the  joung 
fellow's  miud.  That  butterfly  had  flattered  off*  fiT>m  our  En^ish 
rosebud,  and  had  settled  on  the  other  elderiy  flower !  I  d(»'t  know 
that  Mrs.  Baynes  was  aware  of  young  Hely's  fickleness  at  thii 
present  time  of  which  we  are  writing ;  but  his  Yisfts  bad  ceased, 
and  she  was  angry  and  disappointed  ;  and  not  the  less  angry  because 
her  labour  had  been  in  vain.  On  her  part,  Charlotte  could  also  be 
resolutely  unforgiving.  Take  her  Philip  from  her !  Never,  never ! 
Her  mother  force  her  to  give  up  the  man  whom  she  had  been 
enoouiBged  to  love?  Mamma  should  have  defended  Philip,  not 
betrayed  him !  If  I  command  my  son  to  steal  a  spoon,  shall  he 
obey  me  f  And  if  he  do  obey  and  steal,  and  be  transported,  will  he 
love  me  afterwards  ?  I  think  I  can  hardly  ask  for  so  much  filial 
affection. 

So  there  was  strife  between  mother  and  daughter ;  and  anger 
not  the  less  bitter,  on  Mrs.  Baynes's  part,  because  her  husband, 
whose  cupidity  or  fear  had,  at  first,  induced  him  to  take  her  side, 
had  deserted  her  and  gone  over  to  her  daughter.  In  the  anger  of 
that  controversy  Baynes  died,  leaving  the  victory  and  right  with 
Charlotte.  He  shrank  from  his  wife :  would  not  speak  to  her  in 
his  last  moments.  The  widow  had  these  ipjuries  against  her 
daughter  and  Philip :  and  thus  neither  side  forgave  the  other. 
She  was  not  averse  to  the  child's  going  away  to  her  unde :  put  a 
lean  hungry  face  against  Charlotte's  lip,  and  received  a  kiss  which 
I  fear  had  but  little  love  in  it  I  don't  envy  those  children  who 
remain  under  the  widow's  lonely  command ;  or  poor  Madame 
Smolensk,  who  ha.s  to  endure  the  arrogance,  the  grief,  the  avarice 
of  that  grim  woman.  Nor  did  Madame  suffer  under  this  tyranny 
long.  Galigtuinis  Mesaemjer  very  soon  announced  that  she  had 
lodgings  to  let,  and  I  remember  being  edifietl  by  reading  one  day 
in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  that  elegant  apartments,  select  society, 
and  an  excellent  table  were  to  be  found  in  one  of  the  most  air\'  and 
fashionable  quarters  uf  Paris.  Inquire  of  Madame  la  Baronne  de 
S sk.  Avenue  de  Valmy,  Champs  Ely  sees. 

We  guessed  without  difficulty  how  this  advertisement  foimd 
its  way  to  the  Pall  J  fall  Gazette ;  and  very  soon  after  its  appear- 
ance Msuiaine  de  Smolensk's  friend,  Mr.  Philip,  made  his  appeiirauce 
at  our  tea-tabl(»  in  Lontlon.  He  was  always  welcome  amongst  us 
elders  and  children.  He  wore  a  cra|)e  on  his  hat.  As  soon  as  the 
young  ones  were  gone,  you  may  be  sure  he  poureil  his  story  out ; 
and  enbirge<l  ui>on  the  death,  the  burial,  the  quarrels,  the  loves, 
the  jMirtiiiirs  we  have  narrate<l.  How  nmld  he  be  put  in  a  way  to 
earn  three  or  four  hundred  a  year  \  That  was  the  present  question. 
Ere  he  came  to  see  us,  he  had  already  been  totting  up  ways  and 
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means.  He  had  been  with  our  friend  Mrs.  Brandon :  waa  staying 
with  her.  The  Little  Sister  thought  three  hundred  would  be 
sufficient.  They  could  have  her  second  floor — not  for  nothing; 
no,  no,  but  at  a  moderate  price,  which  would  pay  her.  They  could 
have  attics,  if  more  rooms  were  needed.  They  could  have  her 
kitchen  fire,  and  one  maid,  for  the  present,  would  do  all  their  work. 
P(K>r  little  thing!  She  was  very  young.  She  would  be  past 
eighteen  by  the  time  she  could  marry ;  the  Little  Sister  was  for 
(^arly  marriages,  against  long  courtships.  *'  Heaven  helps  those  as 
helps  themselves,"  she  said.  And  Mr.  Philip  thought  this  excellent 
advice,  and  Mr.  Philip's  friend,  when  asked  for  h%$  opinion — 
**  Candidly  now,  what's  your  opinion!" — said,  '*  Is  she  in  the  next 
room  1     Of  course  you  mean  you  are  married  already." 

Philip  roared  one  of  his  great  kughs.  No,  he  was  not  married 
already.  Had  he  not  said  that  Miss  Baynes  was  gone  away  to 
Tours  to  her  aunt  and  uncle  1  But  that  he  wanted  to  be  married ; 
but  that  he  could  never  settle  down  to  work  till  he  married ;  but 
that  he  could  have  no  rest,  peace,  health  till  he  married  that  angel, 
he  was  ready  to  confess.  Ready  f  All  the  street  might  hear  him 
calling  out  the  name  and  expatiating  on  the  angelic  charms  and 
goodness  of  his  Charlotte.  He  spoke  so  loud  and  long  on  this 
subject  that  my  wife  grew  a  little  tired ;  and  my  wife  cdway$  likes 
to  hear  other  women  praised,  that  (she  says)  I  know  she  does. 
But  when  a  man  goes  on  roiiring  for  an  hour  about  Dulcineaf 
You  know  such  talk  becomes  fulHome  at  last ;  and,  in  fine,  when 
he  was  gone,  my  wife  said,  '*  Well,  he  is  very  much  in  love ;  so 
were  you — I  mean  long  before  my  time,  sir ;  but  does  love  pay  the 
housekeeping  bills,  pray  ?  " 

"  No,  my  dc^r.  And  love  is  always  controlled  by  other 
people's  advice : — always,"  says  Philip's  friend ;  who,  I  hope,  you 
will  perceive  was  speaking  ironically. 

Philip's  friends  had  list^'ned  not  impatiently  to  Philip's  talk 
about  Philip.  Almost  all  women  will  give  a  sympathising  hearing 
t«»  men  who  are  in  love.  Be  they  ever  so  old,  they  grow  young 
uj^ain  with  that  convenuition,  and  renew  their  own  early  times. 
Men  are  not  quite  so  genen»UH :  Tityrus  tires  of  hearing  Cor>'don 
discourse  endlessly  on  the  ohanns  of  his  shepherdess.  And  yet 
egotism  is  good  talk.  Even  dull  autobiographies  are  pleasant  to 
roid :  and  if  to  rea<I,  why  not  to  hear?  Had  Master  Philip  not 
been  such  an  egotist,  he  would  not  have  been  so  plt>:is:int  a 
companion.  Can't  y(ni  like  a  man  at  whom  you  lauj^li  u  little  \ 
I  had  rather  such  an  o|>en-iiioutlic<l  (Hmversationist  than  ymir 
cautioiw  jaws  that  never  unl(N*k  witiiout  a  careful  application  of 
the  key.     As  for  the  eiitrunc^e  to  Mr.  Philip's  mind,  that  door  was 
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always  op^i  when  he  was  awake,  or  not  hungry,  or  in  a  fnend's 
company.  Besides  his  love,  and  his  prospects  in  life,  his  poverty, 
&c,  Philip  hail  other  fitvourite  topics  of  conversation.  His  fiieiMi 
the  Little  Sister  was  a  great  theme  with  him;  his  &ther  was 
another  &vourite  subject  of  his  talk.  By  the  way,  his  fiither  IumI 
written  to  the  Little  Sister.  The  Doctor  said  he  was  sure  to 
prosper  in  his  newly-adopted  country.  He  and  another  physician 
had  invented  a  new  medicine,  which  was  to  effect  wonders,  and  in 
a  few  years  would  assuredly  make  the  fortune  of  both  of  them. 
He  was  never  without  one  scheme  or  another  for  making  that 
fortune  which  never  came.  Whenever  he  drew  upon  poor  Philip 
for  little  sums,  his  letters  were  sure  to  be  especially  magniloquent 
and  hopeful.  "Whenever  the  Doctor  says  he  has  invental  the 
philosopher's  stone,"  said  poor  Philip,  "  1  am  sure  there  will  be  a 
postscript  to  say  that  a  little  bill  will  be  presented  for  so  much,  at 
so  many  days'  date." 

Had  he  drawn  on  Philip  lately?  Philip  told  us  when,  and 
how  often.  We  gave  him  all  the  benefit  of  our  virtuous  indignation. 
As  for  my  wife's  eyes,  they  gleamed  with  anger.  What  a  man : 
what  a  fiither  \  Oh,  he  wiis  incorri^ble  I  "  Yes,  I  am  afraid  he 
is,"  s;iys  poor  Phil  comically,  with  his  hands  roaming  at  ease  in 
his  pockets.  They  i-ontained  little  else  than  those  big  hands. 
"  My  father  is  of  a  hoix»ful  turn.  His  views  regarding  projierty 
are  peculiar.  It  is  a  comfort  to  have  such  a  distingiiishe<l  parent, 
isn't  it  ?  I  am  always  surprise<l  to  hear  that  he  is  not  married 
ag-ain.     I  sigh  for  a  mother-in  law,"  Philip  continued. 

**  Oh,  doni,  Philip ! "  cried  Mrs.  Laura,  in  a  pet  "  Be 
gontirous  :  lie  forgiving  :  be  noble  :  be  Christian  !  Don't  be  cynical, 
and  imitating — vou  know  whom  !  '* 

Whom  could  she  ixxssibly  mean,  I  wonder  ?  After  flashes,  there 
came  showers  in  this  lady's  eyes.  From  long  habit  I  can  under- 
stand her  thoughts,  although  she  does  not  utter  them.  She  wa.'^ 
thinking  of  those  |)oor,  noble,  simple,  friendless  young  i>eople  :  an<l 
asking  Heaven's  protection  for  them.  I  am  not  in  the  habit  uf 
over-praising  my  frien<ls,  gixnlness  knows.  The  foibles  of  this  one 
I  have  de8cril)ed  honestly  enough.  But  if  I  write  down  here  that 
he  was  courageous,  cheerful  in  adversity,  generous,  sinii»le,  truth- 
loving,  above  a  scheme — after  having  said  that  he  was  a  noble 
young  fellow — diri ;  and  I  won't  cancel  the  wonls. 

Anient  lover  Jis  he  was,  our  friend  was  glad  to  be  back  in  the 
midst  of  the  London  smoke,  and  wealth,  and  bustle.  The  fog 
agreed  with  his  lungs,  he  said.  He  bn^ithe<l  more  freely  in  our 
grciit  city  than  in  that  little  English  village  in  the  centre  of  Paris 
which  he  had  been  inhabiting.     In  his  hotel,  and  at  his  cafe  (where 
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he  oompoeed  his  eloquent  "  own  correspondence "),  he  had  occasion 
to  speak  a  little  French,  but  it  never  came  very  trippin^^ly  from  his 
stout  English  tongue.  ''You  don't  suppose  I  would  like  to  be 
taken  for  a  Frenchman,"  he  would  say,  with  much  gravity.  I 
wonder  who  ever  thought  of  mistaking  friend  Philip  for  a  French- 
man ? 

As  for  that  faithful  Little  Sister,  her  house  and  heart  were  still 
:it  the  young  man's  service.  We  have  not  visitwl  Thomhaugh 
Street  for  some  time.  Mr.  Philip,  whom  we  have  Iweii  bound  to 
attend,  has  been  too  much  0<!cupied  with  his  love-making  to  ))estow 
much  thought  on  his  affectionate  little  friend.  She  has  been  tni<lg- 
iiig  meanwhile  on  her  humble  course  of  life,  cheerful,  moilcst, 
laborious,  doing  her  duty,  with  a  helping  little  hand  ready  to 
relieve  many  a  fallen  wayfarer  on  her  road.  She  had  a  room 
vacant  in  her  house  when  Philip  came  : — a  room,  indeed  !  Would 
she  not  have  had  a  house  vacant,  if  Philip  wanted  it  7  But  in  the 
interval  since  we  saw  her  last,  the  Little  Sister,  too,  has  hail  to 
assume  black  robes.  Her  father,  the  old  Captain,  has  gone  to  his 
rest.  His  place  is  vacant  in  the  little  parlour :  his  beilroom  is 
ready  for  Philip,  as  long  as  Philip  will  stay.  She  di<l  not  profess 
to  fi^l  much  affliction  for  the  loss  of  the  Captain.  She  talked  of 
hiui  constantly  as  though  he  were  present ;  and  made  a  sup{)er  for 
Philip,  and  seated  him  in  her  t)a's  chair.  How  she  bustled  about 
on  the  night  when  Philip  arrive<l !  what  a  l)eaming  welcome  there 
was  in  her  kind  eyes  !  Her  m(Ml(>st  hair  was  toucheil  with  silver 
now  ;  but  her  cheeks  were  like  apples ;  her  little  figure  was  neat, 
and  light,  and  active :  and  her  voice,  with  its  gentle  laugh,  and 
little  sweet  liad  grammar,  has  always  seemed  one  of  the  sweetest 
c»f  voices  to  me. 

Very  soon  after  Philip's  arrival  in  London,  Mrs.  Brandon  paid 
a  visit  to  the  wife  of  Mr.  Finnin's  humble  servant  and  biographer, 
and  the  two  women  had  a  fine  sentimentid  consultation.  All  goo<l 
women,  you  know,  are  sentimental.  The  idea  of  young  lovers,  of 
match-making,  of  amiable  iM)verty,  tenderly  excites  and  inten*Hts 
them.  My  wife,  at  this  time,  began  to  pour  off  fine  long  letters 
to  Miss  Baynes,  to  whi(*h  the  latter  miKlestly  and  dutiftdly  replie<l, 
with  many  expressions  of  fervour  and  gratitude  for  the  interest 
which  her  friend  in  Lomlon  was  {)leased  to  take  in  the  little  maid. 
I  saw  by  these  answers  that  Charlotte's  union  with  Philip  was 
taken  as  a  received  point  by  these  two  ladies.  They  disinisseil  the 
ways  and  means.  They  di(l  not  talk  altout  broughams,  settlements, 
t4»wn  and  country  houses,  pin-moneys,  trousseaux :  and  my  wife, 
in  computing  their  sources  of  income,  always  |K)int4^1  out  that  Miss 
Charlotte's   fortune,    though    certiiinly   small,  wouhl   give  a  very 
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OBeful  addition  to  the  young  couple's  income.  "Fifty  pounds  a 
year  not  much  !  Let  me  tdl  yon,  sir,  that  fifty  pounds  a  year  is 
a  very  pretty  little  sum :  if  PhOip  can  but  make  three  bundled  a 
year  himself^  Mrs.  Brandon  says  th^  ought  to  be  able  to  live  quite 
nicely."  You  ask,  my  genteel  Mend,  is  it  possiUe  that  pec^ile  can 
live  for  four  hundred  a  yeart  How  do  they  manage,  eet  paMvra 
gen$  t  They  eat,  they  drink,  they  are  dothed,  they  are  irarmed, 
they  have  roofe  over  their  heads,  and  'gjass  in  their  windows :  and 
some  of  them  are  as  good,  happy,  and  well-bred  as  their  neighboun 
idio  are  ten  times  as  rich.  Then,  besides  this  calculation  of  mooej, 
there  is  the  fond  woman's  firm  belief  that  the  day  will  bring  its 
daily  bread  for  those  who  work  for  it  and  ask  for  it  in  the  proper 
quarter ;  against  which  reasoning  many  a  man  knows  it  is  in  Tain 
to  aigue.  As  to  my  own  little  objections  and  doubts,  my  wife 
met  them  by  reference  to  Philip's  former  love-afi&dr  with  his  cousn, 
Miss  Twysden.  "You  had  no  objection  in  that  case,  sir,"  thii 
logician  would  say.  "You  would  have  had  him  take  a  creature 
without  a  heart  You  would  cheerfully  have  seen  him  made 
nuserable  for  life,  because  you  thought  there  was  money  enough 
and  a  genteel  connection.  Money  indeed !  Very  happy  Mtk. 
Woolcomb  is  with  her  money.  Very  creditably  to  all  sides 
has  that  marriage  turned  out ! "  I  need  scarcely  remind  my 
readers  of  the  unfortunate  result  of  that  marriage.  Woolcomh\s 
behaviour  to  his  wife  was  the  agreeable  talk  of  London  society 
and  of  the  London  clubs  very  soon  after  the  pair  were  joined 
together  in  holy  matrimony.  Do  we  not  all  remember  how 
Woolcomb  was  accused  of  striking  his  wife,  of  starring  his  wife, 
and  how  she  took  refuge  at  home  and  came  to  her  father's  house 
with  a  black  eye?  The  two  Twy8<lcns  were  so  ashamed  of  this 
transaction,  that  father  and  son  left  off  coming  to  "  Bays's,"  where 
I  never  heard  their  absence  regretted  but  by  one  man,  who  said 
that  Talbot  owed  him  money  for  losses  at  whist  for  which  he  couid 
get  no  settlement. 

Should  Mr.  Firmin  go  and  see  his  aunt  in  her  misfortune? 
Bygones  might  be  bygones,  some  of  Philip's  advisers  thought. 
Now  Mrs.  Twysden  was  unhappy,  her  heart  might  relent  to 
Philip,  whom  she  certainly  had  loved  as  a  Iwv.  Philip  had  the 
magnanimity  to  ciill  upon  her :  and  found  her  carriage  waiting  at 
the  door.  But  a  servant,  after  keeping  the  gentleman  waiting  in 
the  dreary  well -remembered  hall,  brought  him  word  that  his 
mistress  was  out,  smiled  in  his  face  with  an  engaging  insolence, 
and  proceeded  to  put  cloaks,  court-guides,  and  other  female  gear 
into  the  carriage  in  the  presence  of  this  poor  deserted  nephew. 
This  visit  it  must  be  owned  was  one  of  Mrs.   Laura's   romantic 


ON    HIS   WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD     475 

irto  at  reconciling  enemies:  a«  if,  my  good  creature,  the 
ysdens  ever  let  a  man  into  their  house  who  was  poor  or  out 
Guhion !  They  lived  in  a  constant  dread  lest  Philip  should  call 
borrow  money  of  them.  As  if  they  ever  lent  money  to  a  man 
o  was  in  need !  If  they  ask  the  respected  reader  to  their  house, 
)end  upon  it  they  think  he  is  well-to-do.  On  the  other  hand, 
t  Twymlens  made  a  very  handsome  entertainment  for  the  new 
rd  of  Whipham  and  Ringwood  who  now  reigned  after  his  kins- 
n's  death.  They  affably  went  and  passed  Christmas  with  him 
the  country ;  and  they  cringed  and  bowwl  l)efore  Sir  John 
igwood  as  they  had  boweil  and  cringed  before  the  Eaii  in  his 
le.  The  old  Earl  had  been  a  Tory  in  his  latter  days  when 
Ibot  Twysden^s  views  were  alno  very  conservative.  The  present 
rd  of  Ringwood  was  a  Whig.  It  is  surprising  liow  liberal  the 
ysdens  grew  in  the  course  of  a  fortnight's  after-dinner  ronversa- 
n  and  pheasant-shooting  talk  at  Ringwood.  ''  Hang  it !  you 
ow,"  young  Twysden  said,  in  his  office  afterwards,  "a  fellow 
ist  go  with  the  politics  of  his  family,  you  know !  **  and  he 
igged  about  the  dinners,  wines,  splendours,  cooks,  and  pre- 
ves  of  Ringwood  as  freely  as  in  the  time  of  his  noble  grand- 
cle.  Any  one  who  has  kept  a  hoiuie-dog  in  London,  which 
ks  your  boots  and  your  platter,  and  &wns  for  the  bones  in 
iir  dish,  knows  how  the  animal  barks  and  flies  at  the  poor  who 
ne  to  the  door.  The  Twysdens,  father  and  son,  were  of  this 
use  species :  and  there  are  vast  packs  of  such  dogs  here  and 
ewhere. 

If  Philip  opened  his  heart  to  us,  and  talked  unreservedly  re- 
iding  his  hopes  and  his  plans,  you  may  be  sure  he  had  his  little 
nid,  Mrs.  Brandon,  also  in  his  confidence,  and  that  no  pcraon  in 
5  world  was  more  eager  to  serve  him.  Whilst  we  were  talking 
Kit  what  was  to  lie  done,  thin  little  lafly  was  also  at  work  in  her 
'ourite's  behalf  She  hail  a  firm  ally  in  Mrs.  Mugford,  the  pn>- 
etor's  lady  of  the  Pall  Mall  OaietU,  Mrs.  Mugfonl  had  lonj: 
m  interested  in  Philip,  his  misfortunes  and  his  love  affairs. 
eae  two  good  women  hail  made  a  sentimental  hero  of  him.  Ah  ! 
It  they  could  devise  some  feasible  scheme  to  help  him  !  And 
?h  a  chance  actimlly  did  very  soon  present  itself  to  these  dc- 
hted  women. 

In  almost  all  the  papers  of  the  new  year  appeared  a  brilliant 
rertiaement,  announcing  the  sfieedy  appearance  in  Dublin  of  a 
w  paper.  It  was  to  be  callc<l  The  Shamroc'k,  and  its  first 
mbcr  was  to  be  issued  on  the  ensuing  St.  Patrick  s  <lay.  I  nee<l 
;  quote  at  length  the  ailvcrtisement  which  herald«l  the  advent  of 
8  new  periodical.     The  most  famous  i»ctih  of  the  national  |Nirty 
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in  Irelaiid  were,  of  oouree,  engaged  to  contribute  to  its  odlonin& 
Those  pens  would  be  hammered  into  steel  of  a  different  thMpe  when 
the  opportunity  should  offer.  Beloved  prelates,  authors  of  world- 
wide &me,  bards,  the  bold  strings  of  whose  lyres  had  rung  through 
the  isle  already,  and  made  millions  of  noble  hearts  to  beat,  and,  by 
consequence,  double  the  number  of  eyes  to  fill;  j^osophers,  r^ 
nowned  for  scieoce ;  and  illustrious  advocates,  whose  manly  vomcb 
had  ever  spoken  the  language  of  hope  and  ft^eedom  to  an  &c  &&, 
would  be  found  rallying  round  the  journal,  and  proud  to  wear  the 
symlxd  of  The  Shamrock.  Finally,  Michael  Gassidy,  Esquire, 
was  chosen  to  be  the  editor  of  this  new  journal 

This  was  the  M.  Gassidy,  Esquire,  who  appeared,  I  think,  at 
Mr.  Firmin's  call-supper ;  and  who  had  long  been  the  sub-editor  of 
the  PiM  Mall  GdzetU,  If  Michael  went  to  Dame  Street,  whr 
should  not  Philip  be  sub-editor  at  Pall  Mallt  Mrs.  Brandoo 
argued.  Of  course  there  would  be  a  score  of  candidates  for  Michaere 
office.  The  editor  would  like  the  patronage.  Bamet,  Mugfbrds 
partner  in  the  Gcuette,  would  wish  to  appoint  his  man.  CassidT, 
before  retiring,  would  assuredly  intimate  his  approaching  resigna- 
tion to  scores  of  gentlemen  of  his  nation,  who  would  not  object  !<• 
take  the  Saxon's  pay  until  they  finally  shook  his  yoke  ofi^  aD«l 
would  eat  his  breai^l  imtil  the  happy  moment  arrived  when  they 
could  knock  out  his  brains  in  fair  battle.  As  soon  as  Mrs.  Brandon 
heiinl  of  the  vacant  place,  that  moment  she  determined  that  Philip 
should  have  it.  It  was  surprising  what  a  quantity  of  information 
our  little  friend  i)ossesscd  about  artists,  and  pressmen,  and  their 
lives,  families,  ways  and  means.  Many  gentlemen  of  both  prv>tes- 
sions  came  to  Mr.  Ridley's  chambers  and  calle<l  on  the  Little  Sister 
on  their  way  to  and  fro.  How  Tom  Smith  had  left  the  I/entMj 
and  gone  to  the  Post  ;  what  price  Jack  Jones  had  for  his  ])ietiire, 
and  who  sat  for  the  priucijial  fiij:iu*e8 — I  promise  you  Madam 
Bran<lon  had  all  these  interesting  details  by  heart ;  and  I  think  I 
have  described  this  little  |)ers<jn  very  inadctiuately  if  I  have  not 
made  you  understjmd  that  she  was  as  intrepid  a  little  jobber  a.< 
ever  lived,  and  never  seruplcNi  to  go  any  lenjj^th  to  serve  a  friend. 
To  be  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  to  be  professor  of  Hebrew,  to  be 
teacher  of  a  dancing-school,  to  l)e  oriranist  for  a  chiin^h  :  for  any 
conceivable  place  or  function  this  little  i>erson  would  have  asserted 
Philip's  capability.  "  Don't  tcU  me  !  He  can  dance  or  preach  (as 
the  case  may  be),  or  write  beautiful !  And  as  for  being  unfit  to  be 
a  sub-editor,  I  want  to  know,  has  he  not  as  good  a  head  and  as 
good  an  eilucation  as  that  Cassitiy,  indee<l  ?  And  is  not  Cambridge 
College  the  best  college  in  the  worhi  ?  It  is,  I  say.  And  he  went 
there  ever  so  long.     And  he  might  have  taken  the  very  best  prize, 
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tiiily  money  was  no  ot^iecl  to  him  then,  dear  fellow,  and  he  liid  not 
like  t'l  keep  the  poor  out  of  what  he  didn't  want ! " 

Mi's.  Mugfonl  htul  always  considered  the  young  man  as  very 
haig{hiy,  but  i[uit«  the  gentleman,  and  speeilily  was  infected  by  her 
goaaip'e  enthusiasm  ahoiit  him.  My  wife  hired  a  Hy.  pocked  acrera) 
of  the  children  into  it,  called  upon  Mrs.  Mugford,  and  ehuee  to  he 
delighted  with  that  hidy's  garden,  with  that  tally's  nunery^ — with 
everytbing  tlint  Imre  the  name  of  Mugford.  It  was  a.  purioaity  tn 
remark  in  what  a  flurry  of  excitement  these  women  plunged,  and 
how  they  schemed,  and  coaxed,  and  caballed,  in  onler  to  get  this 
|>)ace  fur  their  prot^^.  My  wife  thought — she  merely  ha)>i>ened  to 
sunnise  ;  nothing  more,  of  course—  that  Mrs.  MuKfonl'ii  fond  deaire 
was  ti)  ahine  in  the  worhl.  "  Could  we  not  ask  some  people^with 
— with  what  you  pall  handles  to  their  names, — I  think  I  lieforB 
heard  you  use  some  such  term,  sir,^ — to  meet  the  Mugfotde  ?  Some 
of  Philip's  old  friends,  who  I  nin  siu-e  would  be  very  Iiappy  to  serve 
him."  Some  such  artifice  was,  I  own,  prnptiaed.  We  coaxed, 
cajoled,  fondled  the  Mugfords  for  PhUip'a  sake,  and  HeaTeu  forgive 
Mrs.  Laura  her  hypocrisy.  We  had  an  entertainment  then,  1  own. 
We  aitked  our  finest  company,  ami  Mr.  and  Mrs.  MugfonI  to  meet 
tlieni :  and  we  prayed  that  unluiky  Philip  to  be  on  his  best  behaviour 
to  all  {>ersons  who  were  invited  to  the  feast. 

Before  my  wife  thin  lion  of  a  Firmin  was  as  a  lamb.  Rough, 
CBptioiiB,  and  overbearing  in  general  society,  with  those  whom  he 
loved  and  esteemed  Philip  was  of  all  men  the  most  modest  and 
humble.  He  would  never  tire  of  playing  with  our  children,  joining 
in  their  games,  laughing  and  rr>aring  at  thmr  little  eports.  I  have 
never  had  such  a  laugher  at  my  jokes  as  Philip  Firaiin.  I  tliiiik 
my  wife  liked  him  for  that  noble  guffaw  with  which  he  used  to  salute 
tho«e  pieces  of  wit.  He  arrived  a  little  late  sometimes  with  his 
laughing  chorus,  but  ten  people  at  table  were  not  so  loud  as  this 
faithful  friend.  Uu  the  contrary,  Mhen  ih««e  people  for  whom  ho 
has  no  liking  venture  on  a  ihiti  or  other  pleasnntrj-,  I  am  bound  lo 
own  that  Philip's  acknowle<igment  of  their  waggery  must  be  a 
thing  but  pleasant  or  flattering  to  them.  Now.  on  occasion  of  this  J 
important  dinner,  I  enjoined  him  to  be  very  kind,  and  very  civil, 
and  very  much  pleaaeil  with  everybody,  and  to  stamp  iijion  nobody's 
(^oms,  as,  indeed,  why  shoidil  he,  in  life  J  Who  was  he  to  be  cctiwjt  . 
nwrum  ?  And  it  has  been  said  that  no  tniui  could  admit  his  own 
faults  with  a  more  e'ngaging  candour  than  our  friend.  | 

We  invited,  tlien,  MugfonI,  the  proprietor  of  the  Pall  Mall   | 
Oautte.  and  his  wife  ;  and  Hickerton,  the  editor  of  that  periodical ; 
Lonl  Egham,  Philip's  old  College  friend  ;  and  one   or  two  more  J 
^Matteiaeii.     Our  invitatiang  to  the  ladies  were  not  t 
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Some  were  engaged,  others  away  in  the  oonntry  keeping  Ghnstmu. 
In  fine,  we  considered  ourselves  rather  lucky  in  securing  old  Lady 
Hixie,  who  lives  hard  by  in  Westminster,  and  who  will  pass  for  a 
lady  of  fashion  when  no  person  of  greater  note  is  present.    My  wife 
told  her  that  the  object  of  the  dinner  was  to  make  our  frioid  Flnnin 
acquainted  with  the  editor  and  proprietor  of  the  FcUl  Mall  Gasettt^ 
with  whom  it  was  important  that  he  should  be  on  the  most  amicable 
footing.    Oh  !  very  well    Lady  Hixie  promised  to  be  quite  gnusom 
to  the  newspaper  gentleman  and  his  wife ;  and  kept  her  promise 
most  graciously  during  the  evening.    Our  good  friend  Mrs.  Mogford 
was  the  first  of  our  guests  to  arrive.    She  drove  '*  in  her  trap  "  firom 
her  villa  in  the  suburbs;  and  after  putting  up  his  carriage  at  a 
neighbouring  livery-stable,  her  groom  volunteered  to  help  our  servants 
in  waiting  at  dinner.      His  zeal  and  activity  were   remarkable. 
China  smashed,  and   dish-covers  clanged  in   the  passage.      Mre. 
Mugford  said  that  *'  Sam  was  at  his  old  tricks ; "  and  I  hope  the 
hostess  showed  she  was  mistress  of  herself  amidst  that  fiedl  of  china. 
Mrs.  Mugford  came  before  the  appointed  hour,  she  said,  in  order 
to  see  our  ciiildren.     ''With  our  late  London  dinner  hoars,"  die 
remarked,  ''children  was  never  seen  now."     At  Hampstead,  hers 
always  appeared  at  the  dessert,  and  enlivened  the  table  with  their 
innocent  outcries  for  oranges  and  struggles  for  sweetmeats.     In  the 
nursery,  where  one  little  maid,  in  her  crisp  long  night-gown,  was 
saying  her  prayers ;  where  another  little  person,  in  the  most  airy 
costume,  wa.s  standing  before  the  great  barred  fire :  where  a  thirti 
Lilliputian  was  sitting  up  in  its  night-cap  and  surplice,  sur\'eying 
the  scene  below  from  its  crib  ; — the  ladies  found  our  dear  Little 
Sister  installed.    She  lia<;  come  to  see  her  little  pets  (she  had  known 
two  or  three  of  them  from  the  very  earliest  times).    She  was  a  great 
favourite  amongst  them  all ;  and,  I  believe,  conspired  with  the  cook 
down  below  in  preparing  certain  delicacies  for  the  table.     A  fine 
conversiition  then  ensued  about  our  children,  about  the   Mugfoid 
rhildren,  about  K^bies  in  general.     And  then  the  artful  women  (the 
house-mistress  and  the  Little  Sister)  bnniirht  Philip  on  the  tapis^  and 
discoursed,  a  Y"'  inieuj-,  alK>ut  his  virtues,  his  misfortunes,  his  engage- 
ment, and  that  dear  little  creature  to  whom  he  was  betrothed.     This 
conversation  went  on  until  cjirriage-wheels  were  heanl  in  the  square, 
and  the  knocker  (there  were  actually  knockers  in  that  old-fashion eii 
place   and   time)    beiran    to    peal.       "  Oh,   bother !      There's   the 
company  a-comin','   ^Irs.  Mugford  said  ;  and,  arranging  her  cap  an«l 
flounces,  with   neat-hande<l  Mrs.   Brandon's  aid,  came  downstairs, 
after  taking  a  tender  leave  of  the  little  people,  to  whom  she  sent  a 
present  next  day  of  a  pile  of  fine  Christmas  books,  which  had  come 
to  the  Pcdl  }fall  Gazette  for  review.     The  kind  woman  had  been 
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coaxed,  wheedled,  and  won  over  to  our  side,  to  Philip's  side.  He 
had  her  vote  for  the  sub-editorship,  whatever  might  ensue. 

Most  of  our  guests  had  already  arrived^  when  at  length  Mrs. 
Mugford  was  announced.  I  am  bound  to  say  that  she  presented  a 
remarkable  appearance,  and  that  the  splendour  of  her  attire  was 
such  as  is  seldom  beheld. 

Bickerton  and  Philip  were  presented  to  one  another,  and  had  a 
talk  about  French  politics  before  dinner,  during  which  conversation 
Philip  behaved  with  perfect  discretion  and  politeness.  Bickerton 
hud  happened  to  hear  PhOip's  letters  well  spoken  of — in  a  good 
quarter,  mind;  and  his  cordiality  increased  when  Lord  Egham 
entered,  called  Philip  by  his  surname,  and  entered  into  a  perfectly 
free  conversation  with  him.  Old  Lady  Hixie  went  into  perfectly 
good  society,  Bickerton  conde8cende«I  to  acknowledge.  ''As  for 
Mrs.  Mugford,"  says  he,  with  a  glance  of  wondering  compassion  at 
that  lady,  ''  of  course,  I  need  not  tell  you  that  she  is  seen  nowhere 
— nowhere."  This  sai<l,  Mr.  Bickerton  stepped  forward,  and  calmly 
patronised  my  wife,  gave  me  a  good-natured  nod  for  my  own  part ; 
reminded  Lord  Egham  that  he  hail  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  him 
at  Egham ;  and  then  fixed  on  Tom  Page,  of  the  Bread-and-Butter 
Office  (who  I  own  in  one  of  our  mo8t  genteel  guests),  with  whom  he 
entered  into  a  discussion  of  some  political  matter  of  that  day — I 
forget  what :  but  thtr  main  iK>int  was  that  he  named  two  or  three 
leading  public  men  witli  whom  he  had  discussed  the  question,  what- 
ever it  might  be.  He  nunieil  very  great  names,  and  led  us  to  under- 
stand that  with  the  pn)prietorH  of  those  ver>'  great  names  he  was 
on  the  most  intimate  anci  (confidential  footing.  With  his  owners — 
with  the  proprietor  of  the  Pall  Mall  (razette^  he  was  on  the  most 
«iistant  terms,  and  indetnl  I  am  afraid  that  his  behaviour  to  myself 
auil  my  wife  was  scarcely  res(ie<'tful.  I  fancied  I  saw  Philip's  brow 
gathering  wrinkles  as  liis  eye  followed  this  man  strutting  from  one 
fierson  to  another,  and  imtronising  each.  The  dinner  was  a  little 
late,  fnmi  8«>nie  reuHon  U'st  known  in  the  lowtT  regions.  '^  I  take 
it.**  says  Bickerton,  winkin^^  at  Philip,  in  a  jiause  of  the  conversa- 
tion, *'  that  our  good  friend  and  host  is  not  much  used  to  giving 
ilinners.  The  mistress  of  the  hoiu«e  is  evidently  in  a  state  of  iier- 
turbation."  Philip  gave  Huch  a  horrible  griniai*e  that  the  other  at 
first  thought  he  was  in  pain. 

**  You,  who  have  live<l  a  gn»at  <leal  with  old  Kingi^'ood,  know  what 
a  good  dinner  is,"  Bickerton  c(»ntinue<I,  giving  Firniin  a  knowing  look. 

''  Any  dinner  is  good  which  is  accompanit*d  with  such  a  welcome 
as  I  get  here,"  sai<l  Philip. 

'*  Oh !  very  good  people,  very  good  people,  of  course ! "  cries 
Bickerton. 
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I  need  not  say  he  thinks  he  has  perfectly  mooeeded  in  adoptu; 
the  air  of  a  man  of  the  worid.  He  went  off  to  Lady  Hizie  and 
talked  with  her  ahout  the  last  great  party  at  which  he  had  met 
her ;  and  then  he  turned  to  the  host^  and  remaxked  that  my  friend, 
the  Doctor's  son,  was  a  fieroe-looldng  fellow.  In  fi^e  mimitei  he 
hail  the  good  fortune  to  make  himself  hated  by  Mr.  Fiimin.  He 
walks  through  the  world  patronising  his  hettem.  **  Our  good  friend 
is  not  much  used  to  giving  dinners," — isn't  het  I  say,  what  do 
you  mean  hy  continuing  to  endure  this  man?  Tom  F^ge^  of  the 
Bread-and-Butter  Office,  is  a  well-known  dinemmt;  Lonl  ^^uui 
is  a  peer.  Bickerton,  in  a  pretty  load  voice,  talked  to  one  or  other 
of  these  during  dinner  and  across  the  taUe.  He  sat  next  to  Mn. 
Mugford,  hut  he  turned  his  back  on  that  hewfldered  woman,  and 
never  condescended  to  address  a  word  to  her  personally.  '^(H 
course,  I  understand  you,  my  dear  fellow,"  he  said  to  me  when,  oa 
the  retreat  of  the  ladies,  we  ai^roached  within  whispering  dirtsiKy 
"  You  have  these  peoj^e  at  dinner  for  reasons  of  state.  You  hare 
a  book  coming  out,  and  want  to  have  it  noticed  in  the  paper.  I 
make  a  point  of  keeping  these  people  at  a  distance — ^the  only  way 
of  dealing  with  them,  I  give  you  my  word." 

Not  one  offensive  word  had  Philip  said  to  the  chief  writer  of 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette ;  and  I  began  to  congratulate  myself  that 
our  dinner  would  pass  without  any  misliap,  when  some  one  unluckily 
happening  to  praise  the  wine,  a  fresh  supply  was  onlered.  ''  Very 
good  claret.  Who  is  your  wine-inen'hant  ?  Upon  my  wonl,  I  j.'et 
better  claret  liore  than  I  do  in  Paris — iloii^t  you  think  so,  Mr. 
Feriuor  ?     Wliere  do  you  generally  dine  at  Paris  ? " 

"I  generally  «line  for  thirty  sous,  and  three  francs  on  grand 
days,  Mr.  Bei'korton,"  growls  Philip. 

"  My  name  is  Bickerton."  ("  What  a  vulgar  thing  for  a  fellow 
to  tidk  about  his  thirtv-sous  dinners ! "  murmuretl  mv  noi<;hbonr  t<) 
me.)  **  Well,  there  is  no  anN»uiitin«c  for  tiustes !  When  I  go  tn 
Paris,  I  dine  at  the  *  Trois  Fr^res.'  Give  me  the  Burgundy  at  tlio 
'  Trois  Fri^w.' " 

"  That  is  because  you  jyjreat  leader-writers  are  paid  better  than 
poor  corre8|)ondent8.  I  shall  be  <lelightetl  to  be  able  to  tline  iM^tter." 
And  with  this  Mr.  Finnin  smiles  at  Mr.  Mugford,  his  master  and 
owner. 

"Nothing  so  vulgar  as  talkin£^  shop,"  says  Bickerton,  rather  loud. 

"  I  am  not  ashamed  of  the  shoj)  I  keep.  Are  you  of  yours 
Mr.  Bickerton  ? "  growls  Philip. 

"  F.  had  him  there,"  says  Mr.  ^Inirfonl. 

Mr.  Bickerton  got  up  from  table,  turning  quite  pale.  ^'  Do  you 
mean  to  be  offensive,  sir  ? "  he  asked. 
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''Offensive,  sir?  No,  sir.  Some  men  are  offensive  without 
meaning  it.  You  have  been  several  times  to-night!"  says  Lord 
Philip. 

''  I  don't  see  that  I  am  called  upon  to  bear  this  kind  of  thing 
at  any  man's  table ! ''  cried  Mr.  Bickerton.  "  Lord  Egham,  I  wish 
you  good-night ! " 

"  I  say,  old  boy,  what's  the  row  about  ? "  asked  his  Lordship. 
And  we  were  all  astonished  as  my  guest  rose  and  left  the  table  in 
great  wrath. 

"Serve  him  right,  Firmin,  I  say!"  said  Mr.  Mugford,  again 
drinking  off  a  glass. 

"VHiy,  don't  you  know?"  says  Tom  Page.  "His  &ther  keeps 
a  haberdasher's  shop  at  Cambridge,  and  sent  him  to  Oxford,  where 
he  took  a  good  degree." 

And  this  had  come  of  a  dinner  of  conciliation — a  dinner  which 
was  to  advance  Philip's  interest  in  life  ! 

"  Hit  him  a^n,  I  say,"  cried  Mugford,  wliom  wine  had  rendered 
eloquent  "  He's  a  supercilious  beast,  that  Bickerton  is,  and  I  hate 
him,  and  so  does  Mrs.  M." 


CHAPTER  XXXI 
NARRATES  THAT  FAMOUS  JOKE  ABOUT  MISS  GRIGSBY 

FOR  once  Philip  found  that  he  had  offended  without  giviiig 
general  offence.  In  the  confidence  of  female  interooone, 
Mrs.  Mugford  had  already,  in  her  own  artless  but  poweifbl 
language,  confirmed  her  husband's  statement  regarding  Mr.  Bickerton, 
and  declared  that  B.  was  a  beast,  and  she  was  only  sorry  that  Mr. 
F.  had  not  hit  him  a  little  harder.  So  different  are  the  oinnioos 
which  different  individuals  entertain  of  the  same  event !  I  happen 
to  know  that  Bickerton,  on  his  side,  went  away,  averring  that  we 
were  quarrelsome  under-bred  people ;  and  that  a  man  of  any  refine- 
ment had  best  avoid  that  kind  of  society.  He  does  really  and 
seriously  believe  himself  our  superior,  and  will  lecture  almost  any 
gentleman  on  the  art  of  being  one.  This  assurance  is  not  at  aU 
uncommon  with  your  parventt.  Proud  of  his  newly-aoquired  know- 
ledge of  the  art  of  exhausting  the  contents  of  an  egg,  the  well-known 
little  boy  of  the  ap>ologue  rushed  to  impart  his  knowledge  to  his 
gnindmother,  who  had  been  for  many  years  familiar  ^ith  the  process 
which  the  child  Iiad  just  discovered.  Which  of  us  has  not  met 
with  some  such  instructors  ?  I  know  men  who  woukl  be  ready  to 
step  forward  and  twich  Taglioni  how  to  dance,  Tom  Savers  how  to 
box,  or  the  Chevalier  Bayard  how  to  be  a  gentleman.  We  most  of 
us  know  such  men,  and  undergo,  from  time  to  time,  the  ineffable 
hi'netit  of  their  patrona<;e. 

Mugford  went  away  from  our  little  entertainment  vowing,  by 
George,  that  Philip  shouldn't  want  for  a  friend  at  the  proper  season  ; 
and  this  proper  season  very  speedily  arrived.  I  laughed  one  day, 
on  going  to  the  Pa/l  Jfail  Gazette  ottice,  to  find  Philip  installed  in 
the  sub-editor's  room,  with  a  provision  of  scissors,  wafers,  and  paste- 
pots,  snipping  jjaragraphs  from  this  pajKT  and  that,  altering,  con- 
densing, giving  titles,  and  so  forth  ;  and,  in  a  word,  in  regular 
harness.  The  three-headed  calves,  the  great  prize  gooseberries,  the 
old  maiden  ladies  of  wonderful  ages  who  at  length  die<l  in  countr>* 
places — it  wa.s  wonderful  (considering  his  little  experience)  how 
Firmin  hunted  out  these.  He  entered  into  all  the  spirit  of  his 
biU5inf]S3.     He  prided  himself  on  the  clever  titles  which  he  found 


ON    HIS   WAY    THROUGH    THE   WORLD     483 

fur  hia  pura^rajibH.  When  his  poper  wan  <»mplcte<l  ut  the  week's 
enJ,  he  aurveyed  it  foudly — not  the  leaiUng  articlea,  or  those  pro- 
fuimd  and  yet  briUiiuit  literary  eseays  which  appeared  iu  the  GmttU 
^-hut  the  birtliB,  deaths,  marriages,  markets,  trinls,  and  what  not. 
As  a  shop-boy  having  decorated  his  master's  window,  goes  into  the 
street,  and  pleased  surveys  his  work ;  bo  the  fmr  face  of  the  Pall 
Mall  Giizette  r^oiced  Mr.  Firmin,  and  Mr.  Biace,  the  printer  of 
the  jMiper,  They  looked  with  an  honest  pride  upon  the  result  of 
their  joint  laboura.  Nor  did  Firmin  relish  pleiisautry  on  the  subject. 
l>id  his  friends  allude  to  it,  and  usk  if  hu  hud  siiot  any  especially 
tine  canard  that  weekT  Mr.  Philip's  brow  would  corrugate  and  his 
•'heeka  redden.  He  did  not  like  jokes  to  te  made  at  his  expense  : 
was  not  his  a  singular  antipathy  ? 

In  hia  capacity  of  sub-editor,  the  good  fellow  had  the  privilege 
of  taking  and  giving  away  countless  theatre  orden,  ami  panorama 
tuid  diorama  tickets :  the  Pall  Matt  Gazette  was  not  above  accept- 
ing such  little  bribed  in  those  days,  and  Mrs.  Mugfonl's  familiarity 
with  the  names  of  opera  singers,  and  splendid  aii{>earauce  in  an 
opera-t>oz,  were  quite  remarkable,  Fricnil  Philip  would  bear  nway 
a  heap  of  these  cards  of  admission,  delighted  to  carrj"  off  our  yooiig 
folks  to  one  exhibitiou  or  another.  But  oure  at  the  Diorama,  where 
our  young  people  sat  in  the  darkness,  very  much  frightened  as  usual, 
a  voice  from  out  the  midnight  gloom  cried  out ;  "  Who  hat  conte 
in  with  nrJtrg/i-om  tltr  Pall  Mall  Gaicttd"  A  lady,  two  scared 
children,  and  Mr,  Snb-editor  Philiji,  all  tremble<l  at  this  dieailful 
Bummone.  I  think  I  should  not  dure  to  print  the  story  even  now, 
did  I  not  know  that  Mr.  Firmin  was  travelling  abroaiL  It  was  a 
blessing  the  place  was  dark,  so  tlmt  none  cotdd  see  the  poor  sub- 
editor's blushes.  Rather  than  cause  any  mortification  to  this  lady, 
I  am  sure  Philip  would  have  submitted  to  rack  nnd  torture.  But, 
indee<t,  her  annoyance  was  very  slight,  except  in  seeing  her  friend 
nimoyed.  The  humour  of  the  scene  surpassed  the  annoyance  in  the 
lady's  mind,  and  caused  her  to  laugh  at  the  mishap  ;  but  I  own  our 
little  JHiy  (who  is  of  an  uri^tocnitic  tnni,  nnd  rather  too  sensitive  to 
ridicule  from  his  schoolfellowa)  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  talk  upon 
the  subject,  or  to  let  the  world  know  that  he  weut  to  a  place  of 
public  amusement  "  with  an  order." 

As  for  Philip's  lan<nady,  the  Little  Sister,  she,  you  know,  hud 
been  familiar  with  the  press,  and  pressmen,  and  orders  for  the  play 
for  yeare  past.  She  looked  i]uite  young  and  pretty  with  her  kind 
smiling  face  and  neat  tight  black  clretts,  as  she  came  to  tiie  theatre 
' — 'it  was  to  an  Faster  piece — on  Philip's  arm,  one  evening.  Our 
children  saw  her  from  their  cab,  as  they,  too,  were  driving  to  the 
name  perfonuunce.     It  was,  "Look,  mamma!     There's  Philip  and 
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the  Little  Sister!''  And  then  came  such  smiles,  and  nods,  and 
delighted  recognitions  from  the  cab  to  the  two  friends  on  fisot !  Of 
course  I  have  forgotten  what  was  the  piece  which  we  all  saw  on 
that  Easter  evening.  But  those  children  will  never  forget;  no, 
though  they  live  to  he  a  hundred  years  old,  and  though  their 
attention  was  distracted  from  the  piece  by  constant  obseiratioD  of 
Philip  and  his  companion  in  the  public  boxes  opposite. 

Mr.  Fimiin's  work  and  pay  were  both  light,  and  he  accepted 
both  very  cheerfully.  He  saved  money  out  of  his  little  stipend 
It  was  surprising  how  economically  he  could  live  with  his  little 
landlady's  aid  and  counsel.  He  would  come  to  us,  recounting  his 
feats  of  parsimony  with  a  childish  delight :  he  loved  to  contemplate 
his  sovereigns,  as  week  by  week  the  little  pile  accumulate<L  He 
kept  a  sharp  eye  upon  sales,  and  purchased  now  and  again  articles 
of  furniture.  In  this  way  be  brought  home  a  piano  to  his  lodgings, 
on  which  he  could  no  more  play  than  he  could  dance  on  the  tight- 
rope; but  he  was  given  to  understand  that  it  was  a  very  fine  instru- 
ment ;  and  my  wife  played  on  it  one  <lay  when  we  went  to  visit 
him,  and  he  sat  listening,  with  his  great  hands  on  his  knees,  in 
ecstasies.  He  was  thinking  how  one  day,  please  Heaven,  he  should 
see  other  hands  touching  the  keys — and  player  and  instrument  dis- 
appeared in  a  mist  before  his  happy  eyes.  His  purchases  were  not 
always  lucky.  For  example,  he  was  sadly  taken  in  at  an  auction 
about  a  little  pearl  oniament.  Some  artful  Hebrews  at  the  sale 
conspired  and  "ran  him  iij),"  as  the  phnise  is,  to  a  price  more  than 
e<|ual  to  the  value  of  the  trinket.  "  But  you  know  who  it  was  for, 
ma'am,"  one  of  Philip's  ajwlogists  siiid.  "  If  she  would  like  to 
wear  his  ten  fini^^ers  he  would  cut  'em  off  and  send  'em  to  her.  But 
he  keeps  'em  to  write  her  letters  and  verses — and  most  beautiful 
thev  are,  Unx" 

"  And  the  dear  fellow,  who  was  bre<l  up  in  splendour  and 
luxury,  Mrs.  Mui^ford,  as  you,  ma'am,  know  too  well — he  won  t 
drink  no  wine  now.  A  little  whisky  and  a  ghiss  of  beer  is  all  hf 
tiikes.  And  his  clothes — he  who  usetl  to  be  so  grand — you  sct^ 
how  he  is  now,  ma'am.  Always  the  gentleman — and,  indeed,  a 
finer  or  grander  looking  gentleman  never  entennl  a  room  :  but  he  is 
Siiving — you  know  for  what,  ma'am." 

And,  indeed,  Mrs.  Mugford  did  know  ;  and  so  did  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis  and  Mrs.  Brandon.  And  these  three  women  worked 
themselves  into  a  perfect  fever,  interesting  themselves  for  Mr. 
Firmin.  And  Mugford,  in  his  rough  funny  way,  used  to  s;iy. 
"  Mr.  P.,  a  certain  Mr.  Heff  has  come  and  put  our  nos**:? 
out  of  joint.  He  has,  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Hem.  And  I  am 
getting  quite  jealous  of  our  sub-editor,  and  that  is  the  long  and 
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short  of  it.  But  it's  gixxl  to  see  him  haw-haw  Bickerton  if  ever 
they  meet  in  the  offiw,  that  it  is  !  Bickerton  won't  hiJly  Aim  any 
niore,  I  promise  you  ! " 

The  concluTeg  and  coiispimcies  of  these  women  were  endless  in 
Philip's  behftlf.  One  day,  I  let  the  Little  Sister  out  of  my  house 
with  a.  haudkeriiiief  to  her  eyes,  and  in  a  great  state  of  flurry  and 
exclternent,  whieh  perhaps  communicates  itself  to  the  gcntlemun 
who  passes  her  at  his  own  door.  The  gentlemun's  wife  is,  un  her 
liart,  not  a  little  moved  und  excited.  "  Whiit  do  you  think  Mrs. 
Brandon  saysl  Philip  is  learning  shorthand.  He  says  lie  ihies 
not  think  he  is  clever  enough  to  be  a  writer  of  any  luitrk  \ — but  he 
Litn  be  a  rejnrter,  and  with  this,  and  hie  place  nt  Mr.  Mugford's, 

he  thinks  he  can  earn  enough  to .     Oh,  he  is  a  fine  fellow  ! " 

I  suppose  feminine  emotion  stopped  the  completion  of  this  speech. 
But  when  Mr.  Philip  slouched  in  to  dinner  thnt  day,  his  hostess 
did  homage  before  him ;  she  loved  him ;  she  treated  him  with  a 
tender  respect  and  synipiithy  which  her  like  ore  ever  wont  to 
bestow  upon  brave  and  honest  men  in  misfortune. 

Why  should  not  Mr.  Philip  Firmin,  borristcr-at-law,  bethink 
him  that  he  belonged  U>  a,  profession  which  has  hel|)ed  very  many 
men  to  eom]>etence,  and  not  a  few  to  wealth  and  honours  I  A 
barrister  might  surely  hope  for  aa  gooil  earnings  as  could  be  made 
by  a  newsitaper  reporter.  Wo  ull  know  instanL-es  of  men  who, 
having  eommenecd  their  careers  as  wntei^  for  the  press,  had  carried 
on  the  legal  profession  simultaneously,  and  attained  the  great^'st 
honouTB  of  the  bar  and  the  bench.  "  Can  I  sit  in  a  Pump  Court 
garret  waiting  for  attorneys  1 "  asked  poor  Phil ;  "  I  fihnJl  break  my 
heart  before  they  enme.  My  bmiua  are  not  worth  U)uch  ;  I  shoidd 
addle  them  altogether  in  poring  over  law-books.  1  am  not  at  ull 
a  clever  fellow,  you  see ;  and  I  haven't  the  ambition  and  obstinate 
will  to  succeed  which  t^rry  on  many  a  man  with  no  greater  cajiaeity 
than  ray  own.  I  may  have  as  good  brains  as  Bickerton,  for  example  ; 
hut  I  am  not  so  bumplitrut  as  he  is.  By  claiming  the  first  place 
wherever  he  goes,  he  gets  it  very  often.  My  dear  friends,  don't 
you  6(.«  how  moileat  1  aiuT  There  never  was  a  man  less  likely 
to  get  on  than  myself— you  must  own  timt ;  and  I  tell  you  thnt 
Charlotte  and  I  must  look  forward  to  a  life  of  poverty,  of  chccse- 
[larings,  and  second-floor  lodgings  at  Pentonville  or  Islington. 
That's  about  my  mark.  I  would  let  her  off,  only  1  know  she  would 
not  take  meat  my  word— the  dear  little  thing!  She  has  set  her 
heart  upon  a  hulkiiig  pau|>er ;  that's  the  tnith.  And  I  tell  you 
what  1  am  going  to  do.  I  am  going  serionaly  to  Icam  the  profession 
of  [loverty,  and  make  myself  muster  of  it.  What's  the  price  of 
cow-beel  and  tripe  1     You  don't  know.     I  do ;  and  the  right  place 
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to  buy  'em.  I  am  as  good  a  judge  of  sprats  as  any  mau  in  London. 
My  tap  in  life  is  to  be  small  beer  henceforth,  and  I  am  growing 
quite  to  like  it,  and  think  it  is  brisk,  and  pleasant,  and  wbdesome." 
There  was  not  a  little  truth  in  Philip's  account  of  himself^  and  his 
capacities  and  incapacities.  Doubtless  he  was  not  bom  to  make 
a  great  name  for  himself  in  the  world.  But  do  we  like  those  onlj 
who  are  famous  ?  As  well  say  we  will  only  give  oar  regard  to  men 
who  have  ten  thousand  a  year,  or  are  more  than  six  feet  high. 

While  of  his  three  female  friends  and  adyisers,  my  wife  admired 
Philip's  humility,  Mrs.  Brandon  and  Mrs.  Mugford  were  rather 
disappointed  at  his  want  of  spirit,  and  to  think  that  he  aimed  so 
low.  I  shall  not  say  which  side  Firmin's  biographer  took  in  this 
matter.  Was  it  my  business  to  applaud  or  rebuke  him  for  being 
humble-minded,  or  was  I  called  upon  to  advise  at  all  t  My  amiable 
reader,  acknowledge  that  you  and  I  in  life  pretty  much  go  our  own 
way.  We  eat  the  dishes  we  like  because  we  like  them,  not  because 
our  neighbour  relishes  them.  We  rise  early,  or  sit  up  late;  we 
work,  idle,  smoke,  or  what  not,  because  we  choose  so  to  do,  not 
because  the  doctor  orders.  Philip,  then,  was  like  you  and  me, 
who  will  have  our  own  way  when  we  can.  Will  we  not  t  If  yon 
won't,  you  do  not  deserve  it.  Instead  of  hungering  after  a  stalled 
ox,  he  was  accustoming  himself  to  be  content  with  a  dinner  of  herbs. 
Instead  of  braving  the  tempest,  he  chose  to  take  in  sail,  creep  along 
shore,  and  wait  for  calmer  weather. 

So,  on  Tuesday  of  every  week  let  us  say,  it  was  this  moilept 
8ub-e<iitor's  duty  to  l^egin  snipping  and  pasting  paragraphs  for  the 
ensuing  Satuniay's  issue.  He  cut  down  the  parliamentary  speeches, 
giving  due  favouritism  to  the  orators  of  the  Pall  Mail  GazetU 
party,  and  meagre  outlines  of  their  opponent's  discourses.  If  the 
leading  public  men  on  the  side  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  gave 
entertainments,  you  may  be  sure  they  were  duly  chronicled  in  the 
fasliionable  intelligence ;  if  one  of  their  party  wrote  a  book  it  was 
pretty  sure  to  get  praise  from  the  critic.  I  am  speaking  of  simple 
old  days,  you  understand.  Of  course  there  is  no  puffing,  or  jobbim;, 
or  false  praise,  or  unfair  censure  now.  Every  critic  knows  what  he 
is  writing  about,  and  writes  with  no  aim  but  to  tell  truth. 

Thus  Philip,  the  dandy  of  two  years  back,  was  content  to  wear 
the  shabbiest  old  coat :  Philip,  the  Philippus  of  one-and-twenty, 
who  rode  show>'  horses,  and  rejoiced  to  display  his  hon>e  and  pers<m 
in  the  park,  now  humbly  took  his  place  in  an  omnibus,  and  only 
on  occasions  indulged  in  a  cab.  From  the  roof  of  the  larger  vehicle 
he  would  salute  his  friends  with  i)erfect  affability,  and  stare  down 
on  his  aunt  as  she  passed  in  her  barouche.  He  never  could  be 
quite  made  to  acknowledge  that  she  purposely  would  not  see  him ; 
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or  he  would  attribute  her  blindness  to  the  quarrel  which  they  had 
had,  not  to  his  poverty  and  present  position.  As  for  his  cousin 
Ringwood,  "  That  fellow  would  commit  any  baseness,^  Philip  acknow- 
ledged ;  "and  it  is  I  who  have  cut  Atm,"  our  friend  averred. 

A  real  danger  was  lest  our  friend  should  in  his  poverty  become 
more  haughty  and  insolent  than  he  had  been  in  his  days  of  better 
fortune,  and  that  he  should  make  companions  of  men  who  were  not 
his  equals.  Whether  was  it  better  for  him  to  be  slighted  in  a 
fashionable  club,  or  to  swagger  at  the  head  of  the  company  in  a 
tavern  parlour  ?  This  was  the  danger  we  might  fear  for  Firmin. 
It  was  impossible  not  to  confess  that  he  was  choosing  to  take  a 
lower  place  in  the  world  than  that  to  which  he  had  been  bom. 

"Do  you  mean  that  Philip  is  lowered,  because  he  is  poor?" 
asked  an  angry  lady,  to  wlium  this  remark  was  made  by  her 
husband — man  and  wife  being  both  very  good  friends  to  Mr. 
Firmin. 

"  My  dear,"  replies  the  worldling  of  a  husband,  "  suppose  Philip 
were  to  take  a  fancy  to  buy  a  donkey  and  sell  cabl)ages  ?  He  would 
be  doing  no  harm ;  but  there  is  no  doubt  he  would  lower  himself 
in  the  world's  estimation." 

"  Lower  himself ! "  says  the  lady,  with  a  toss  of  lier  head.  "  No 
man  lowers  himself  by  pursuing  an  honest  calling.     No  man ! " 

"Very  good.  There  is  Grundsell,  the  greengrocer,  out  of 
Tuthill  Street,  who  waits  at  our  dinners.  Instead  of  asking  him 
to  wait,  we  should  beg  him  to  sit  down  at  table ;  or  perhaps  tre 
should  wait,  and  stand  with  a  napkin  behind  GrundselL" 

"  Nonsense ! 

"Grundsell's  calling  is  strictly  honest,  unless  he  abuses  his 
opportunities,  and  smuggles  away — 
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-smuggles  away  stuff  and  nonsense  ! " 


Very  good :  Grundsell  is  not  a  fitting  com|>anion,  then,  for 
us,  or  the  nine  little  Gnmdsells  for  our  children.  Then  why  should 
Philip  give  up  the  friends  of  his  youth,  and  forsake  a  club  for  a 
tavern  parlour?  You  can't  say  our  little  friend,  Mrs.  Brandon, 
good  as  she  is,  is  a  fitting  companion  for  him  ? " 

"  If  he  had  a  good  little  wife,  he  would  have  a  comfuinion  of 
his  own  degree ;  and  he  would  be  twice  as  happy ;  and  he  would 
be  out  of  all  danger  and  temptation — and  the  l»e8t  thing  he  can 
do  is  to  marry  directly ! "  cries  the  lady.  "  An<l,  my  dear,  I 
think  I  shall  write  to  Charlotte  and  ask  her  to  come  and  stay 
with  us." 

There  was  no  withstanding  this  argument  As  long  as  Char* 
lotte  was  with  us  we  were  sure  that  Philip  would  be  out  of  harm's 
way,  and  seek  for  no  other  comf)any.     Then*  w:is  a  snug  little 
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bedioom  dose  by  the  quarten  inbmbited  by  our  ofwn  duIdiCL 
My  wife  pleased  herself  by  adoraiiig  this  ciiamber,  and  Unck  Mie 
happening  to  come  to  London  on  bonnesa  about  this  tina^  the 
young  lady  came  over  to  us  under  his  caawcj^  and  I  ahoald  fike 
to  describe  the  meeting  between  her  and  Mr.  Philip  in  our  paiksr. 
No  doubt  it  was  very  edi^ring.  But  my  wife  and  I  were  not 
present^  vou$  eonemm.  We  only  heard  one  shoot  of  smpriae  and 
delight  from  Philip  as  he  went  into  the  iwmi  where  the  yooi^  lady 
was  waiting.  We  had  but  said,  "  Go  into  the  pailoor,  Philipu  Yob 
will  find  your  old  friend  Mfgor  Mac  there.      He  baa  come  to 

London  on  business,  and  has  news  of **    There  waa  no  need 

to  speak,  for  here  Philip  straightwrny  bounced  into  the  room. 

And  then  came  the  shout  And  then  out  came  M^jor  Mac, 
with  such  a  droll  twinkle  in  his  eyes !  What  artifices  and  hypo- 
crisies had  we  not  to  practise  previously,  so  as  to  keep  our  secret 
from  our  children,  who  assuredly  would  hare  discovered  itl  I 
must  tell  you  that  the  pcUerfamUiaa  had  guarded  against  the 
innocent  pnittle  and  inquiries  of  the  children  regarding  iht  prqian- 
tion  of  the  little  bedroom,  by  informing  them  that  it  waa  intoided 
fer  Miss  OrigBby,  the  governess  with  whose  advent  they  had  long 
been  threatened.  And  one  of  our  girk  when  the  unconsdooa  Philip 
arrived,  said,  "  Philip^  if  you  go  into  the  parlour,  you  will  find 
Miu  Origtby^  the  ffovemetSf  there/*  And  then  Philip  entered  into 
that  parlour,  and  tiien  arose  that  shout,  and  then  out  came  Uncle 
Mac,  and  then,  &c  &c  And  we  called  Charlotte  Miss  Grigsby 
all  dinner-time ;  and  we  called  her  Miss  Grigsby  next  day,  and  the 
more  we  called  her  Miss  Grigsby  the  more  we  all  laughcxL  And 
the  baby,  who  could  not  speak  plain  yet,  called  her  Miss  Gibbv, 
and  laughed  loudest  of  all ;  and  it  was  such  fun.  But  I  think 
Philip  and  Charlotte  had  the  best  of  the  fun,  my  dears,  though  they 
may  not  have  laughed  quite  so  loud  as  we  did. 

As  for  Mrs.  Brandon,  who,  you  may  be  siue,  speedily  came 
to  pay  us  a  visit,  Charlotte  blushed,  and  looked  quite  beautiful 
when  she  went  up  and  kissed  the  Little  Sister.  "  He  have  told  you 
about  me,  then ! "  she  said,  in  her  soft  little  voice,  smoothing  the 
young  lady's  brown  hair.  "  Should  I  have  known  him  at  all  but 
for  you,  and  did  you  not  save  his  life  for  me  when  he  was  iUt" 
asked  Miss  Baynes.  "And  mayn't  I  love  everybody  who  loves 
himt"  she  asked.  And  we  left  these  women  alone  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  during  which  they  became  the  most  intimate  friends  in 
the  world.  And  all  our  household,  great  and  small,  including  the 
nurse  (a  woman  of  a  most  jealous,  domineering,  and  uncomfortable 
fidelity),  thought  well  of  our  gentle  yoimg  guest,  and  welcomed 
Miss  Grigsby. 
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Charlotte,  you  see,  is  not  so  exceedingly  handsome  as  to  cause 
other  women  to  perjure  themselves  by  protesting  that  she  is  no 
invat  things  after  all.  At  the  period  with  which  we  are  concerned, 
she  certainly  had  a  lovely  complexion,  which  her  black  dress  set  off, 
fierhaps.  And  when  Philip  U8e<l  to  come  into  the  room,  she  had 
always  a  fine  garland  of  roses  ready  to  offer  him,  and  growing  upon 
her  cheeks,  the  moment  he  appeared.  Her  manners  are  so  entirely 
iinaffectetl  and  simple  that  they  can't  be  otherwise  than  good :  for 
is  she  not  grateful,  tnithful,  unconscious  of  self,  easily  pleased  and 
interested  in  others  1  Is  she  very  witty  1  I  never  said  so — though 
that  she  appreciated  some  men's  wit  (whose  names  need  not  be 
inentione<l)  I  cannot  doubt.  '*  I  say,''  cries  Philip,  on  that  memor- 
able first  night  of  her  arrival,  and  when  she  and  other  ladies  had 
gone  to  bed,  **  by  George !  isn't  she  glorious,  I  say !  What  can  I 
have  done  to  win  such  a  pure  little  heart  as  thati  Xon  »um 
dignus.  It  is  too  much  happiness — too  much,  by  George ! "  And 
his  voice  breaks  behind  his  pipe,  and  he  squeezes  two  fists  into  eyes 
that  are  brimful  of  joy  and  thanks.  Where  Fortune  bestows  such 
a  bounty  as  this,  I  think  we  need  not  pity  a  man  for  what  she 
withdraws.  As  Philip  walks  away  at  midnight  (walks  awayl  is 
turned  out  of  doors ;  or  surely  he  would  have  gone  on  talking  till 
dawn),  with  the  rain  beating  in  his  face,  an<l  fifty  or  a  hundre<l 
pounds  for  all  his  fortune  in  his  pocket,  I  think  there  goes  one  of 
the  happiest  of  men — the  happiest  and  ricrhest.  For  is  he  not 
possessor  of  a  treasure  which  he  could  not  buy,  or  would  not  sell, 
for  all  the  wealth  of  the  world  ? 

My  wife  may  say  what  she  will,  but  she  assuredly  is  answerable 
for  the  invitation  to  Miss  Bayiios,  and  for  all  that  ensued  in  conse- 
quence. At  a  hint  that  she  would  be  a  welcome  guest  in  our  house, 
in  London,  where  all  her  heart  and  treasure  lay,  Charlotte  Baynes 
gave  up  straightway  her  dear  aunt  at  Tours,  who  had  been  kind  to 
her ;  her  dear  uncle,  her  dear  mamma,  and  all  her  dear  brothers — 
following  that  natural  law  which  onlains  that  a  woman,  under  certain 
circumstances,  shall  resign  home,  |uirents,  brothers,  sisters,  for  the 
sake  of  that  one  individual  who  is  henceforth  to  be  dearer  to  her 
than  alL  Mrs.  Baynes,  the  widow,  growled  a  complaint  at  her 
daughter's  ingratitude,  but  did  not  refuse  her  consent  She  may 
have  known  that  little  Hely,  Charlotte's  volatile  admirer,  had 
fluttered  off  to  another  flower  by  this  time,  and  that  a  pursuit  of 
that  butterfly  was  in  vain :  or  she  may  have  heanl  that  he  was 
going  to  pass  the  spring — the  butterfly  season — in  London,  and 
hoped  that  he  fierchancc  might  again  light  on  her  girl.  Howbcit, 
the  was  glad  enough  that  her  dauf^liter  sliould  accept  an  invitation 
to  our  house,  and  owned  that  as  yet  the  poor  child's  share  of  this 
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life's  pleasures  had  been  but  smalL  Charlotte's  modest  little  tranks 
were  again  packed,  then,  and  the  poor  child  was  sent  ofl^  I  won't 
say  with  how  small  a  provision  of  pocket-money,  by  her  mother. 
But  the  thrifty  woman  had  but  little,  and  of  it  was  determined  to 
give  as  little  as  she  could.  "  Heaven  will  provide  for  my  child," 
she  would  piously  say ;  and  hence  interfered  very  little  with  those 
agents  whom  Heaven  sent  to  befriend  her  children.  '*  Her  mother 
told  Charlotte  that  she  would  send  her  some  money  next  Tuesday," 
the  Major  told  us ;  "  but,  between  ourselves,  I  doubt  wheth^  she 
will.  Between  ourselves,  my  sister-in-law  is  always  going  to  give 
money  next  Tuesday :  but  somehow  Wednesday  comes,  and  the 
money  has  not  arrived.  I  could  not  let  the  little  maid  be  without 
a  few  guineas,  and  have  provided  her  out  of  a  half-pay  purse ;  but 
mark  me,  that  pay-day  Tuesday  will  never  come."  Shall  I  deny  or 
confirm  the  worthy  Major's  statement  t  Thus  f&r  I  will  say,  that 
Tuesday  most  certainly  came;  and  a  letter  from  her  mamma  to 
Charlotte,  which  said  that  one  of  her  brothers  and  a  younger  sister 
were  going  to  stay  with  Aunt  Mac ;  and  that  as  Char  was  so  happy 
with  her  most  hospitable  and  kind  friends,  a  fond  widowed  mother, 
who  had  given  up  all  pleasures  for  herself,  would  not  interfere  to 
prevent  a  darling  child's  happiness. 

It  has  been  said  that  three  women,  whose  names  have  been 
given  up,  were  conspiring  in  the  behalf  of  this  young  person  and 
the  young  man  her  sweetheart.  Three  days  after  Charlotte's 
arrival  at  our  house,  my  wife  persists  in  thinking  that  a  drive 
into  the  coimtry  would  do  the  child  good,  orders  a  brougham, 
dresses  Charlotte  in  her  best,  and  trots  away  to  see  Mrs.  Mugford 
at  Hampsteiui.  Mrs.  Brandon  is  at  Mrs.  Mugfoni's,  of  course  quite 
by  chance :  and  I  feel  sure  that  Charlotte's  friend  compliments 
Mrs.  Mugford  upon  her  garden,  upon  her  nursery,  upon  her 
luncheon,  upon  everything  that  is  hers.  "  Why,  dear  me,"  says 
Mrs.  Mugford  (as  the  ladies  discourse  upon  a  certain  subject), 
"  what  does  it  matter?  Me  and  Mugfonl  niarrietl  on  two  pound 
a  week  ;  an<l  on  two  pound  a  week  my  deiir  eldest  children  were 
born.  It  was  a  hanl  struggle  sometimes,  but  we  were  all  the 
happier  for  it ;  and  I'm  sure  if  a  man  won't  risk  a  little  he  don't 
deserve  much.  I  know  /  would  risk,  if  I  were  a  man,  to  marry 
such  a  pretty  young  dear.  And  I  should  take  a  young  man  to 
be  but  a  mean-spirited  fellow  who  waited  and  went  shilly-shallyin!; 
when  he  had  but  to  Siiy  the  word  and  be  happy.  I  thought  Mr.  F. 
was  a  brave  courageous  gentleman,  I  did,  Mrs.  Brandon.  Do  you 
want  me  for  to  have  a  bad  o})inion  of  him]  My  dear,  a  little  of 
that  cream.  It's  very  good.  We  'ad  a  dinner  yesterday,  and  a 
cook  down  from  town,  on  purpose."     This  speech,  with  appropriate 
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imitationa  of  voice  and  gesture,  was  repcatoil  to  the  present 
biographer  by  the  present  biographer'e  wife,  uml  lie  now  began  lo 
see  in  whut  weba  tiiiil  tiieslies  of  conspiracy  these  artful  women  had 
enveloped  the  Mibject  of  the  present  biograpliy. 

Like  Mrs.  Bruniion,  aud  the  other  matron,  Charlotte's  friend, 
Mrs.  Mugford  l)eeame  interesteil  in  the  gentle  young  creature,  anil 
kissed  her  kindly,  ftnd  made  her  a  present  on  going  away.  It  waa 
:i  lironeh  in  the  shape  of  a  thistle,  if  I  reinembGr  aright,  set  witli 
:micthyats  and  a  lovely  Srottiab  alone  collel,  1  believe,  a  cairn- 
norm.  "  She  ain't  no  Btyle  about  her  ;  and  1  confess,  from  a 
general's  daughter,  brmiglit  up  on  the  Continent,  I  Hhonjj  have 
expected  better.  But  we'll  show  her  a  little  of  the  world  and  the 
opera,  Bmndon,  and  she'll  do  very  well,  of  that  I  make  no  doubt." 
And  Mnt.  Mngford  took  Miss  Baynes  to  the  opera,  and  pointed 
out  the  other  people  of  fashion  there  aeaembletl.  And  delighted 
(Jliarlotte  was.  I  make  no  donbt  there  wa»  a  young  genilenian 
of  our  aojuaiutance  at  the  back  of  the  box  who  was  very  happy 
too.  Anil  this  year,  Philip's  kinsman's  wife,  Ladv  HtNOwwjn, 
had  a  box,  in  which  Philip  saw  her  and  her  ibughters,  and  little 
Ringwood  Twysden  paying  aseiduouB  court  to  her  Ladyship.  They 
met  in  the  cniBh-room  by  chance  again,  and  Lady  Bingwood  looked 
hiird  at  Philip  and  the  bluiihing  young  lady  on  his  arm.  And  it 
happened  that  Mnt.  Mugford'a  carriage — the  little  one-horae  trap 
which  opens  alid  shuts  so  conveniently — and  Iddy  Riugwood's  tall 
emblazoned  chariot  of  state,  stopped  the  way  together.  And  from 
the  tall  emblazoned  chariot  the  ladies  looked  not  unkindly  at  the 
tmp  which  contained  the  beloved  of  Philip's  heart :  and  the 
carriages  departed  each  on  its  way ;  and  Kingwood  Twysden, 
seeing  his  cousin  advancing  tuwords  him,  turnal  very  pale,  and 
ilodgeil  at  a  double  quick  down  an  arcade.  But  he  need  not 
have  been  afndd  of  Philip.  Mr.  Firmin's  heart  was  all  softness 
!i.nd  benevolence  at  that  time.  He  was  thinking  of  those  sweet 
-M'-et  eyes  that  bad  just  glanced  to  htm  a  tender  good-night  ^  of 
H,;it  little  hand  which  a  moment  since  had  hung  with  fond  pressure 
II  his  luui.  Do  you  suppose  in  such  a  frame  of  mind  he  had 
1 'JMire  to  think  of  a  nauseous  little  reptile  crawling  behind  him? 
IK-  was  BO  happy  that  night,  that  Philip  woa  King  Philip  o^piin. 
j\.ml  he  went  to  the  "  Haimt,"  and  sang  his  song  of  "  Gorryowcn 
Tiik  Gloria,"  and  greeted  the  boys  assembled,  and  spent  at  least 
three  shillings  over  his  supper  and  drinks.  But  the  next  day 
being  Sunday,  Mr.  Kirmiu  waa  at  Westminster  Abbey,  listening 
lo  the  sweet  church  chants,  by  ^e  side  of  the  very  same  young 
person  whom  he  had  escorted  to  the  opera  ou  tlie  night  before. 
Tliey  sttt  together  so  close  that  one  nuist  liave  heard  exactly  as  wall 
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as  the  other.  I  daresay  it  is  edifying  to  listen  to  anthems  d  deui. 
And  how  complimentary  to  the  clergyman  to  have  to  wish  that 
the  sermon  was  longer !  Through  the  vast  cathedral  aisles  the  <»gin 
notes  peal  gloriously.  Ruby  and  topaz  and  amethyst  blaze  from 
the  great  church  windows.  Under  the  tall  arcades  the  young  people 
went  together.     Hand  in  hand  they  passed,  and  Uiougfat  no  ilL 

Do  gentle  readers  b^n  to  tire  of  this  spectacle  of  billing 
and  cooing  ?  I  have  tried  to  describe  Mr.  Philip's  love  affairs  with 
as  few  words  and  in  as  modest  phrases  as  may  be — omitting  the 
raptures,  the  passionate  vows,  the  reams  of  correspondence,  and  the 
usual  commonplaces  of  his  situation.  And  yet,  my  dear  madam, 
though  you  and  I  may  be  past  the  age  of  billing  and  cooing,  though 
your  ringlets,  which  I  remember  a  lovely  auburn,  are  now — well — 
are  now  a  rich  piu^ile  and  green  black,  and  my  brow  may  be  as 
bald  as  a  cannon-ball ; — I  say,  though  we  are  old,  we  are  not  too 
old  to  forget  We  may  not  care  about  the  pantomime  much  now, 
but  we  like  to  take  the  young  folks,  and  see  them  rejoicing.  From 
the  window  where  I  write,  I  can  look  down  into  the  garden  of  a 
certain  square.  In  that  garden  I  can  at  this  moment  see  a  young 
gentleman  and  lady  of  my  acquaintance  pacing  up  and  down.  They 
are  talking  some  such  talk  as  Milton  imagines  our  first  parents 
engaged  in ;  and  yonder  garden  is  a  paradise  to  my  young  friends. 
Did  they  choose  to  look  outside  the  railings  of  the  square,  or  at 
any  other  objects  than  each  other's  noses,  they  might  see — the  tax- 
gatherer  we  will  say — with  his  book,  knocking  at  one  door,  the 
doctor's  brougham  at  a  second,  a  hatchment  over  the  \*indows  of 
a  third  mansion,  the  bilker's  boy  discoursing  with  the  housemaid 
over  the  railings  of  a  fourth.  But  what  to  them  are  these  pheno- 
mena of  life  ?  Arm  in  arm  my  young  folks  go  pacing  up  an<l 
down  their  E<len,  and  discoursing  alx)ut  that  happy  time  which 
I  sup{K)se  is  now  drawing  near,  about  that  channing  little  snuggery 
for  which  the  furniture  is  ordered,  and  to  which,  Miss,  your  old 
friend  and  verv  humble  servant  will  take  the  libertv  of  forwanliui: 
his  best  regards  and  a  neat  silver  teapot.  I  ilaresay,  with  these 
young  people,  as  with  ^Ir.  Philip  and  Miss  Charlotte,  all  occurrences 
of  life  seem  to  have  reference  to  that  event  which  forms  the  subject 
of  their  perpetual  longing  and  contemplation.  There  is  the  doctor's 
brougham  driving  away,  and  Imogene  says  to  Alonzo,  "What 
anguish  I  shall  have  if  yon  are  ill ! "  Then  there  is  the  carpenter 
putting  up  the  hatchment.  "  Ah,  my  love,  if  you  were  to  die, 
I  think  they  might  put  up  a  hatchment  for  both  of  us,"  says 
Alonzo,  with  a  killing  sigh.  Both  symixithise  with  Mary  and  the 
baker's  Iwy  whispering  over  the  railings.  Go  to,  gentle  baker's 
boy,  we  also  know  what  it  is  to  love  ! 
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The  whole  soul  and  strength  of  Charlotte  and  Philip  being  bent 
upon  marriage,  I  take  leave  to  put  in  a  document  which  Philip 
received  at  this  time;  and  can  imagine  that  it  occasioned  no 
little  sensation : — 

"  AsTOR  HousB,  New  York. 

"  And  so  you  are  returned  to  the  great  city — to  the  fumum^ 
the  strejntuniy  and  I  sincerely  hope  the  opes,  of  our  Rome  !  Your 
nwn  letters  are  but  brief;  but  I  have  an  occasional  correspondent 
(tiiere  are  few,  alas !  who  remember  the  txUe !)  who  keeps  me 
fiM  courant  of  my  Philip's  hJHtory,  and  tells  me  that  you  are 
industrious,  that  you  are  cheerful,  that  you  pm8|)er.  Cheerfulness 
is  the  companion  of  Industry,  Pro8|)crity  their  offspring.  That  that 
prosperity  may  attain  the  fullest  growth^  is  an  aWnt  father's 
fondest  prayer !  Perhu|)s  ere  long  I  shall  be  able  to  announce  to 
you  that  I  too  am  prospering.  I  am  engaged  in  pursuing  a  scientific 
discovery  here  (it  is  medical,  and  connected  with  my  own  profcs- 
Kion),  of  which  the  results  ought  to  lead  to  Fortune,  unless  the  jade 
has  for  ever  deserted  George  Brand  Firmin !  So  you  have  em- 
liarked  in  the  dmdgcry  of  the  press,  and  have  become  a  member  of 
the  fourth  estate.  It  has  been  despised,  an<l  press-man  and  poverty 
were  for  a  long  time  sup{X)6e<l  to  be  synonymous.  But  the  ]M)wer, 
the  wealth  of  the  press  are  daily  developing,  and  they  will  increase 
yet  further.  I  confess  I  should  have  like<l  to  hoar  that  my  Philip 
was  pursuing  his  profession  of  the  bar,  at  which  honour,  splendid 
(competence,  nay,  aristocratic  rank,  are  the  prizes  of  the  bold^  the 
industrious^  and  the  deserving.  Why  shouhl  you  not  ? — should  I 
not  still  hope  that  you  may  gain  legal  eminence  and  position  1  A 
fother  who  has  had  much  to  suffer,  who  is  descending  the  vale  c»f 
yean  alone  and  in  a  distant  land,  would  be  soothed  in  his  exile  if 
lie  thought  his  son  would  one  day  be  able  to  repair  the  shattered 
fortunes  of  his  race.  But  it  is  not  yet,  I  fondly  think,  too  late. 
You  may  yet  qualify  for  the  bar,  and  one  of  its  prizes  may  full  to 
yoiL  I  confess  tliat  it  was  not  without  a  pang  of  grief  I  heanl  from 
«mr  kind  little  friend  Mrs.  B.,  you  were  studying  shorthan<l  in  onler 
to  become  a  newspa{ier  re]N)rtor.  And  has  Fortune,  then,  been  so 
relentless  to  me  that  my  son  is  to  be  comfielled  to  follow  such  a 
calling  f  I  shall  try  and  be  resigned.  I  had  hoped  higher  things  for 
you — for  me. 

"My  dear  boy,  with  reganl  to  your  romantic  attachment  for 
Miss  Baynes,  which  our  go<Nl  little  Brandon  narrates  to  me,  in  her 
/feeuliar  orthography ,  but  with  much  touching  simjtliciti/  I  make 
it  a  rule  not  to  say  a  word  of  comnicnt,  of  waniini:,  or  renionHtram*e. 
As  sure  as  you  are  your  father  s  son,  you  will  tiike  your  own  line  in 
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any  matter  of  attachment  to  a  woman,  and  all  the  fathers  in  the 
world  won't  stop  you.  In  Philip  of  four-and-twenty  I  reoogniae  his 
father  thirty  years  ago.  My  father  scolded,  entreated,  quarrelled 
with  me,  never  forgave  me.  I  will  learn  to  be  more  generous 
towards  my  son.  I  may  grieve,  but  I  bear  yon  no  malice.  If  ever 
I  achieve  wealth  again,  you  shall  not  be  deprived  of  it  I  suffered 
so  myself  from  a  harsh  father,  that  I  will  never  be  one  to  my  son ! 
'*As  you  have  put  on  the  livery  of  the  Muses,  and  regukriv 
entered  yourself  of  the  Fraternity  of  the  Press,  what  say  you  to  a 
little  addition  to  your  income  by  letters  addressed  to  my  friend,  the 
editor  of  the  new  journal,  called  here  the  Gazette  of  the  Upper  Ten 
Thotisand  ?  It  is  the  fashionable  journal  published  here ;  nnd  your 
qualifications  are  precisely  those  which  would  make  your  services 
valuable  as  a  contributor.  Doctor  GenJdine,  the  editor,  is  not,  I 
believe,  a  relative  of  the  Leinster  flEunily,  but  a  self-made  man,  who 
arrived  in  this  country  some  years  since,  poor,  and  an  exile  from 
his  native  country.  He  advocates  Repeal  politics  in  Irelaiid ;  hot 
wnth  these  of  course  you  need  have  nothing  to  do.  And  he  is  nmch 
too  liberal  to  expect  these  from  his  contributors.  I  have  been  of 
service  professionally  to  Mrs.  Geraldine  and  himselfl  My  friend  of 
the  Emerald  introduced  me  to  the  Doctor.  TerriUe  enemiei  in 
print,  in  private  they  are  perfectly  good  friends,  and  the  fittle 
passages  of  arms  between  the  two  journalists  serve  rather  to  amiiw 
than  to  irritate.  '  The  grocer's  boy  from  Ormond  Quay '  (Geraldine 
once,  it  apjwars,  cnga£fc<l  in  that  useful  but  humble  calling),  and 
the  *  miscreant  from  Cork  ' — the  etlitor  of  the  Emerald  comes  from 
that  city — assail  ea<*h  other  in  public,  but  drink  whisky-and>water 
if'iiore  in  private.  If  you  write  for  Geraldine,  of  course  you  will  say 
n«^thing  disrespectful  about  grocers^  boys.  His  dollars  are  good 
si/rer,  of  that  you  may  \ye  sure.  Dr.  G.  knows  a  part  of  your 
history :  he  knows  that  you  are  now  fairly  engaged  in  literary 
pursuits ;  that  you  are  a  man  of  education,  a  gentleman,  a  man  of 
the  world,  a  man  of  courage.  I  have  answered  for  your  possessing 
all  these  (jualities.  (The  Doctor,  in  his  droll  humorous  way,  s;iiti 
tliat  if  you  were  a  chip  t>f  the  old  block  you  would  be  just  what  he 
called  *  the  grit.')  Political  treatises  are  not  so  much  wanteil  as 
})ersonal  news  regarding  the  notabilities  of  London,  and  these,  I 
assured  him,  you  were  the  very  man  to  Im?  able  to  furnish.  You. 
who  know  everybody  ;  who  have  lived  with  the  great  world — the 
worid  of  lawyers,  the  world  of  artists,  the  worM  of  the  University — 
have  already  had  an  experience  which  few  gentlemen  of  the  press 
can  bo:\st  of,  ami  may  turn  that  exi>erionce  to  profit.  Suppose  you 
were  to  trust  a  little  to  your  imagination  in  composing  these  letter? ' 
there  can  be  no  harm  in  being  poetical.     Suppose  an  inttlh'i/efif 
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corresponderU  writes  that  he  has  met  the  D-ke  of  W-U-ngt-n, 
had  a  private  interview  with  the  Pr~m-r,  and  so  forth,  who  is  to 
say  him  nayl  And  this  is  the  kind  of  talk  our  gobemouches  of 
New  York  delight  in.  My  worthy  friend,  Doctor  Geraldine,  for 
example — between  ourselves  his  name  is  Finnigan,  but  his  private 
history  is  strictly  entre  nous — when  he  first  came  to  New  York 
astonished  the  people  by  the  copiousness  of  his  anecdotes  regarding 
the  English  aristocracy,  of  whom  he  knows  as  much  as  he  does  of 
the  Court  of  Pekin.  He  was  smart,  ready,  sarcastic,  amusing ;  he 
found  readers :  from  one  success  he  advanced  to  another,  and  the 
Gazette  of  (he  Ujyper  Ten  Thousand  is  likely  to  make  this  worthy 
man^s  fortune.  You  really  may  be  serviceable  to  him,  and  may 
justly  earn  the  liberal  remuneration  which  he  offers  for  a  weekly 
letter.  Anecdotes  of  men  and  women  of  fashion—  the  more  gay  and 
lively  the  more  welcome — the  quicquid  agunt  homines,  in  a  word, 
— should  be  the /arra|7o  liMli,  Who  are  the  reigning  beauties  of 
London  1  and  B^uty,  you  know,  has  a  rank  and  fashion  of  its  own. 
Has  any  one  lately  won  or  \oiii  on  the  turf  or  at  play  ?  What  are 
the  clubs  talking  about  ?  Are  there  any  duels  ?  What  is  the  last 
scandal  1  Does  the  gooil  old  Duke  keep  his  health  ?  Is  that  affair 
over  between  the  Duchess  of  This  and  Caf>tain  That  ? 

"Such  is  the  information  which  our  ffudnuds  here  like  to  have, 

and  for  which  my  friend  the  Doctor  will  jwiy  at  the  rate  of 

dollars  per  letter.  Your  name  need  not  appear  at  all.  The  re- 
muneration is  certain.  (Test  a  prendre  ou  a  laisser,  as  our  lively 
neighbours  say.  Write  in  the  first  place  in  confidence  to  me ;  and 
in  whom  can  you  confi<ie  more  safely  than  in  your  &ther  f 

"  You  will,  of  course,  pay  your  reaj>ects  to  your  relative  the  new 
Lord  of  Ringwood.  For  a  young  man  whose  family  is  so  powerfiil 
as  yours,  there  can  surely  be  no  demgation  in  entertaining  some 
feudal  respect,  and  who  knows  wlietlier  and  how  soon  Sir  John 
Ringwood  may  be  able  to  help  his  cousin  ?  By  the  way.  Sir  John 
is  a  Whig,  and  your  paper  is  a  Conservative.  But  you  are,  above 
all,  homme  du  monde.  In  such  a  subonlinate  place  as  you  (xx;upy 
with  the  Fall  3fall  Gazette,  a  man's  privaU^  i)olitic8  do  not  surely 
count  at  all.  If  Sir  John  Ringwood,  your  kinsman,  sees  any  way 
of  helping  you,  so  much  the  better,  and  of  course  your  politics  will 
lie  those  of  your  family.  I  have  no  knowledge  of  him.  He  was  a 
very  quiet  man  at  college,  where,  I  regret  to  say,  your  father's 
friends  were  not  of  the  quiet  sort  at  all.  I  trust  I  have  repented. 
I  have  sown  my  wild  oats.  And  ah  !  Iiow  pleased  I  shall  be  to 
hear  that  my  Philip  has  bent  his  proud  head  a  little,  and  is  ready 
to  submit  more  than  he  used  of  old  to  the  cuntoms  of  the  worhl. 
Call  upon  Sir  John,  then.     As  a  Whig  gentleman  of  large  estate, 
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I  need  not  tell  yon  that  he  will  expect  raped  ftom  yon.  He  is 
your  kinsman;  the  repieeentatiTe  of  your  gnrndfrfther^B  gallant  and 
noble  race.  He  bean  the  name  your  mother  bora:  To  imr  my 
Philip  was  always  goitle,  and  fo  her  sike  you  wiD  eomi^  with 
the  wiflhee  of  your  affectionate  &ther,  O.  B.  F. 


« I  have  not  eaid  a  word  of  compliment  to  HademoiMiik.  I 
wish  her  so  well  that  I  own  I  wish  she  wero  about  to  many  a 
richer  suitor  than  my  dear  son.  Wfil  fiurtune  erer  ponnit  me  to 
embrace  my  danghter-in-Uw,  and  take  your  children  on  my  kneel 
You  will  spesk  kindly  to  them  of  their  grand&thefy  will  yoQ  not? 
Poor  General  Baynes,  I  have  heard,  used  violent  and  unseemly 
language  regarding  me,  which  I  most  heartily  pardon.  I  am  grate- 
ful when  I  think  that  I  never  did  Qemiend  B.  an  iiyury  :  grateliil 
and  proud  to  accept  benefits  from  my  own  son.  These  I  treasure 
up  in  my  heart ;  and  sUU  hope  I  shall  be  able  to  repay  with  some- 
thing more  sufaetantial  than  my  fondest  prayera.  Give  my  best 
wisto,  then,  to  Miss  Charlotte,  and  try  and  teach  her  to  think 
kindly  of  hor  PhiUp's  finther." 

Miss  Chariotte  Baynes,  who  kept  the  name  of  Hiss  Grigaby, 
the  gov^nessy  amongst  all  the  roguish  children  of  a  fiuxtioos  fiither, 
was  with  us  one  month,  and  her  mamma  expressed  great  cheerful- 
ness at  her  absence,  and  at  the  thought  that  she  had  found  such 
good  friends.  After  two  months,  her  uncle,  Major  MacWhirter, 
returned  from  visiting  his  relations  in  the  North,  and  offered  to 
take  his  niece  back  to  France  again.  He  made  this  propositioD 
with  the  jolliest  air  in  the  world,  and  as  if  his  niece  would  jump  for 
joy  to  go  back  to  her  mother.  But  to  the  Migor's  astonishment. 
Miss  Baynes  turned  quite  pale,  ran  to  her  hostess,  flung  herself  into 
that  lady's  arms,  and  then  there  began  an  osculatory  performance 
which  perfectly  astonished  the  good  Major.  Charlotte's  friend, 
holding  Miss  Baynes  tight  in  her  embrace,  looked  fiercely  at  the 
M^'or  over  the  girl's  shoulder,  and  defied  him  to  take  her  away 
from  that  sanctuary. 

"  Oh,  you  dear  good  dear  friend  ! "  Charlotte  gurgled  out,  and 
sobbed  I  know  not  what  more  expressions  of  fondness  and  gratitude. 

But  the  truth  is,  that  two  sisters,  or  mother  and  daughter,  could 
not  love  each  other  more  heartily  than  these  two  personages. 
l^Iothcr  and  daughter  forsooth  !  You  should  have  seen  Charlotte  s 
piteous  look  when  sometimes  the  con\iction  would  come  on  her  that 
she  ought  at  length  to  go  home  to  mamma ;  such  a  look  as  I  can 
fancy  Iphigenia  casting  on  A^unemnon,  when,  in  obedience  to  a 
painful  sense  of  duty,  he  was  about  to — to  use  the  sacrificial  knife. 
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No,  we  all  loved  her.  The  children  would  howl  at  the  idea  of 
parting  with  their  Miss  Grigsby.  Charlotte,  in  return,  helped 
them  to  very  pretty  lessons  in  music  and  French — served  hot,  as 
it  were,  from  her  own  recent  studies  at  Tours— and  a  good  daily 
governess  operated  on  the  rest  of  their  education  to  everybody's 
satis&ction. 

And  80  months  rolled  on  and  our  young  favourite  still  remained 
with  us.  Biamma  fed  the  little  maid's  purse  with  occasional  re- 
mittances ;  and  begged  her  hostess  to  supply  her  with  all  necessary 
articles  from  the  milliner.  Afterwards,  it  is  true,  Mrs.  General 
Baynes  .  .  .  But  why  enter  upon  these  painful  family  disputes 
in  a  cliapter  which  has  been  devoted  to  sentiment  1 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Firmin  received  the  letter  above  faithfully 
eopieil  (with  the  exception  of  the  pecuniary  offer,  whi(*h  I  do  not 
consider  myself  at  liberty  to  divul^je),  he  hurried  down  from  Thom- 
haugh  Street  to  Westminster.  He  dashed  by  Buttons,  the  fiage ; 
he  took  no  notice  of  my  wondering  wife  at  the  drawing-room  door ; 
lie  rushed  to  the  sccond-fl(X)r,  bursting  open  the  schoolroom  door, 
where  Charlotte  was  teaching  our  dear  third  daughter  to  play  "  In 
my  Cottage  near  a  Woo<l." 

"  Charlotte  !  Charlotte  ! "  he  cried  out. 

"  La,  Philip  !  don't  you  see  Miss  Grigsby  is  giving  us  lessons  t " 
said  the  children. 

But  he  would  not  listen  to  those  wags,  and  still  beckoned 
Charlotte  to  him.  That  y(mn<;  woman  rose  up  and  followed  him 
oat  of  the  door,  as,  iii<leo<i,  she  would  have  followed  him  out  of 
the  window ;  and  there,  on  tlu^  stairs,  they  read  Dr.  Firmin's  letter, 
with  their  heads  quite  cIoko  t4)g(»tlu'r,  you  understand. 

"  Two  hundred  a  yair  more,"  said  Philip,  his  heart  throbbing 
flo  that  he  could  hardly  speak  ;  "  and  your  fifty — and  two  hundred 
the  Gazette — and '* 

"Oh,  Philip !  "  was  all  Charlotte  could  say,  and  then There 

a  pretty  group  for  the  children  to  see,  and  for  an  artist  to  draw  ! 


CHAPTER  XXXII 

WAYS  ASD  MiEANS 

OF  ooone  any  man  of  the  worid,  iriio  ii  po—awed  of  deoont 
prudenoe,  will  perceive  that  the  idea  of  maiijimg  on.  fam 
hundred  and  fif^  pounda  a  year,  so  aecnred  aa  waa  Maater 
Philip's  income,  was  prepoBteroos  and  abBord.  In  the  first  phoe, 
you  can't  live  on  four  hundred  and  fifty  pounda  a  year,  that  ia  a 
certainty.  People  do  live  on  less,  I  bdkve.  But  a  life  withoot 
a  brougham,  without  a  decent  house,  without  daret  for  dinner,  and 
a  footman  to  wait^  can  hardly  be  called  existence.  Philip'a  mcooie 
might  foil  any  day.  He  might  not  please  the  American  paper. 
He  might  quarrel  with  the  Pall  MM  GtuetU.  And  then  what 
would  remain  to  himl  Only  poor  little  Charlotte'a  fifty  poonds 
a  year!  So  Philip's  most  intimate  male  firiend — a  man  of  the 
world,  and  with  a  good  deal  of  experience — argued.  Of  eotuBe  I 
was  not  surprised  that  Philip  did  not  choose  to  take  my  advice ; 
though  I  did  not  expect  he  would  become  so  violently  angry,  caU 
names  almost,  and  use  most  nule  expressions,  when,  at  his  erpreu 
desire,  this  advice  was  tendered  to  him.  If  he  did  not  want  it, 
why  did  he  ask  for  iti  The  advice  might  be  unwelcome  to  him, 
but  why  did  he  choose  to  tell  me  at  my  own  table,  over  my  own 
claret,  that  it  was  the  advice  of  a  sneak  and  a  worldling?  "My 
good  fellow,  that  claret,  though  it  is  a  second  growth,  and  I  can 
afford  no  better,  cost  seventy-two  shillings  a  dozen.  How  much 
is  six  times  three  hundreil  and  sixty-five  ?  A  bottle  a  day  is  the 
least  you  can  calculate  "  (the  fellow  would  come  to  my  house  and 
drink  two  bottles  to  himself,  with  the  utmost  nonchalance).  '^A 
bottle  per  diem  of  that  light  claret — of  that  second-growth  stuff — 
costs  one  hundre<l  and  four  guineas  a  year,  do  you  understand? 
or,  to  speak  plainly  with  you,  one  hundred  and  nine  pounds /our 
shillings  !  " 

"WeU,"  says  Philip,  "apr^T  \Ve*U  do  without  Meantime 
I  will  take  what  I  can  get ! "  and  he  tosses  off  about  a  put  as  he 
speaks  (these  mousseline  glasses  are  not  only  enormous,  but  they 
break  by  dozens).  He  tosses  off  a  ))int  of  my  Laruse,  and  gives  a 
great  roar  of  laughter,  as  if  he  had  said  a  good  thing ! 
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Philip  Firmin  is  coarse  and  offensive  at  times,  and  Bickerton 
in  holding  this  opinion  is  not  altogether  wrong. 

"1*11  drink  claret  when  I  come  to  you,  old  boy,"  he  says, 
grinning ;  **  and  at  home  I  will  have  whisky-and-water." 

"  But  suppose  Charlotte  is  ordered  claret ! " 

**  Well,  she  can  have  it,"  says  this  liberal  lover ;  "  a  bottle  will 
last  her  a  week." 

"Don't  you  see,"  I  shriek  out,  "that  even  a  bottle  a  week 
(*08t«  something  like — six  by  fifty-two — eighteen  pounds  a  year !  " 
(I  own  it  is  really  cmly  fifteen  twelve;  but,  in  the  hurry  of  argument, 
a  man  may  stretch  a  figure  or  so.)  "Eighteen  pounds  for  Charlotte's 
claret ;  as  much,  at  least,  you  great  boozy  toper,  for  your  whisky 
and  beer.  Why,  you  actually  want  a  tenth  part  of  your  income 
for  the  liquor  you  consume !  And  then  clothes ;  and  tlien  lodging ; 
and  then  coals ;  and  then  doctor's  bills ;  and  then  pocket-money ; 
and  then  seaside  for  the  little  dears.  Just  have  the  kindness  to 
add  these  things  up,  and  you  will  find  that  you  have  about  two- 
and-ninepence  left  to  pay  the  grocer  and  the  butcher." 

"What  you  call  prudence,"  says  Philip,  thumping  the  table 
and,  of  course,  breaking  a  glass,  "I  call  cowanlice — I  call  blas- 
phemy !  Do  you  mean,  as  a  Christian  man,  to  tell  me  that  two 
young  people  and  a  family,  if  it  should  please  Heaven  to  send  them 
one,  cannot  subsist  upon  five  hundred  pounds  a  year  ?  Look  round, 
sir,  at  the  myriads  of  Go<r8  creatures  who  live,  love,  are  happy  and 
poor,  and  be  ashamed  of  the  wicked  doubt  which  you  utter ! "  And 
he  starts  up,  and  strides  up  and  down  the  dining-room,  curling  his 
flaming  moustache,  and  rings  the  bell  fiercely,  and  says,  "  Johnson, 
IVe  broke  a  glass.     Get  me  another." 

In  the  drawing-room,  my  wife  asks  what  we  two  were  fighting 
about?  And,  as  Charlotte  is  upstairs,  telling  the  children  stories 
as  they  are  put  to  lied,  or  writing  to  her  dear  mamma,  or  what 
not,  our  friend  bursts  out  with  more  nide  and  violent  expressions 
than  he  had  used  in  the  <iining-room  over  my  glasses  which  he  was 
smashing,  tells  my  own  wife  that  I  am  an  atheist,  or  at  l)est  a 
miserable  sceptic  and  Sadducee :  that  I  doubt  of  the  gcxnluess  of 
Heaven,  and  am  not  thankful  for  my  daily  brea<I.  And,  with  one 
of  her  kindling  looks  directed  towanls  the  young  man,  of  course  my 
wife  sides  with  him.  Miss  Char  presently  <'amc  down  from  the 
young  folks,  and  went  to  the  piano  and  playe<l  us  Beethoven's 
"Dream  of  Saint  Jerome,"  which  always  soothes  mc,  an<l  charms 
me,  80  that  I  &ncy  it  is  a  poem  of  Tennyson  in  music.  And  our 
children,  as  they  sink  off  to  sleep  overhead,  like  to  hear  soft  music, 
which  soothes  them  into  slumber,  Miss  Baynes  says.  And  Miss 
Charlotte  looks  very  pretty  at  her  piano  :  and  Philip  lies  gazing  at 
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her;  with  his  great  feet  and  hands  tnmhledinrer  one  of  oar  ana- 
chain.  And  ti^e  mmii^  with  its  solemn  cheer,  makes  us  all  Toy 
happy  and  kind-hearted,  and  ennohks  ns  someliow  as  we  listo. 
And  my  wife  wears  her  benedieiory  look  whenever  she  tons 
towardB  these  young  people.  She  hss  woiked  hendf  19  to  ths 
opinion  that  yonder  couple  oug^t  to  msny.  She  can  giTe  dbspter 
and  TerBO  for  her  hdiefl  To  doubt  about  the  matter  at  all  is 
wicked  according  to  her  notitms.  And  there  are  eertain  points 
upon  which,  I  humbly  own,  that  I  don't  dare  to  aigoe  with  her. 

When  the  women  of  the  house  hsYO  settled  a  matter,  k  tboe 
much  use  in  man's  resistsncel  If  my  harem  orders  that  I  shsll 
wear  a  yeUow  coat  and  pink  trousen^  I  know  that»  b^sre  thm 
months  are  over,  I  shall  be  walking  about  in  ro9e4emdre  and  canary- 
coloured  gannents.  It  is  Uie  perseYeranoe  whidi  conquers,  the 
daily  return  to  the  oliject  desired.  Take  my  advice,  my  dear  sir, 
when  you  see  your  womankind  resolute  about  a  matter,  give  up  at 
once^  and  have  a  quiet  life.  Periiaps  to  one  of  these  evening 
entertainments,  where  Miss  Baynes  played  the  piano^  as  she  did 
very  i^easantly,  and  Mr.  Philip's  great  dumgy  fist  turned  the 
leaves,  little  Mrs.  Brandon  would  come  dipping  in,  and  as  she 
surveyed  the  young  couple,  her  remark  would  b^  "Did  you  ever 
see  a  better  suited  couplet  When  I  came  home  from  duunbers, 
and  passed  the  dining-room  door,  my  eldest  dan^ter  with  a  know- 
ing fece  would  bar  the  way  and  say,  "  You  mustn't  go  in  there^ 
papa !  Miss  Grigsby  is  there,  and  Blaster  Philip  ib  not  to  be  dis- 
turbed at  his  lessons!"  Mrs.  Mugfoni  had  begun  to  arrange 
marriages  between  her  young  people  and  ours  from  the  very  first 
day  she  saw  us ;  and  Mrs.  M.'s  ch.  filly  Toddles,  rising  two  years, 
and  our  three-year-old  colt  Billyboy,  were  rehearsing  in  the  nursery 
the  endless  little  comedy  which  the  grown-up  young  persons  were 
performing  in  the  drawing-room. 

With  the  greatest  frankness  Mrs.  Mugford  gave  her  opinion  that 
Philip,  with  four  or  five  hundred  a  year,  would  be  no  better  than  a 
sneak  if  he  delayed  to  marry.  How  much  had  she  and  Mugfoni 
when  they  married,  she  would  like  to  knowl  "Emily  Street, 
Pentonville,  was  where  tee  had  apartments,"  she  remarked ;  "  we 
were  pinched  sometimes;  but  we  owed  nothing:  and  our  house- 
keeping books  I  can  show  you."  I  believe  Mrs.  M.  actually 
brought  these  dingy  relics  of  her  honeymoon  for  my  wife's  inspection. 
I  tell  you,  my  house  was  peopled  with  these  friends  of  matrimony. 
Flies  were  for  ever  in  requisition,  and  our  boys  were  very  sulky  at 
having  to  sit  for  an  hour  at  Shoolbred's,  while  certain  ladies 
lingered  there  over  blankets,  tablecloths,  and  what  not  Once  I 
found  my  wife  and  Charlotte  flitting  about  Wardour  Street,  the 
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former  lady  much  interested  in  a  great  Dutch  cabinet,  with  a  glass 
cupboard  and  corpulent  drawers.  And  that  cabinet  was,  ere  long, 
carte<i  off  to  Mrs.  Brandon's,  Thomhaugh  Street ;  and  in  that  glass 
cupboard  there  was  presently  to  be  seen  a  neat  set  of  china  for  tea 
and  breakfast.  The  end  was  approaching.  That  event,  with  whi(*h 
the  third  volume  of  the  old  novels  used  to  close,  was  at  hand.  I 
am  afraid  our  young  people  can't  drive  off  from  St.  Oeorge's  in  a 
chaise  and  four,  and  that  no  noble  relative  will  lend  them  his  castle 
for  the  honeymoon.  Well :  some  people  cannot  drive  to  happiness, 
even  with  four  horses ;  and  other  folks  can  reach  the  goal  on  foot. 
My  venerable  Muse  stoops  down,  unlooses  her  cothurnus  with  some 
difficulty,  and  prepares  to  fling  that  old  shoe  after  the  pair. 

Tell,  venerable  Muse  !  what  were  the  marriage  gifts  which  friewl- 
ship  provided  for  Philip  and  Charlotte  1  Philip's  cousin,  Ringwood 
Twys<len,  came  simpering  up  to  me  at  "  Bays's  Club  "  one  afternoon, 
and  said  :  ''  I  hear  my  precious  cousin  is  going  to  marry.  I  think 
I  shall  send  him  a  broom  to  sweep  a  crossin'."  I  waa  nearly  going 
to  say,  "  This  was  a  piece  of  generosity  to  be  expecte«l  from  your 
fiither's  son  ; "  but  the  tact  is,  that  I  dicl  not  think  of  this  withering 
re{Mirtee  until  I  was  crossing  St.  James's  Park  on  my  way  home, 
when  Twysden  of  course  was  out  of  ear-shot.  A  great  number  of 
my  best  witticisms  have  been  a  little  late  in  making  their  appear- 
ance in  the  world.  If  we  could  but  hear  the  unspoken  jokes,  how 
we  should  all  laugh ;  if  we  could  but  speak  them,  how  witty  we 
should  be !  When  you  have  left  the  room,  you  have  no  notion 
what  clever  things  I  was  going  to  say  when  you  baulked  me  by 
going  away.  Well,  then,  the  fact  is,  the  Twysden  family  gave 
Philip  nothing  on  his  marriage,  being  the  exact  sum  of  regard  whicli 
they  professed  to  have  for  him. 

Mr8.  Major  MacWhirter  gave  the  bride  an  Indian  brooch, 
representing  the  Taj  Mahal  at  Agra,  which  General  Bayncs  had 
given  to  his  sister-in-law  in  old  days.  At  a  later  period,  it  is  tnie, 
Mrs.  Mac  asked  Charlotte  for  the  brooch  back  again ;  but  this  was 
when  many  &mily  quarrels  had  raged  between  the  relatives— quarrels 
which  to  describe  at  length  would  be  to  tax  too  much  the  writer 
and  the  readers  of  this  histor>'. 

Mrs.  Muoford  presented  an  elegant  plated  coffee-pot,  six  draw- 
ing-room almanacs  (spoils  of  the  Ptill  }fall  Gazette),  and  fourteen 
richly  cut  jelly-glasses,  most  useful  for  negus  if  the  young  couple 
gave  evening  parties ;  for  dinners  they  would  not  be  able  to  affoni 

Mrs.  Brandon  made  an  offering  of  two  tablecloths  and  twelve 
dinner  napkins,  most  beautifully  worked,  and  I  don't  know  how 
mach  house  linen. 

Thb  Ladt  of  the  Present  Writer — ^Twelve  tea-spoons  in 
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bullion,  and  a  pair  of  sugar-tongs.  Mrs.  Baynes,  Philip's  mother- 
in-law,  sent  him  also  a  pair  of  sugar-tongs,  of  a  light  manuftctore, 
easily  broken.  He  keeps  a  tong  to  the  present  day,  and  ^leaks 
very  satirically  regarding  that  relic 

Phiup's  Inn  of  Court — A  bill  for  commons  and  Inn  taxes, 
with  the  Treasurer's  compliments. 

And  these,  I  think,  formed  the  items  of  poor  little  Chariotte's 
meagre  trousseau.  Before  Cinderella  went  to  the  ball  she  was 
almost  as  rich  as  our  little  maid.  Charlotte's  mother  sent  a  grim 
consent  to  the  child's  marriage,  but  declined  herself  to  attend  it 
She  was  ailing  and  poor.  Her  year's  widowhood  was  just  otct. 
She  had  her  other  children  to  look  after.  My  impression  is  that 
Mrs.  Baynes  thought  she  would  be  out  of  Philip's  power  so  long 
as  she  remained  abroad,  and  that  the  General's  savings  would  be 
secure  from  him.  So  she  delegated  her  authority  to  Philip's  friends 
in  London,  and  sent  her  daughter  a  moderate  wish  for  her  hapiH- 
ness,  which  may  or  may  not  have  profited  the  young  people. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  you  are  rich,  compared  to  what  I  was  when 
I  married,"  little  Mrs.  Brandon  said  to  her  young  friend.  "  You 
will  have  a  good  husband.  That  is  more  than  I  had.  You  will 
have  good  friends ;  and  I  was  almost  alone  for  a  time,  until  it 
pleased  Grod  to  befriend  me."  It  was  not  without  a  feeling  of  awe 
that  we  saw  these  young  people  commence  that  voyage  of  life  on 
which  henceforth  they  were  to  journey  together;  and  I  am  sure 
that  of  the  small  company  who  accompanied  them  to  the  silent 
little  chajKjl  where  they  were  joined  in  marriage  there  was  not  one 
who  did  not  follow  them  with  tender  gtxxl  wishes  and  heartfelt 
prayers.  They  had  a  little  purse  provided  for  a  month's  holiday. 
They  had  health,  hope,  go<xl  spirits,  go<xl  friends.  I  have  never 
learned  that  life's  trials  were  over  after  marriaj'e  ;  onlv  luckv  is 
he  who  hiis  a  loving  conipanii^n  to  share  them.  As  for  the  lady 
with  wln)ni  Charlotte  had  stayed  before  her  marriage,  she  was  in 
a  state  of  the  most  lachrymose  sentimentality.  She  sat  on  the  hed 
in  the  chamber  which  the  little  maid  had  vacated.  Her  tears  tiowcil 
copiously.  She  knew  not  why,  she  could  not  tell  how  the  girl  had 
wound  herself  round  her  maternal  heart.  And  I  think  if  Heaven 
had  decreed  this  young  creature  should  l)e  piX)r,  it  had  sent  her 
many  blessings  and  treasures  in  coni|)ensation. 

Every  respectable  man  and  woman  in  London  will,  of  course,  pity 
these  young  people,  an<l  repmbate  the  mad  risk  which  they  were 
running,  and  yet,  by  the  influence  and  example  of  a  sentimental 
witc  probably,  so  madly  sentimental  have  I  IxK^ome,  that  I  own  some- 
times I  almost  fixnry  these  misi^niidcd  wretches  were  to  be  envied. 

A  melancholy  little  cha|>el  it  is  where  they  were  married,  and 
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stands  hard  by  our  house.  We  did  not  decorate  the  church  with 
flowers,  or  adorn  the  beadles  with  white  ribbons.  We  had,  I  must 
confess,  a  dreary  little  breakfast,  not  in  the  least  enlivened  by 
Mugford's  jokes,  who  would  make  a  speech  de  eirconstancey  which 
was  not,  I  am  thankful  to  say,  reported  in  the  Fcdl  Mall  Gazette, 
"  We  shan't  charge  you  for  advertising  the  marriage  there,  my  dear,** 
Mrs.  Mugford  said.  ''And  IVe  already  took  it  myself  to  Mr. 
Burjoyce."  Mrs.  Mugfonl  had  insisted  upon  pinning  a  large  white 
favour  upon  John,  who  drove  her  from  Hampstead :  but  tliat  was 
the  only  ornament  present  at  the  nuptial  ceremony,  much  to  the 
disappointment  of  the  good  lady.  There  was  a  very  pretty  cake, 
with  two  doves  in  sugar  on  the  top,  whi(!h  the  Little  Sister  made 
and  sent,  and  no  other  hymeneal  emblem.  Our  little  girls  as 
bridesmaids  appeared,  to  be  sure,  in  new  bonnets  and  dresses,  but 
everybody  else  looked  so  quiet  and  demure,  that  when  we  went 
into  the  church,  three  or  four  street  urchins  knoi'king  about  the 
gate,  said,  '*  Look  at  'em.  They're  going  to  be  'ung.''  And  so  the 
words  are  spoken,  and  the  indissoluble  knot  is  tied.  Amen.  For 
better,  for  worse,  for  good  days  or  evil,  love  each  other,  cling  to 
each  other,  dear  friends.  Fulfil  yoiur  course,  and  accomplish  your 
life's  toil.  In  sorrow,  soothe  each  other;  in  illnei>s,  watch  and 
tend.  Cheer,  fond  wife,  the  huslxund's  stniggle  ;  lighten  his  gloomy 
hours  with  your  tender  smiles,  and  gladden  his  home  with  your  love. 
Husband,  father,  whatsoever  your  lot,  he  your  heart  pure,  your  life 
honest.  For  the  sake  of  those  who  l>eur  your  name,  let  no  bad 
action  sully  it.  As  you  look  at  those  innocent  fatsos,  which  ever 
tenderly  greet  you,  be  yours,  too,  innocent,  and  your  conscience 
without  reproach.  As  the  young  people  kneel  bef>re  the  altar- 
ndling,  some  such  thoughts  as  these  fiass  through  a  friend's  mind 
who  witnesses  the  ceremony  of  their  marriage.  Is  not  all  we  hear 
in  that  place  meant  to  apply  to  ourselves,  and  to  be  carried  away 
for  ever}'day  cogitation  7 

After  the  ceremony  we  sign  the  book,  and  walk  back  demurely 
to  breakfast  And  MrR.  Mugfonl  dtn^s  not  com^eal  her  disap{M>int- 
ment  at  the  small  pn*f Mirations  nnule  for  the  reception  of  the 
marriage  party.  '*  I  call  it  nliubhy,  Bnindon  ;  and  I  speak  my 
mind.  No  fieivours.  Only  your  rake.  No  speeches  to  Hfteak  of. 
No  loljster-salad :  and  wine  on  the  sideboani.  I  thou;;ht  your 
Queen  Square  friends  knt'w  how  to  do  the  thing  better !  When 
one  of  my  gurls  is  married,  I  pminise  you  we  Hhan't  lot  her  go  out 
of  the  back-door;  ami  at  least  we  HJiall  have  the  Invt  four  greys 
that  Newman's  can  funiisli.  It's  niv  Ix'iief  \out  vounir  friend  is 
getting  too  fond  of  money,  Urnnloii,  ami  ho  I  have  toM  MuLrfonl." 
But  these,  you  see,  were   only  questions   of  ta^te.     Good   Mrs. 
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Mugford's  led  her  to  a  green  eatm  dieai  and  a  i^nk  tniliaii,  whea 
other  kdieB  were  in  grey  or  quiet  eoloiirB.  The  intimacj  betweea 
oar  two  &milieB  dwLidled  immediately  after  Fhilip'a  marriage; 
Mrs.  M.,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  setting  ns  down  aa  shabby-rented 
peofde,  BDd  she  conldn't  bear  serewing — ^nerer  coold ! 

Well :  the  speeches  were  spoken.  The  bride  was  Vissfd,  and 
departed  with  her  bridegroom:  th^  had  not  even  a  ^alet  and 
kdy's-maid  to  bear  them  company.  The  nmte  of  the  happy  psir 
was  to  be  Oanterboiy,  Folkestone,  Bonbgne,  AmienSy  BuiB,  and 
Italy  perhaps,  if  their  little  stock  of  podcet-nKin^  wouUI  serve 
them  so  fiir.  But  the  very  instant  wli^  half  was  spent^  it  wm 
agreed  that  these  young  people  should  turn  their  fiieea  homeward 
again ;  and  meanwhile  the  printer  and  Mugfind  himsdf  agreed  that 
they  would  do  Mr.  Sub-editor's  duty.  How  much  had  th^  in  the 
little  purse  for  their  pleasure-journey  f  That  is  no  business  of  oon^ 
surely;  but  with  youth,  hodth,  happiness,  lore,  amongst  their 
possessions,  I  don't  think  our  young  friends  had  need  to  be  discon- 
tented. Away  then  th^  drive  in  thdr  cab  to  the  railway  station. 
Farewdl,  and  Heaven  Uees  you,  Charlotte  and  Philip !  I  hare 
said  how  I  found  my  wife  crying  in  her  &vourite's  Tscant  bednxNu. 
The  marriage  table  did  coldly  iiirnish  forth  a  fhneral  kind  of  dinner. 
The  cM  i^cken  chdrod  us  all,  and  the  jelly  was  bat  a  sickly 
compound  to  my  taste,  though  it  was  the  Little  iter's  most  artfid 
manufiu^re.  I  own  for  one  I  was  quite  miserable.  I  found  no 
comfort  at  clubs,  nor  could  the  last  new  novel  fix  my  attention. 
I  saw  Philip's  eyes,  and  heard  the  warble  of  Charlotte's  sweet 
voice.  I  walked  off  from  "  Bays's,"  and  through  Old  Parr  Street, 
where  Philip  bad  lived,  and  his  parents  entertained  me  as  a  boy ; 
and  then  tramped  to  Thomhaugh  Street,  rather  ashamed  of  mysdl 
The  maid  said  mistress  was  in  Mr.  Philip's  rooms,  the  two  pair, — 
and  what  was  that  I  heard  on  the  piano  as  I  entered  the  apart- 
ment] Mrs.  Brandon  sat  there  hemming  some  chintz  window- 
curtains,  or  betl-curtains,  or  what  not :  by  her  side  sat  my  own 
eldest  girl  stitching  away  very  resolutely;  and  at  the  piano — the 
piano  which  Philip  had  bought — there  sat  my  own  wife  picking 
out  that  "  Dream  of  Saint  Jerome,"  of  Beethoven,  which  Charlotte 
used  to  play  so  delicately.  We  had  tea  out  of  Philip's  tea-things, 
and  a  nice  hot  cake,  which  consoled  some  of  us.  But  I  have 
known  few  evenings  more  melancholy  than  that.  It  felt  like  the 
first  night  at  school  after  the  holidays,  when  we  all  used  to  try 
and  appear  cheerful,  you  know.  But  ah !  how  dismal  the  gaiety 
was ;  and  bow  dreary  that  lying  awake  in  the  night,  and  thinking 
of  the  hap])y  days  just  over ! 

The  way  in  which  we  looked  forward  for  letters  from  our  bride 
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and  brid^n^tMin  was  quite  a  curiosity.  At  length  a  letter  arrived 
from  these  personages:  and  as  it  contains  no  secret,  I  take  the 
liberty  to  print  it  in  extenao. 

Amiens:  Friday.    Paris:  Saturday, 

"  Dearest  Friends, — (For  the  dearest  friends  you  are  to  us, 
and  will  continue  to  be  a«  lanr;  as  we  live), — We  perform  our 
promise  of  writing  to  you  to  say  that  we  are  well,  and  sa/e^  and 
happy !  Philip  says  I  mustn't  use  dashes,  but  I  can't  help  it 
He  says,  he  supposes  I  am  dashing  off  a  letter.  You  know  his 
j(jkiug  way.  Oh,  what  a  blessing  it  is  to  see  him  so  happy.  And 
if  he  is  happy,  I  am.  I  tremble  to  think  how  happy.  He  sits 
opposite  me,  smoking  his  cigar,  looking  so  noble !  /  like  it,  and  1 
went  to  our  room  and  bnmght  him  this  one.  He  says,  *  Char,  if 
I  were  to  say  bring  me  your  head,  you  woidd  onier  a  waiter  to  cut 
it  off.'  Pray,  did  I  not  promise  three  days  ago  to  love,  honour, 
and  obey  him,  and  am  I  going  to  break  my  promise  already  %  I 
hope  not  I  pray  not.  All  my  life  I  hope  I  shall  be  tr>'ing  to 
keep  that  promise  of  mine.  We  like  Canterbury  ahnost  as  much 
as  dear  Westminster.  We  had  an  open  carriage  and  took  a 
glorious  drim  to  Folkestone,  and  in  the  crossing  Philip  was  ill,  and 
1  wasn't  And  he  looked  very  droll ;  and  he  was  in  a  dreadful  bad 
humour ;  and  that  was  my  first  appearance  as  nurse.  1  think  I 
should  like  him  to  be  a  little  ill  sometimes,  so  that  I  may  sit  up  and 
take  care  of  him.  We  went  through  the  cords  at  the  custom- 
house at  Boulogne ;  and  I  remembered  how,  two  years  ago,  I  passed 
through  those  very  cords  with  my  poor  papa,  and  he  stood  outside, 
and  saw  us !  We  went  to  the  '  Hotel  des  Bains.'  We  walked 
about  the  town.  We  went  to  the  Tintellcries,  where  we  used  to 
live,  and  to  your  house  in  the  Haute  Ville,  where  I  remember 
everything  as  if  it  was  yesterday.  Don't  you  remember,  as  we 
were  walking  one  day,  you  said,  '  Charlotte,  there  is  the  steamer 
coming;  there  is  the  smoke  of  his  funnel;'  and  I  said,  'What 
steamer  ? '  and  you  said, '  The  Philip,  to  be  sure.'  And  he  came  up, 
smoking  his  pipe !  We  passed  over  and  over  the  old  gn>und  where 
we  used  to  walk.  We  went  to  the  pier,  and  gave  money  to  the 
poor  little  hunchback  who  plays  the  guitar,  and  he  sni<l,  '  Jlerci, 
madame.*  How  droll  it  sounde<l !  And  that  good  kind  Marie  at 
the  '  H6tel  des  Bains '  rcmeinbero<l  us,  and  called  us  '  mes  en/ans.* 
And  if  you  were  not  the  most  good-natured  woman  in  the  tvorld, 
I  think  I  should  be  ashameil  to  write  such  nonsense. 

"  Think  of  Mrs  Brandon  having  knitted  me  a  purse,  which  she 
gave  me  as  we  went  away  fnnn  dear  dear  Queen  Sc|uarc;  and 
when  I  opened  it,  there  were  five  sovereigns  in  it !    When  we  found 
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what  the  purse  contained,  Philip  used  one  of  his  great  >urofu  (as  he 
always  does  when  he  is  most  tender-hearted),  and  he  said  that 
woman  was  an  angel,  and  that  we  would  keep  Uiose  fi^e  soyerdgiis, 
and  never  change  them.  Ah  !  I  am  thankful  mj  husband  has  such 
friends  !  I  will  love  all  who  love  him — you  most  of  alL  For  were 
not  you  the  means  of  bringing  this  noble  heart  to  me  t  I  fimcy  I 
have  known  bigger  people^  since  I  have  known  you,  and  some  of 
yoiu*  friends.  Their  talk  is  simpler,  their  thoughts  are  greater  than 
— those  with  whom  I  used  to  live.  P.  says,  Heaven  has  given  Mrs. 
Brandon  such  a  great  heart,  that  she  must  have  a  good  intellect.  If 
loving  my  Philip  be  wisdom,  I  know  some  one  who  will  be  very 
wise! 

"  If  I  was  not  in  a  very  great  hurry  to  see  mamma,  Philip  said 
we  might  stop  a  day  at  Ajniens.  And  we  went  to  the  Cathedral, 
and  to  whom  do  you  think  it  is  dedicated  1  To  my  saint :  to  Sadtt 
FiRMiN !  And  oh !  I  prayed  to  Heaven  to  give  me  strength  to 
devote  my  life  to  my  saint's  service^  to  love  him  always,  as  a  pure 
true  wife :  in  sickness  to  guard  him,  in  sorrow  to  soothe  him.  I 
will  try  and  learn  and  study,  not  to  make  my  intellect  equal  to 
his — very  few  women  can  hope  for  that — ^but  that  I  may  better 
comprehend  him,  and  give  him  a  companion  more  worthy  of  him. 
I  wonder  whether  there  are  many  men  in  the  world  as  clever  as  our 
husbands  ]  Though  Philip  is  so  modest.  He  says  he  is  not  clever 
at  all.  Yet  I  know  he  is,  and  grander  somehow  than  other  men, 
I  said  nothing,  hut  I  used  to  listen  at  Queen  S<]uare ;  and  some 
who  came  who  thought  best  of  themselves,  seemed  to  me  pert,  and 
worldly,  and  small ;  and  some  were  like  princes  somehow.  My 
Philip  is  one  of  the  princes.  Ah,  dear  firiend  !  may  I  not  give 
thanks  where  thanks  are  due,  that  I  am  chosen  to  be  the  wife  of 
a  true  gentleman  ?  Kind,  and  brave,  and  loyal  Philip !  Honest 
and  generous, — above  deceit  or  selfish  scheme.  Oh  !  I  hope  it  is 
not  wrong  to  1x3  so  happy  ! 

"  We  wrote  to  mamma  and  dear  Madame  Smolensk  to  sav  we 
were  coming.  Mamma  finds  Madame  de  Valentinois's  boanlin^- 
house  even  dearer  than  dear  Madame  Smolensk's.  I  dont  mean  a 
pun  !  She  says  she  has  found  out  that  Madame  de  Valentinois's  real 
name  is  Corniolion  ;  that  she  was  a  person  of  the  worst  character, 
and  that  cheating  at  ecart^^  was  practised  at  her  house.  She  took 
up  her  own  two  francs  and  another  two-franc  piece  from  the  cani- 
table,  savins:  that  Colonel  Boulotte  was  cheatinir,  and  bv  risihts  the 
money  was  hers.  She  is  going  to  leave  Madame  de  Valentinois  at 
the  end  of  her  month,  or  as  soon  as  her  children,  who  have  the 
measles,  can  move.  She  desired  that  on  no  accoimt  I  wouM  come 
to  see  her  at  Madame  V.'s  :  and  she  brought  Philip  XI 2,  10s.  in 
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fivr-franc  pieces,  which  she  laid  <Iown  on  the  table  before  him,  and 
said  it  was  mj  first  quarter's  |)aymcnt.     It  is  not  due  yet,  I  know. 

•  But  do  you  think  I  will  be  beholden,*  says  she,  *  to  a  man  like 
yout'  And  P.  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  put  the  rouleau  of 
silver  pieces  into  a  drawer.  He  did  not  say  a  wonl,  but,  of  course, 
I  saw  he  was  ill-pleased.  *  What  shall  we  do  witli  your  fortune. 
Char  ? '  he  said,  when  mamma  went  away.  And  a  part  we  spent 
at  the  opera  and  at  Vary's  restaurant,  where  we  took  our  dear  kind 
Madame  Smolensk.  Ah,  how  good  that  woman  was  to  me !  Ah, 
how  I  suffered  in  that  house  when  mamma  wanted  to  imrt  me  from 
Philip !  We  walked  by  and  saw  the  windows  of  the  room  where 
that  horrible  horrible  tragedy  was  i)erformed,  and  Philip  shook  his 
fist  at  the  green  jalousies,  *  Qood  heavens  ! '  he  wiid :  *  how,  my 
darling,  how  I  was  made  to  suffer  there ! '  I  bear  no  malice.  I 
will  do  no  iiyury.  But  I  can  never  forgive  :  never !  I  can  forgive 
mamma,  who  made  my  husband  so  unhappy ;  but  can  I  love  her 
again  ?  Indeed  and  indee<I  I  have  tried.  Often  and  often  in  my 
dreams  that  horrid  tragedy  is  acted  over  again  ;  and  they  are  taking 
him  from  me,  and  I  feel  as  if  I  should  die.  When  I  was  with  you 
I  used  often  to  be  afraid  to  go  t4)  sleep  for  fear  of  that  dreadful 
dream,  and  I  kept  one  of  his  letters  under  my  pillow  so  that  I 
might  hold  it  in  the  night.  And  now  !  No  one  can  fiart  us  1 — 
oh,  no  one  ! — until  the  end  comes ! 

*'He  took  me  about  to  all  his  old  ftarheior  haunts;  to  the 

•  Hotel  Poussin/  where  he  use<l  to  live,  which  is  very  dingy  but 
comfortable.  And  he  introduced  me  to  the  landlmiy,  in  a  Madras 
handkerchief,  and  to  the  landlonl  (in  earrings  and  with  no  coat  on), 
and  to  the  little  boy  who  /rotten  the  floors.  And  he  8;iid,  *  Tiens  * 
and  *  Merei,  madame  !  *  as  we  gave  him  a  five-franc  ])iece  out  of  my 
fortune.  And  then  we  went  to  the  ca£6  opposite  the  Bourse,  where 
Philip  used  to  write  his  letters ;  and  then  we  went  to  the  Palais 
Royal,  where  Madame  de  Smolensk  was  in  waiting  for  us.  And 
then  we  went  to  the  play.  And  then  we  went  to  TortoniV  to  take 
ices.  And  then  we  walked  a  i>art  of  the  way  home  with  Madame 
Smolensk  under  a  hundred  million  blazing  stars  ;  and  then  wc 
walked  down  the  Champs  Elysi^es  avenues,  by  which  Piiilip  use<l 
to  come  to  me,  and  l)eside  the  plashing  fountains  shining  inider  the 
silver  moon.  And,  oh,  Laura  !  I  wonder  under  the  silver  nio(»n  was 
anybody  so  happy  as  your  loving  and  grateful  C.  F. 

"P.5."  [In  the  handwiting  of  Philip  Firmin,  Ewj.]— "  Mv 
DEAR  Friends, — I'm  so  jolly  that  it  seems  like  a  dream.  I  have 
been  watching  Charlotte  scribble  sc^nbMc  foi*  an  hour  fKist :  and 
wondered  and  thought  is  it  actually  true  ]  and  gone  and  convinced 
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mjBelf  of  the  truth  hy  looldng  at  the  paper  and  the  daahee  wfaidi 
she  will  put  under  the  w<»da.  My  dear  fiiendfl|  what  ha?e  I  done 
inlife  that  I  am  to  be  made  apreMotof  alittleangdt  Onoe  then 
was  80  much  wrong  in  me,  and  my  heart  was  ao  blade  and  re▼cng^ 
ful,  that  I  knew  not  what  might  hi^pen  to  me.  She  came  and 
leacued  me.  The  love  of  this  creature  purifies  me — and — and  I 
think  that  is  alL  I  think  I  only  want  to  say  thai  I  am  tiw 
hapinest  man  in  Europe.  That  Saint  Finnin  at  Amiens !  IHdn*t 
it  seem  like  a  good  omenf  By  St  Geoige !  I  never  heard  oi St  F. 
until  I  lighted  on  him  in  the  CSathedial.  When  shall  we  writs 
neztt  Where  shall  we  tell  you  to  directf  We  dont  know  when 
we  an  going.  We  don't  want  letters.  But  we  are  not  the  htm 
grateful  to  dear  kind  friends ;  and  our  names  are 

"P.  AHDaP.* 


CHAPTER  XXXIII 

DESCRIBES  A  SITUATION  IXTERESTING  BUT  NOT  UNEXPECTED 

ONLY  very  wilful  and  silly  children  cry  after  the  moon. 
Sensible  people  who  have  shed  their  sweet  tooth  can't  be 
expected  to  be  very  much  interested  about  honey.  We 
may  hope  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip  Firmin  ei^oye<i  a  pleasant  wedding 
tour  and  that  sort  of  thing:  but  as  for  chronicling  its  delights 
or  adventures,  Miss  Sowerby  and  I  vote  that  the  task  is  alto- 
gether needless  and  immoral.  Young  people  arc  already  much 
too  sentimental,  and  inclined  to  idle  maudlin  reading.  Life  is 
earnest,  Miss  Sowerby  remarks  (with  a  strong  inclination  to  spell 
"  earnest ''  with  a  large  E).  Life  is  labour.  Life  is  duty.  Life  is 
rent.  Life  is  taxes.  Life  brings  its  ills,  bills,  doctor's  pills.  Life 
is  not  a  mere  calendar  of  honey  and  moonshine.  Very  good.  But 
without  love,  Miss  Sowerby,  life  is  just  death,  and  I  know,  my 
dear,  you  would  no  more  care  to  go  on  with  it,  than  with  a  new 
chapter  of— of  our  dear  friend  Boreham*s  new  story. 

Between  ourselves,  Philip's  humour  is  not  much  more  lightsome 
than  that  of  the  ingenious  contemiK)rary  above  named ;  but  if  it 
served  to  amuse  Philip  himself,  why  baulk  him  of  a  little  sport  t 
Well,  then :  he  wrote  us  a  great  ream  of  lumbering  pleasantries, 
dated  Paris,  Thursday;  Geneva,  Saturday.  Summit  of  Mont 
Blanc,  Monday;  Timbuctoo,  Wednesday.  Pekin,  Friday — with 
&i*etious  descriptions  of  those  spots  and  cities.  He  said  that 
in  the  last-named  place  Charlotte's  shoes  being  worn  out,  thnnc 
which  she  purchased  were  rather  tight  for  her,  and  the  hi^  heels 
annoyed  her.  He  stated  that  the  beef  at  Timbuctoo  was  not 
cooked  enough  for  Charlottes  taste,  and  that  the  £ni])eror's 
attentions  were  becoming  rather  marked,  and  so  forth  ;  whereas 
poor  little  Char's  simple  postscripts  mentioned  no  travelling  at  all ; 
but  averred  that  they  were  staying  at  Saint  Germain,  and  as  happy 
as  the  day  was  long.  As  happy  as  the  day  was  long  ?  As  it  was 
short,  alas  !  Their  little  purse  was  very  slenderly  fiimished ;  and 
in  a  very  very  brief  holiday,  poor  Philip's  few  napoleons  had  almost 
all  rolled  away.  Luckily,  it  was  pay-<lay  when  the  yoimg  people 
came  back  to  London.     Thev  were  almost  reduced  to  the  Little 
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Sister^B  wedding  present :  and  sordj  they  would  nlher  woric  tins 
porchaae  a  few  hours'  more  ease  with  that  poor  widow's  mite; 

Who  talked  and  was  afraid  of  poverty  t  Philip^  with  Us  twD 
newspapers,  averred  that  he  had  enooj^ ;  wan  than  cnoq^;  eoold 
save;  ooold  put  hy.  It  was  at  this  time  that  Bidl^,  the  Acade> 
midan,  painted  that  sweet  picture,  Na  1976--of  comBe  yon  re- 
member  it  —  ''Portrait  of  a  Lady."  He  became  rpmanticdly 
attached  to  the  seoond-floor  lodger;  would  have  no  ntauf  paitioi 
in  his  rooms,  or  smoking^  lest  it  should  annqy  her.  Would  Ifa. 
Firmin  desire  to  give  entertainments  of  her  ownt  Hk  studio  and 
sitting-room  were  at  her  orders.  He  fetched  and  cairied.  He 
brought  presents,  and  theatre-boxes.  He  was  her  slave  of  davea 
And  she  gave  him  back  in  return  fer  all  this  romantic  adontioQ  a 
condescending  shake  of  a  soft  little  hand,  and  a  kind  look  fitxn  a 
pair  of  soft  eyes,  with  which  the  painter  was  fein  to  be  oontent 
Low  of  stature,  and  of  misshapen  form,  J.  J.  thought  himself  natu- 
rally outcast  fiom  marriage  and  love,  and  looked  in  with  koging 
eyes  at  the  paradise  which  he  was  forbidden  to  entov  And  Mr. 
Philip  sat  within  this  Pkdaoe  of  Delight ;  and  MM  at  his  ease, 
and  took  his  pleasure,  and  Charlotte  ministered  to  him.  And  once 
in  a  way,  my  lord  sent  out  a  crumb  of  kindness,  or  a  little  cup  of 
oomfert^  to  the  outcast  at  the  gate  who  blessed  his  boiefectreai^ 
and  my  lord  his  benefiictor,  and  was  thankful  Ghailotte  had  not 
twopence:  but  she  had  a  little  court.  It  was  the  feshion  fer 
Philip's  friends  to  come  and  bow  before  her.  Very  fine  gentlemen 
who  had  known  him  at  a^Uege,  and  forgot  him,  or,  sooth  to  say, 
thought  him  rou<^h  and  overbearing,  now  suddenly  remembered  him 
and  his  young  wife  liad  quite  fashionable  assemblies  at  her  five 
o'clock  tea-table.  All  men  liked  her,  and  Miss  Sowerby  of  course 
says  Mrs.  Firmin  was  a  good-natured,  quite  harmless  little  woman, 
rather  pretty,  and — you  know,  my  dear — such  as  men  like.  Look 
you,  if  I  like  cold  veal,  dear  Sowerby,  it  is  that  my  tastes  are 
Bimple.  A  fine  tough  old  (lr>'  csimel,  no  doubt,  is  a  much  nobler 
and  more  sagacious  animal — and  i)erliai)s  you  think  a  double  hump 
is  quite  a  delicacy. 

Yes :  Mrs.  Philip  was  a  success.  She  had  scarce  any  female 
friends  as  yet,  being  too  poor  to  go  into  the  world :  but  she  had 
Mrs.  Pendcnnis,  and  dear  little  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  Mrs.  Mugford, 
whose  celebnited  trap  repeatedly  brought  delicacies  for  the  bride 
from  Hampstead,  whose  chaise  was  once  or  twice  a  week  at  Philip's 
door,  and  who  was  very  much  exercised  and  impressed  by  the  fine 
company  whom  she  met  in  Mrs.  Firmin's  apartments.  "  Lord 
Thingambury's  card  !  what  next,  Brandon,  upon  my  word  ?  Lady 
Slowby  at  home  ?  well,  I  never,  Mrs.  B. ! "     In  such  artless  phrases 
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Mn.  Mugford  would  express  her  admiration  and  astonishment 
during  the  early  time,  and  when  Charlotte  still  retained  the  good 
lady's  fetvour.  That  a  state  of  things  fiEur  less  agreeable  ensued,  I 
must  own.  But  though  there  is  ever  so  small  a  cloud  in  the  sky 
even  now,  let  us  not  heed  it  for  a  while,  and  bask  and  be  content 
and  happy  in  the  sunshine.  *'  Oh,  Laura,  I  tremble  when  I  think 
how  happy  I  am  ! "  was  our  little  bird*s  perpetual  warble.  "  How 
did  I  live  when  I  was  at  home  with  mamma  t "  she  would  say. 
**  Do  you  know  that  Philip  never  even  scolds  me  ?  If  he  were  to 
say  a  rough  word  I  think  I  should  die ;  whereas  mamma  was  bark- 
ing barking  from  moniing  till  night,  and  I  didn't  care  a  pin."  This 
is  what  comes  of  injudicious  scolding,  as  of  any  other  dnig.  The 
wholesome  medicine  loses  its  effect.  The  inured  patient  calmly 
takes  a  dose  that  would  frighten  or  kill  a  stranger.  Poor  Mrs. 
Baynes's  crossed  letters  came^still,  and  I  am  not  prepared  to  pledge 
my  word  that  Charlotte  read  them  all.  Mrs.  B.  offered  to  come 
and  superintend  and  take  care  of  dear  Philip  when  an  interesting 
event  should  take  place.  But  Mrs.  Brandon  was  already  engaged 
for  this  important  occasion,  and  Charlotte  l)ec2ime  so  alarmed  lest 
her  mother  should  invade  her,  that  Philip  wrote  curtly,  and  iK»8i- 
tively  forbade  Mrs.  Baynes.  You  remember  the  picture  **  A 
Cradle,"  by  J.  J.  ?  the  two  little  rony  feet  brought  I  don't  know 
how  many  hundred  guineas  a])iece  to  Mr.  Ridley.  The  mother  her- 
self did  not  study  babydom  more  fondly  and  devotedly  than  Ridley 
did  in  the  ways,  l(K>ks,  features.,  anatomies,  attitudes,  baby-clothes, 
&c.,  of  this  first-bom  infant  of  Charlotte  and  Philip  Firmin.  My 
wife  is  very  angry  because  I  have  forgotten  whether  the  first  of  the 
young  Firmin  brood  was  a  lx)y  or  a  prl,  and  says  I  shall  forget  the 
names  of  my  own  children  next.  Well  l  *'  At  this  distance  of 
time,  I  think  it  was  a  boy, — for  their  boy  is  very  tall,  you  know — 

a  great  deal  taller S^ol  a  boy  l    Then,  between  ourselves,  I 

have  no  doubt  it  was  a "     "  A  ju'<K)Re/*  wiys  the  lady,  which  is 

not  even  reasonable. 

This  is  certain  :  we  all  thought  the  young  mother  hxiked  very 
pretty,  with  her  pink  cheeks  and  lx»aming  eyes,  as  nhe  l)ent  over 
the  little  infant.  J.  J.  says  he  thinks  there  in  something  heai^niff 
in  the  looks  of  young  mothers  at  that  tinie.  Nay,  he  giK^H  so  tar  as 
to  declare  that  a  tigress  at  the  Z(M)lo«:i(a]  (iardens  hMiks  Ixtiutiful 
and  gentle  as  she  l)endri  Ikt  black  nozzle  over  her  cuIm.  And  if  a 
tigress,  why  not  Mrs.  Philip?  O  ye  j)owerM  of  sentiment,  in  what 
a  state  J.  J.  was  about  this  young  woman  !  There  is  a  brightness 
in  a  young  mother's  eye :  there  are  |)ear]  and  rose  tints  on  her 
cbeek,  which  are  sure  to  fascinate  a  painter.  This  artist  used  to 
hang  about  Mrs.  Brandon's  rooms,  till  it  was  droll  to  see  him.     I 
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believe  he  took  off  his  shoes  in  his  own  stodio^  so  is  not  to  distmb 
by  his  creakiiig  the  kdy  overhead.  He  piirdiased  the  moat  pn- 
posterous  mn^  and  other  presents  fiir  the  mfrnl  Philip  vent  ont 
to  his  dub  or  his  newspaper  as  he  was  otdeied  to  da  Bi^Mr.J.J. 
eoold  not  be  got  away  from  Thomhangh  Street^  so  that  little  Mol 
Brandon  laoghed  at  him — absdutely  lan^hed  at  him. 

Daring  lUl  this  while  Philip  and  his  wile  oontinned  in  the  veiy 
greatest  fiftvoor  with  Mr.  and  Mia.  Mugfoidy  and  were  invited  by 
that  worthy  couple  to  go  with  their  infimt  to  Miigfbid's  TiDa  at 
Hampstead,  where  a  chimge  of  air  mi^t  do  good  to  dear  baby  and 
dear  mamma.  Philip  went  to  this  village  retreat.  Streets  and 
terraces  now  cover  over  the  boose  and  groonds  which  voithj 
Mugfofd  inhabited,  and  which  people  say  he  used  to  call  hiB 
Russian  Irby.  He  had  amassed  in  a  small  space  a  heap  of  country 
pleasures.  He  had  a  little  garden;  a  little  paddock;  a  little 
greenhouse ;  a  little  cucumber-iiame ;  a  little  stable  for  bis  little 
trap ;  a  littie  Guernsey  cow ;  a  little  dairy ;  a  little  pigsty ;  and 
witii  this  little  treasure  the  good  man  was  not  a  little  content 
He  loved  and  prused  everything  that  was  his.  No  man  admired 
his  own  port  more  than  Mugfi>rd,  or  paid  more  complunents  to  his 
own  butter  and  home-baked  bread.  He  eigoyed  his  own  happineai» 
He  appreciated  his  own  worth.  He  loved  to  talk  of  the  days  when 
he  was  a  poor  boy  on  London  streets,  and  now — "now  tiy  that 
S^ass  of  port,  my  boy,  and  say  whether  the  Lord  Mayw  has  got 
any  better,"  he  would  say,  winking  at  his  glass  and  his  company. 
To  be  virtuous,  to  be  lucky,  and  constantly  to  think  and  own  that 
you  are  so — ^is  not  this  tnie  happiness  ?  To  sing  hymns  in  praise 
of  himself  is  a  charming  amusement — at  least  to  the  performer; 
and  anybody  who  dined  at  Mugford's  table  was  pretty  sure  to  hear 
some  of  this  music  after  dinner.  I  am  sorry  to  say  Philip  did  not 
care  for  this  trumpet-blowing.  He  was  frightfully  bored  at  Haver- 
stock  Hill ;  and  when  bored,  Mr.  Philip  is  not  altogether  an  ajrree- 
ahle  companion.  He  will  yawn  in  a  man's  face.  He  will  contradict 
you  freely.  He  will  say  the  mutton  is  tough,  or  the  wine  not  fit 
to  drink ;  that  such  and  such  an  orator  is  overrated,  and  such  and 
such  a  politicLin  is  a  fool.  Mugford  and  his  guest  had  battles 
after  dinner,  had  actually  high  words.  "  What-hever  is  it,  Mugford  ? 
and  what  were  you  quarrelling  about  in  the  dining-room?"  asks 
Mrs.  Mugfonl.  "Quarrelling?  It's  only  the  sub-editor  snoring," 
said  the  gentleman,  with  a  flushed  face.  "My  wine  ain't  good 
enough  for  him  ;  and  now  my  gentleman  must  put  his  boots  upon 
a  chair  and  go  to  sleep  under  my  nose.  He  is  a  cool  hand,  and  no 
mistake,  Mrs.  M."  At  this  juncture  poor  little  Char  would  gently 
glide  down  from  a  visit  to  her  baby :  and  would  play  something  on 
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the  piano,  and  soothe  the  rising  anger ;  and  then  Philip  would  eome 
in  fh)in  a  little  walk  in  the  shrublxries,  where  he  had  l)een  blowing 
a  little  cloud.  Ah  !  there  was  a  little  cloud  rising  indeed  : — (|uite 
a  little  one — nay,  not  so  little.  When  you  consider  that  Philip's 
bread  depended  on  the  gooilwill  of  these  people,  you  will  allow 
that  his  friends  might  be  anxious  regarding  the  future.  A  word 
from  Mugibrd,  and  Philip  and  Charlotte  and  the  child  were 
adrift  on  the  world.  And  these  points  Mr.  Firmin  would  freely 
admit,  while  he  stood  discoursing  of  his  own  affairs  (as  he  loved 
to  do),  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  his  back  warming  at  our 
fire. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  says  the  candid  bridegroom,  "  these  things 
are  constantly  in  my  hoiul.  I  U8e<i  to  talk  about  'em  to  Char,  but 
I  don't  now.  They  disturb  her,  the  j)oor  thing ;  and  she  clutches 
hold  of  the  l)aby  ;  and — and  it  tears  my  heart  out  to  think  that 
any  grief  should  come  to  her.  I  trj'  and  do  my  best,  my  good 
people — but  when  Pm  boreii  I  can't  help  showing  Pm  borecl,  don't 
you  see  t  I  can't  be  a  hyi)ocrite.  No,  not  for  two  Imndred  a  year, 
or  for  twenty  thousand.  You  can't  make  a  silk  purse  out  of  that 
sow's-ear  of  a  Mugford.  A  ver>'  gotxl  man.  I  don't  say  no.  A 
good  father,  a  good  husband,  a  generous  host,  and  a  most  tremendous 
lK>re,  and  cad.  Be  agreeable  to  him  ?  How  can  I  be  agreeable 
when  I  am  bein^^  killeil  ]  He  has  a  story  al)out  Leigh  Hunt  being 
put  into  Newgate,  where  Mugfonl,  bringing  him  proofs,  saw  Lord 
Byron.  I  cannot  kec{)  awake  during  that  story  any  longer ;  or,  if 
awake,  I  grind  my  teeth,  and  swear  inwardly,  so  that  I  know  Pm 
dreadful  to  hear  and  see.  Well,  Mugford  has  yellow  satin  sofas  in 
the  *  droaring-room ' " 

"  Oh,  Philip ! "  says  a  laily ;  and  two  or  three  circungaccnt 
children  set  up  an  insane  giggle,  which  is  speedily  and  sternly 
silenced. 

"  I  toll  you  she  cidls  it  *  tlroaring-room.'  You  know  she  does, 
as  well  as  I  do.  She  is  a  good  woman :  a  kind  woninn  :  a  hot- 
tempennl  woman.  I  hear  her  scolding  the  ser^'ants  in  the  kitchen 
with  immense  vehemence,  and  at  pnMligious  length.  But  how  can 
Cliar  frankly  be  the  friend  of  a  woman  who  ndls  a  <lrawiiig-room  a 
dnmring-room  ?  With  our  dear  little  friend  in  Thornhaugh  Stn^'t, 
it  is  different.  She  makes  no  preten(H»  even  at  etjuality.  Hen*  is 
a  patron  and  iiatnmess,  don't  you  see  ?  When  Mugford  walks  me 
round  his  paildock  and  ganlens,  and  siiys,  *  L<»ok  ye:ir,  Firmin  : '  (»r 
MTatches  one  of  his  pigs  on  tlio  Kick,  and  says,  *  We'll  avc  ;i  fut  of 
this  fellow  on  Satunlay'" — (expKwive  attempt*  at  innnlionlinatitm 
and  derision  on  the  ]Kirt  of  the  children  nirain  are  wvcn-ly  checkc<l 
by  the  parental  autlioriticH)—  "*  we'll  'ave  a  cut  of  this  fellow  on 
"  2  k 
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Saturday,'  I  fed  inclined  to  throw  him  or  myself  into  the  trougli 
over  the  palings.  Do  you  know  that  that  man  put  that  hand  int«i 
his  pocket  and  offered  me  some  filberts  t " 

Here  I  own  the  lady  to  whom  Philip  was  addnasiiig  himidf 
turned  pale  and  shuddered. 

"  I  can  no  more  be  that  man's  friend  que  edoi  da  domMftinr 
qui  vient  d'apporter  le  what-d'you-call-'em  t  le  ooal-aenttfe* — (Jda 
entered  the  room  with  that  useful  article  during  Philip's  ontim — 
and  we  alloweil  the  elder  children  to  laugh  this  time^  Ibr  the  fret  ii^ 
none  of  us  knew  the  French  for  coal-scuttle,  and  I  will  wager  there 
is  no  such  word  in  Chambaud).  "  This  holding  bade  k  not  ano- 
gance,"  Philip  went  on.  "This  reticence  is  not  want  of  hnmili^. 
To  serve  that  man  honestly  is  one  thing;  to  make  ftienda  with 
him,  to  kugh  at  his  dull  jokes,  is  to  make  friends  with  the  mammna 
of  unrighteousness,  is  subserviency  and  hypocrisy  on  my  partb  I 
ought  to  say  to  him,  Mr.  Mugford,  I  will  i^ve  you  my  woric  iir 
your  wage ;  I  will  compile  your  paper,  I  will  produce  an  agreeable 
miscellany  containing  proper  proportions  of  news,  polities^  and 
scandal,  put  titles  to  your  paragraphs,  see  the  PaU  MaU  CfamUe 
ship-shape  through  the  press,  and  go  home  to  my  wift  and 
dinner.     You  are  my  employer,  but  you  are  not  my  ftien^  aail 

Uess    my   soul !    there    is   five    o'clock   striking  I "       (The 

time-piece  in  our  drawing-room  gave  that  announcement  aa  he  wu 
speaking.)  "We  have  what  Mugford  calls  a  white-choker  dinner 
to-day,  in  honour  of  the  pig!"  And  with  this  Plulip  plongeB 
out  of  the  house,  and  I  hope  reached  Hampstead  in  time  for  the 
entertaiiiinent. 

Philips  friends  in  Westminster  felt  no  little  doubt  about  his 
prospects,  and  tlie  Little  Sist<;r  shared  their  alarm.  "They  arc 
not  tit  to  be  with  those  folks,"  Mrs.  Brandon  said,  "though  as 
for  Mrs.  Philip,  dear  thing,  I  am  sure  nobody  can  ever  quarrel 
with  hff)'.  Witli  mo  it's  ditferont.  I  never  ha«l  no  education,  you 
know  — no  more  tlian  the  Mugfords,  but  I  don't  like  to  see  my 
Pliilip  sittin*  dowu  as  if  he  was  the  guest  and  equal  of  that  fellar." 
N'or  imleetl  did  it  ever  enter  "that  fellar's"  head  that  Mr. 
Fre<lerii'k  Mugtonl  could  be  Mr.  Philip  Fimiin*s  equal.  With  our 
knowlalge  of  tlie  two  men,  tlien,  we  all  dismally  looked  forwanl 
to  a  rupture  between  Firmin  and  his  patron. 

As  for  the  New  York  journal,  we  were  more  easy  in  respei't 
to  Philip's  success  in  that  quart«T.  Several  of  his  fhentls  made 
a  vow  to  help  him.  We  cluhlxMi  rlulhstories :  we  begged  from 
our  polite  friends  anecdotes  (that  would  bear  sea-transport)  of  the 
lasliionablc  world.  We  happened  to  overhear  the  most  remarkable 
ctniversiitions  between  the  ma^Jt  influential  public  characters  who 
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had  no  secrets  from  us.  We  had  astonishing  intelligence  at  most 
£uro])ean  courts ;  exclusive  reports  of  the  Emperor  of  Russia's  last 
joke — his  last  ?  his  next,  very  likely.  We  knew  the  most  secret 
ilesigns  of  the  Austrian  Privy  Council ;  tlie  views  whicli  the  Pope 
hatl  in  his  eye ;  who  was  tlie  latest  fkvourite  of  tlie  Grand  Turk, 
an<l  so  on.  The  UpiHjr  Ten  Thousand  at  New  York  were  supplie<l 
with  a  quantity  of  information  which  I  tru8t  profited  them.  It 
was  **  Palmerstou  remarked  yesterday  at  dinner,"  or,  "  The  good 
old  Duke  said  last  night  at  Apsley  House  to  the  French  Ambos- 
Kiulor,"  ami  the  rest.  The  letters  were  signed  "  Philalethes ; " 
and,  as  nolxxly  was  wounde<l  by  the  shafts  of  our  long-ltow,  I  trust 
Mr.  Philip  and  his  friends  may  lie  pardoned  for  twanging  it.  By 
infonnation  procured  from  learned  female  jM'rsouages,  we  even 
managed  to  give  accounts,  more  or  less  correct,  of  the  latest  ladies' 
fashions.  We  were  members  of  all  the  clubs ;  we  were  present 
at  the  routs  and  assemblies  of  the  political  leaders  of  both  sides. 
We  had  little  doubt  that  Philalethes  would  lie  successful  at  New 
York,  and  looked  forwanl  to  an  increasetl  luiyment  for  his  labours. 
At  the  end  of  the  first  year  of  Philip  Firmin's  married  life,  we 
made  a  calculation  by  which  it  wiis  clear  that  he  had  actually  saved 
money.  His  expenses,  to  be  sure,  were  increased.  There  was  a 
baby  in  the  nursery  :  but  there  was  a  little  bag  of  sovereigns  in 
the  cupboard,  and  the  thrifty  young  fellow  hoped  to  add  still 
more  to  his  store. 

We  were  relieveil  at  finding  that  Firmin  and  his  wife  were  not 
invited  to  repeat  their  visit  to  their  employer's  house  at  Hamp- 
atead.  An  occasional  invitation  to  dinner  was  still  sent  to  the 
young  people;  but  Mugford,  a  haughty  man  in  his  way,  with  a 
)»n>[)er  spirit  of  his  own,  had  the  gcxxl  sense  to  see  that  much 
intimacy  could  not  arise  l>etween  him  and  his  sub-editor,  and 
magnanimously  declined  to  be  angry  at  the  young  fellow's  easy 
superciliousness.  I  think  that  indefatigable  Little  Sister  was 
the  peacemaker  between  the  houses  of  Mugfonl  and  Firmin 
Junior,  and  that  she  kept  both  Philip  and  his  master  on  their 
KtHid  behaviour.  At  all  events,  and  when  a  tpiarrel  did  arit-e 
U'tween  them,  I  grieve  to  liave  to  own  it  was  poor  Philip  who 
was  in  the  wrong. 

You  know  in  the  old  old  days  the  young  king  and  queen  never 
gave  any  christening  entertainment  without  neglecting  to  invite 
some  old  fairy,  who  was  furious  at  the  omission.  I  am  8orr>'  to 
say  Charlotte's  mother  was  so  angry  at  not  Wing  api>ointed  god- 
mother to  the  new  baby,  that  she  omittetl  to  make  her  little 
quarterly  payment  of  £12,  10s. ;  and  has  altogether  diK<>nntinueil  that 
{layment  from  that  remote  {leriod  up  to  the  present  time ;  so  that 
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Philip  Bays  his  wife  has  broaght  him  a  lortiiiie  of  JU5,  paid  ia 
three  instalments.  There  was  the  fint  quarter  paid  when  the  old 
lady  "  would  not  be  beholden  to  a  man  like  him."    Then  there 

came  a  second  qoarter — and  then bat  I  danaay  I  shall  be  aUr 

to  tell  when  and  how  Philip's  mamm»-in4aw  paid  tha  rest  of  hn 
poor  little  daughter's  fortune. 

Well,  Regent* s  Ptok  is  a  fine  healthy  place  for  infimtinft  difcr- 
sion,  and  I  don't  think  Philip  at  all  demeuied  himself  in  walkiag 
there  with  his  wife,  her  little  maid,  and  his  baby  on  bia  ana. 
<<  He  is  as  rude  as  a  bear,  and  his  manners  are  dreadiul ;  hot  he 
has  a  good  heart,  that  I  will  say  for  him,"  Mugferd  said  to  me. 
In  his  driTO  fix>m  London  to  Hampstead  Mngford  once  or  twice 
met  the  litUe  femily  groups  of  which  his  sub-editor  formed  the 
principal  figure ;  and  for  the  sake  of  Philip's  yomig  wife  and  chilli 
Mr.  M.  pardoned  the  young  man's  Tulgarity,  and  treated  him  with 
long-suflforing. 

Poor  as  he  was,  this  was  his  happiest  time,  my  firiend  is  disposeil 
to  think.  A  young  child,  a  young  wife,  whose  whole  life  was  a 
tender  caress  of  love  for  child  uid  husband,  a  young  bosbaiHl 
watching  both : — I  Recall  the  groups  as  we  used  often  to  see  it  in 
those  days,  and  see  a  something  sacred  in  the  homely  figures.  On 
the  wife's  bright  feoe  what  a  radiant  happincBS  there  is,  and  what  a 
rapturous  smile  I  Chrer  the  sleeping  infimt  and  the  happy  mother 
the  father  looks  with  pride  and  thanks  in  his  eyes.  Happiness  and 
gratitude  fill  his  simple  heart,  and  prayer  involuntary  to  the  Giver 
of  good,  that  he  may  have  strength  to  do  his  duty  as  father,  hushaml : 
that  he  may  be  enabled  to  keep  want  and  care  from  those  dear 
innocent  beings ;  that  he  may  defend  them,  befriend  them,  leave 
them  a  goo<l  name.  I  am  bound  to  say  that  Philip  became  thrifty 
and  saving  for  the  sake  of  Char  and  the  child ;  that  he  came  home 
early  of  uii^hts  :  tliat  he  thousrht  his  child  a  wonder :  that  he  never 
tired  of  s,)eakiug  alx»ut  that  infant  in  our  house,  al«ut  its  fatnes.*. 
its  strengtli,  its  weight,  its  wonderfid  early  talent*  and  humour 
He  felt  himself  a  man  now  for  the  first  time,  he  said.  Life  had 
been  play  and  folly  until  now.  Ami  now  especially  he  regrettetl 
that  he  had  lieen  idle,  and  had  neglected  his  opportunities  as  a  lad. 
Had  he  8tudie<l  for  the  hir,  he  might  have  made  that  profession  now 
profitable,  and  a  source  of  honour  and  competence  to  his  family. 
Our  friend  estimated  his  own  powers  very  humbly ;  I  am  sure  he 
was  not  the  less  amiable  on  acc«Miut  of  that  humility.  O  fortunate 
he,  of  whom  Love  is  the  teacher,  the  guide  and  master,  the  refonner 
and  chastcner!  Where  was  our  friend's  former  arrogjince,  «'li'- 
confidence,  and  boisterous  profiision?  He  was  at  the  feet  of  hi< 
wife  and  child.     He  was  quite  humbled  about  himself;  or  gratifieii 
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himself  in  fondling  and  caressing  these.  They  taught  him,  he 
said ;  and  as  he  thought  of  them,  his  heart  turned  in  awful  thanks 
to  the  gracious  Heaven  which  had  given  them  to  him.  As  the 
tiny  in&nt  hand  closes  round  his  fingers,  I  can  see  tiie  fiither 
bending  over  mother  and  child,  and  interpret  those  maybe  un- 
x]H»ken  blessings  which  he  asks  and  bestows.  Huppy  wife,  happy 
husband !  However  poor  his  little  home  may  be,  it  holds 
treasures  and  wealth  inestimable ;  whatever  storms  may  threaten 
without,  the  home  fireside  is  brightened  with  the  welcome  of  the 
dearest  eyes 


CHAPTER  3CXXIV 

IN  WHICH  I  OWN  THAT  PHIUP  TELLS  AN  UKTRVTH 

CHARLOTTE  (and  the  usual  little  proceaBioii  of  mine,  \mhj, 
&c)  once  made  their  appeannee  at  our  houae  in  Queea 
Square,  where  they  were  ever  welcomed  by  the  lady  of  the 
mansion.  The  young  woman  was  in  a  great  state  of  elatioo,  and 
when  we  came  to  hear  the  cause  of  her  delight,  her  fronds  too 
opened  the  eyes  of  wonder.  She  actually  announced  that  Dr. 
]^rmin  had  sent  over  a  bill  of  f<N*ty  pounds  (I  may  be  inoonect  as 
to  the  sum)  fix>m  New  Yoik.  It  had  arrived  that  morning^  and  she 
had  seen  the  bill,  and  Philip  had  UM  her  that  his  &ther  had  sent 
it ;  and  was  it  not  a  comfort  to  think  that  poor  Dr.  Finnin  was 
endeavouring  to  repair  some  of  the  evil  which  he  had  done ;  and 
that  he  was  repenting^  and,  perhaps,  was  going  to  beocnne  quite 
honest  and  goodt  This  was  indeed  an  astound^  piece  of  intellh 
gence ;  and  the  two  women  felt  joy  at  the  thou^t  of  that  sinner 
repenting,  and  some  one  else  was  accused  of  cynicism,  scepticism, 
and  so  forth,  for  doubting  the  correctness  of  the  information.  "  You 
believe  in  no  one,  sir.  You  are  always  incredulous  about  good,"* 
&c.  &c.  &c.,  was  the  accusation  brought  against  the  reader's  very 
humble  servant  Well,  about  the  contrition  of  this  sinner  I  confess 
I  still  continued  to  have  doubts ;  and  thought  a  present  of  forty 
pounds  to  a  son,  to  whom  he  owed  thousands,  was  no  great  pniof 
of  the  Doctor's  amendment. 

And  oh  !  how  vexed  some  people  were  when  the  real  story  came 
out  at  last!  Not  for  the  money's  sake — not  because  they  were 
wron<^  in  argument,  and  I  turned  out  to  be  right.  Oh  no!  But 
because  it  was  proved  that  this  unhappy  Doctor  had  no  present 
intention  of  repenting  at  all.  This  brand  would  not  come  out  of 
the  burning,  whatever  we  might  hope,  and  the  Doctor's  supporters 
were  obliged  to  admit  as  much  when  they  came  to  know  the  real 
story.  "  Oh,  Philip,"  mes  Mrs.  Laura,  when  next  she  saw  Mr. 
Finnin.     "  How  pleased  I  was  to  hear  of  that  letter ! " 

"  What  letter  ? "  asks  the  gentleman. 

"  That  letter  from  your  father  at  New  York,"  says  the  lady. 

"  Oh,''  says  the  gentleman  addressed,  with  :i  red  face. 
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'^  What  then?     Is  it  not — is  it  not  all  true?"  we  ask. 

"Poor  Charlotte  does  not  understand  about  business,"  says 
Philip;  "I  did  not  read  the  letter  to  her.  Here  it  is."  And 
he  hands  over  the  document  to  me,  and  I  have  the  liberty  to 
publish  it 

"  New  York 

"  And  so,  my  dear  Philip,  I  may  congratulate  myself  on  having 
arhieved  ancestral  honour,  and  may  ad<l  grandfather  to  my  titleH  ? 
How  quickly  tliis  one  has  come  !  I  feel  myself  a  young  man  still, 
in  tpite  of  the  Notrs  of  misfortune — at  least  I  know  I  was  a  young 
man  but  yesterday,  when  I  may  say  with  our  dear  old  iM)et,  '  Non 
sine  glori4  militavi.'  Suppose  I  too  were  to  tire  of  solitary  widow- 
hood and  re-enter  the  married  state  ?  There  are  one  or  two  ladies 
here  who  would  still  condescend  to  look  not  unfavourably  on  the 
retired  English  gentleman.  Without  vanity  I  may  say  it,  a  man 
of  birth  and  position  in  England  aniuircs  a  iMtlish.  and  refinement 
of  manner  which  dollars  (*annot  purchase,  an<i  many  a  Wall  Street 
millionarj/  might  envy ! 

"Your  wife  has  been  pronounce<l  to  be  an  angel  by  a  little 
rorre$pon<Ient  of  mine,  who  gives  me  much  fuller  intelligence  of 
my  fiunily  than  my  son  condcscen<ls  to  furnish.  Mrs.  Philip  I  hear 
is  gentle:  Mrs.  Brandon  says  she  is  beautiful, — she  is  all  good- 
humoured.  I  hope  you  have  taught  her  to  think  not  vert/  badly  of 
her  husband's  father  ?  I  was  the  dupe  of  villains  who  lured  me  into 
their  schemes :  who  robbed  me  of  a  life's  earnings ;  who  induce«l 
me  by  their  false  representations  to  have  such  confidence  in  them, 
that  I  embarked  all  my  own  property,  and  yours,  my  poor  boy, 
alas !  in  their  undertakings.  Your  Charlotte  will  take  the  lilwnil, 
the  wise,  the  just  view  of  the  case,  and  pity  rather  than  blame  my 
misfortune.  Such  is  the  view,  I  am  happy  to  say,  generally  n«lopte<l 
in  this  city :  where  there  are  men  of  the  world  who  know  the  vicis- 
situdes of  a  mercantile  career,  and  can  make  allowani^es  for  mis- 
fortune. What  made  Rome  at  first  great  an<l  proH|)erouH?  Wen* 
its  first  colonists  all  wealthy  patricians?  Nothing  can  lie  more 
satisfiuTtory  than  the  disregard  shown  here  to  mere  jfentniarj/  dijh- 
cvlty.  At  the  same  time  to  be  a  gentleman  is  to  posscHM  no  trifling 
jirivilege  in  this  society,  where  the  advantages  of  birth,  rrspecte<l 
name,  and  early  education  ahrat/s  tell  in  the  poHscK^ors  favour. 
Many  persons  whom  I  visit  hen*  have  certainly  not  these  advantages 
— and  in  the  highest  society  of  the  city  I  could  point  out  individuals 
who  have  had  ))ecuniary  misfortunc^s  like  myself,  who  have  gallantly 
renewed  the  combat  after  their  fall,  and  an*  now  full;/  restored  to 
competence,  to  wealth,  and  the  rc8j)e<*t  of  the  world  !     I  was  in  a 
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house  in  Fifth  Avenue  last  night  Is  Washington  White  shunned 
by  his  fellow-men  because  he  has  been  a  bankrupt  three  times! 
Anything  more  elegant  or  profuse  than  his  entertainment  I  haye 
not  witnessed  on  this  continent  His  lady  had  diamonds  which  a 
duchess  might  envy.  The  most  costly  wines,  the  most  magnifieent 
supper,  and  myriads  of  canvas-backed  ducks  covered  his  boanl 
Dear  Charlotte,  my  friend  Captain  Colpoys  brings  you  over  three 
brace  of  these  from  your  father-in-law,  who  hopes  they  will  fuimsh 
your  little  dinner-table.  We  eat  currant  jelly  with  them  here,  bat 
I  like  an  old  English  lemon  and  cayenne  iauce  better, 

"By  the  way,  dear  Philip,  I  trust  you  will  not  be  incon- 
venienced by  a  little  financial  operation,  which  necessity  (alas!) 
has  compelled  me  to  perform.  Knowing  that  your  quarter  with 
the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  Gazette  was  now  due,  I  have  made  so 

bold  as  to  request  Colonel to  pay  it  over  to  me.     Promises 

to  pay  must  be  met  here  as  with  us — an  obdurate  holder  of  an 
unlucky  acceptance  of  mine  (I  am  happy  to  say  there  are  very 
few  such)  would  admit  of  no  delay,  and  I  have  been  compelled 
to  appropriate  my  poor  Philip's  earnings.  I  have  only  put  yoa 
off  for  ninety  days :  with  your  credit  and  wealthy  friends  you  can 
easily  negotiate  the  bill  enclosed,  and  I  promise  you  that  when 
presented  it  shall  be  honoured  by  my  Philip's  ever  affectionate 
father,  G.  R  F. 

"  By  the  way,  your  Philalethes'  letters  are  not  quite  spiqf 
enough,  my  worthy  friend  the  Colonel  says.  They  are  elegant  and 
gmj^  but  the  public  here  desires  to  have  more  personal  news ;  a 
little  scarulal  about  Queen  Elizafjeth,  you  understand  ?  Can't 
you  attack  somelxxly  ?  Look  at  the  letters  and  articles  publishetl 
by  my  respected  friend  of  the  Xew  York  Emerald  !  The  readers 
here  like  a  high-spiced  article:  and  I  recommend  P.  F,  to  put 
a  little  more  pepper  in  his  dishes.  What  a  comfort  to  me  it  is 
to  think,  that  I  have  procured  this  place  for  you,  and  have  been 
enabled  to  help  my  son  and  his  young  family  !  G.  B.  F." 

Enclosed  in  this  letter  was  a  slip  of  paper  which  poor  Philip 
supposeil  to  be  a  chetiue  when  he  first  behehl  it,  but  which  turned 
out  to  be  his  papa's  promissory  note,  piiyable  at  New  York  four 
months  after  date.  And  this  document  was  to  represent  the  money 
which  the  elder  Firmiu  had  received  in  his  son's  name !  Philip's 
eves  met  his  friend's  when  they  t;ilked  about  this  matter.  Firmin 
l(K)ke<l  almost  as  much  ashamed  as  if  he  himself  had  done  the 
wrong. 

"Does  the  loss  of  this  money  annoy  you?"  askeii  Philip's  friend. 
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"  'I'lii!  nmiiiier  of  tlie  liws  iIocb,"  eiiid  poor  Philip,  "  1  lioii't 
care  nliout  thi;  money.  But  he  eliuiilil  not  Imve  taken  this.  He 
Bhould  not  Imve  taken  Ibis.  Think  of  poor  Charlotte  nnil  the 
chilli  being  in  wnnt  possibly!  Oh,  fKenil,  it's  hanl  to  bear,  isn't 
it  I  I'm  an  honest  fellow,  ain't  1 1  I  think  I  am.  I  pmy  Hmven 
I  am.  In  anj  extremity  of  poverty  cuuU  I  have  ilone  this  ?  Well, 
It  was  my  father  who  intrmUieed  me  to  these  people.  I  auppose 
be  thinks  he  has  a  ri^'ht  to  my  eorniiiga :  and  if  be  is  in  want,  you 
know,  BO  he  has." 

"  Hiul  you  not  better  write  to  the  New  York  puhliahers  and 
beg  them  henceforth  to  remit  to  you  directly?"  aaks  Philip's 
friend. 

"  That  would  be  to  tel!  them  that  he  Iiaa  disposed  of  the  money," 
groaiiB  Philip.     "  I  can't  tell  them  that  my  father  in  a " 

"No;  but  you  eiui  thank  them  for  having  handed  over  such 
a  eum  on  your  account  to  the  Doctor :  and  waru  them  that  you 
vill  draw  on  them  from  this  country  henceforth.  Tfaey  won't  in 
this  case  pay  the  next  quarter  to  the  Doctor." 

"Suppose  he  is  in  want,  ought  I  not  to  supply  him}"  Firmin 
said.  "  As  long  as  there  are  four  crusts  in  the  house,  the  Doctor 
ought  to  have  one.  Ought  I  to  be  angry  with  him  for  heljnng 
himself^  old  boy  1"  and  he  drinks  a  glasa  of  wine,  i>oor  feUow,  with 
a  rueful  smile.  By  the  way,  it  ia  my  duty  to  mention  here,  that 
the  elder  Firmin  was  in  the  habit  of  giving  very  elegant  little 
dinner  parties  at  New  York,  wlicro  little  dinner  parties  are  much 
more  costly  than  in  Europe — "in  onler,"  he  said,  "to  establish  and 
keep  up  his  connection  as  a  physician."  As  a  ion-t'i'iiinl,  I  am 
informed,  the  Doctor  began  to  be  iclebratctl  in  his  new  dwolling- 
pliii:e,  where  his  anectlotca  of  the  British  aristocracy  were  received 
with  pleasure  in  certain  circles. 

But  it  would  be  as  well  henceforth  that  Philip  ehould  deal 
directly  with  his  American  correspondents,  and  not  employ  the 
services  of  so  very  expensive  a  broker.  To  this  suggestion  he  coidd 
not  but  agree.  Meanwhile,— and  let  this  be  a  warning  to  men 
never  to  deceive  their  wives  in  any  the  slightest  circumstances ;  to 
t«ll  them  cvnythiTig  they  wish  to  know,  to  keep  nothing  hidden 
from  those  dear  and  excellent  beings — you  must  know,  ladies,  that 
when  Philip's  famous  ship  of  dollars  arrived  from  America,  Firmin 
had  promised  hia  wife  that  baby  should  have  a  dear  delightM  white 
cloak  trimmed  with  the  most  lovely  tape,  on  which  poor  Oharlottc 
had  often  cast  a  longing  eye  as  she  passed  by  the  milliner  and 
curiosity  stops  in  Hanwny  Yard,  which,  I  own,  she  loved  to 
frtsiuent.  Well ;  when  Philip  told  lier  that  his  father  had  Bent 
liome  forty  pounds,  or  what  nut,  thereby  deceiving  his  fond  wife, 
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the  little  lady  went  away  straight  to  her  dariing  ahap  in  theTaid— 
(Hanway  Yani  has  beoome  a  street  now,  bat  ah !  it  la  alwiji 
deli^tfbl) — Chariotte,  I  say,  wait  o^  imn  off  to  Hanwnj  Taid, 
Iiavid  with  fear  lest  the  darling  doak  should  be  gone^  found  it— eh, 
joy ! — still  in  Miss  Isaacson's  window ;  pat  it  on  babj  atn^tway 
then  and  there ;  kissed  the  dear  infinity  and  was  ddi|^ted  witli  tfe 
effect  of  the  garment,  which  all  the  young  hdies  at  MlBi  Isaacion^ 
pronounced  to  be  perfect;  and  took  the  doak  away  on  baby's 
shoulders,  promising  to  send  the  money,  five  pounds,  if  yoa  please^ 
next  day.  And  in  this  doak  baby  and  Ghulotte  went  to  SMct 
papa  when  he  came  home;  and  I  dont  know  whiefa  of  them, 
mamma  or  baby,  was  the  most  pleased  and  absurd  and  luqnij  babr 
of  the  twa  On  his  way  home  fiom  his  newspaper,  Mr.  Ph^p  had 
orders  to  pursue  a  certain  line  of  streets,  and  when  his  aocostomed 
hour  for  returning  fix>m  his  business  drew  nigh,  Mrs.  Char  went  down 
Thomhaugh  Street,  down  Charlotte  Street^  down  Bathbone  Place, 
with  Betsy  the  nursekin  and  baby  in  the  new  doak.  Bdiold,  he 
comes  at  last — ^papa — striding  down  the  street  He  sees  the  figmei: 
he  sees  the  child,  which  laughs,  and  holds  out  its  little  innk  bands, 
and  crows  a  recognition.  And  ''Look — ^look,  pnpa^**  cries  the 
happy  mother.  (Away !  I  cannot  keep  up  the  myst^  aboot  the 
baby  any  longer,  and  though  I  had  foigotten  for  a  moment  the 
child's  sex,  remembered  it  the  instant  after,  and  that  it  was  a  giil, 
to  be  sure,  and  that  its  name  was  Laura  Caroline.)  ''Look,  look, 
papa ! "  cries  the  happy  mother.  "  She  has  got  another  little  tooth 
since  the  morning,  such  a  beautiful  little  tooth — and  look  here,  sir, 
don't  you  observe  anything  1 " 

"  Any  what  1 "  asks  Philip. 

"  La !  sir,"  says  Betsy,  giving  Laura  Caroline  a  great  toss,  so 
that  her  white  cloak  floats  in  the  air. 

"  Isn't  it  a  dear  cloak  ? "  cries  mamma ;  *'  and  doesn't  baby  look 
like  an  angel  in  it?  I  bought  it  at  Miss  Isaacson's  to^iay,  as  you 
got  your  money  from  New  York ;  and  oh,  my  dear,  it  only  cost  five 
guineas." 

"  Well,  it's  a  week's  work,"  sighs  poor  Philip ;  "  and  I  think  1 
need  not  grudge  that  to  give  Charlotte  pleasure."  And  he  feels  his 
empty  pockets  rather  ruefully. 

"God  bless  you,  Philip,"  says  my  wife,  with  her  eyes  foil. 
"They  came  here  this  morning,  Charlotte  and  the  nurse  and  the 

baby  in  the  new — the  new "     Here  the  lady  seized  hold  of 

Philip's  hand,  and  fairly  broke  out  into  tears.  Had  she  embraced 
Mr.  Firmin  before  her  husband's  own  eyes,  I  should  not  have  been 
surprised.  Indeed  she  confessed  that  she  was  on  the  point  of  giving 
way  to  this  most  sentimental  outbreak. 
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And  now,  my  brethren,  see  how  one  crime  is  the  parent  of 
many,  and  one  act  of  duplicity  leads  to  a  whole  career  of  deceit.  In 
the  first  place,  you  see,  Philip  had  deceived  his  wife — with  a  pious 
desire,  it  is  true,  of  screening  his  father's  little  peculiarities — but, 
mat  caelum,  we  must  tell  no  lies.  No :  and  from  this  day  forth  I 
order  John  never  to  say  Not  at  home  to  the  greatest  bore,  dun, 
dawdle  of  my  acquaintance.  If  Philip's  father  had  not  deceived 
him,  Philip  would  not  have  deceived  his  wife ;  if  he  had  not 
deceived  his  wife,  she  would  not  have  given  five  guineas  for  that 
cloak  for  the  baby.  If  she  had  not  given  five  guineas  for  the 
<*loak,  my  wife  would  never  have  entered  into  a  secret  corresiwn- 
dence  with  Mr.  Firmin,  which  might,  but  for  my  own  sweetness  of 
temper,  have  bred  jealousy,  mistnist,  and  the  most  awful  quairels — 
nay,  duels — between  the  heads  of  the  two  families.  Fancy  Philip's 
Ixxly  lying  stark  upon  Hampsteail  Heath  with  a  bullet  through  it, 
(lespatched  by  the  hand  of  his  friend  !  Fancy  a  cab  driving  up  to 
my  own  house,  and  from  it — under  the  eyes  of  the  children  at  the 

{larlour-windows — their  father's  bleeding  c<)ri>se  ejetrted  ! Enough 

of  this  dreadful  pleasantry  !  Two  days  after  the  affair  of  the  cloak, 
I  found  a  letter  in  Philip's  handwriting  addresse<l  to  my  wife,  ami 
thinking  that  the  note  had  reference  to  a  matter  of  dinner  then 
pending  between  our  families,  I  broke  open  the  envelope  and  read 
as  follows : — 

"Thornhauoh  Strbbt:  Tkurwday, 

''Mt  dear  kind  CrODMAMMA, — As  soou  as  ever  I  can  write 
and  speak,  I  will  thank  you  for  being  so  kind  to  me.  My  manmia 
says  she  is  very  jealous,  and  as  she  bought  my  cloak  she  can't 
think  of  allowing  you  to  pay  for  it.  But  she  desires  me  never 
to  forget  your  kindness  to  us,  and  thougli  I  don't  know  anything 
about  it  now,  she  promises  to  tell  me  when  I  am  old  enough. 
Meanwhile  I  am  your  grateful  and  afifectionate  little  goddaughter, 

"  L.  C.  F." 

Philip  was  persuxuied  by  his  friends  at  home  to  send  out  the 
request  to  his  New  York  employers  to  pay  his  salary  henceforth 
to  himself;  and  I  remember  a  dignified  letter  came  from  his  parent, 
in  which  the  matter  was  spoken  of  in  sorrow  rather  than  in  anger ; 
in  which  the  Doctor  pointed  out  that  this  precautionary  measure 
seemed  to  imply  a  doubt  on  Philip's  side  of  his  father's  honour ; 
and  surely,  surely,  he  was  unhappy  enough  and  unfortunate 
enoagh  already  without  meriting  this  mistrust  from  liis  son. 
The  duty  of  a  son  to  honour  his  fiither  and  mother  was  feelingly 
painted  out,  and  the  D(x*tor  nuH'kly  trustnl  that  Philips  children 
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would  give  kUn  more  oonfideiiee  than  be  ieemed  to  be  jndfnwt  to 
award  to  his  unfortunate  fiither.  Never  nund.  He  iboiild  bar 
no  malice.  If  Fortune  ever  smiled  on  bim  agun,  and  ■ouMthiag 
told  bim  abe  would,  be  would  abow  Ilkilip  tbttfc  be  eonld  Motffvt; 
altbou^  be  mi^^t  not  perbapa  be  able  to  forget  that  in  hk  enk, 
bia  aolitode,  bia  declining  yearB^  bia  miafortane^  bia  own  child  bad 
miatruatod  bim.  Tbia  be  said  waa  the  moat  cmel  blow  of  all  fer 
bia  Buaceptible  beart  to  bear. 

Tbia  letter  of  paternal  lemonatnnee  waa  encioaed  in  omt  fron 
tbe  Doctor  to  bia  dd  friend  tbe  little  EBatefy  in  wbicb  he  vaimtad 
a  discovery  wbicb  be  and  aome  other  adentifie  giaithnifii  woe 
engaged  in  perfocting— <xf  a  medicine  wbicb  waa  to  he  eztrt- 
ordinarily  efficadoua  in  caaea  in  wbicb  Mrs.  Brandon  heradf  was 
often  apedally  and  professionally  engaged,  and  be  folt  aore  that 
tbe  aale  of  tbia  medicine  would  go  for  to  retrieve  hla  ahatfeaed 
fortune.  He  pointed  out  tbe  complainta  in  wbidi  tbia  mediciBe 
waa  most  eflficadous.  He  would  send  some  of  it,  and  details 
regarding  ita  use,  to  Mrs.  Brandon,  who  mi|^t  try  ite  efficacy  npoo 
ber  patients.  He  waa  advancing  sbwly,  but  steadily,  in  bia  mecfical 
pn^asion,  he  said ;  thou^,  of  course,  be  had  to  suflfer  from  the 
jealousy  of  his  professional  brethren.  Never  mind.  Better  times, 
he  was  sure,  were  in  store  for  all ;  when  bis  son  should  aee  that  a 
wretehed  matter  of  forty  pounda  more  should  not  deter  him  from 
paying  all  just  claims  upon  bim.  Amen !  We  all  heartily  wisbeii 
for  the  day  when  Philip's  father  should  be  able  to  settle  his  little 
accounts.  Meanwhile,  the  proprietors  of  the  Gazette  of  the  Upfter 
Ten  Thousand  were  instructed  to  write  directly  to  their  London 
correspondent. 

Althouich  Mr.  Firmin  prided  himself,  as  we  have  seen,  upon  his 
taste  and  dexterity  as  8iib-e<litor  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette^  I  must 
own  that  he  was  a  very  insubordinate  officer,  with  whom  his 
superiors  often  hail  cause  to  be  an«n7k'.  Certain  people  were  praiseil 
in  the  Gazette — certain  others  were  attacked.  Very  dull  books 
were  admired,  and  very  lively  works  attacked.  Some  men  were 
praised  for  everything  they  did ;  some  others  were  satirised,  no 
matter  what  their  works  were.  "  I  find,"  poor  Philip  used  to  say 
with  a  groan,  "  that  in  matters  of  criticism  especially  there  are  so 
often  private  reasons  for  the  praise  and  the  blame  administered, 
tliat  I  am  glad,  for  my  part,  my  only  duty  is  te  see  the  paper 
through  tlie  press.  For  instance,  there  is  Harrocks,  the  tragedian, 
of  Dniry  Lane :  every  piece  in  which  he  appears  is  a  masterpiece, 
and  his  performance  the  greatest  triumph  ever  witnessed.  Very 
good  Harrocks  and  my  excellent  employer  are  good  friends,  and 
dine  with  each  other;  awl  it  is  natural  that  Mugford  should  like 
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to  hare  his  iViend  praised,  and  to  help  him  in  every  way.  But 
Baldenon,  of  Oovent  Grarden,  is  also  a  very  fine  actor.  Why  can't 
our  critic  see  his  merit  as  well  as  Harrocks'?  Poor  Balderson  is 
never  allowed  any  merit  at  all.  He  is  passed  over  i»ith  a  sneer,  or 
a  curt  word  of  cold  commendation,  while  columns  of  flattery  are  not 
enough  for  his  rival." 

"  Why,  Mr.  F.,  what  a  flat  you  must  be,  askin'  your  pardon,'* 
remarked  Mugford,  in  reply  to  his  sub-editor's  simple  remonstrance. 
*'  How  can  we  praise  Balderson,  when  Harrocks  is  our  friend  ? 
Me  and  Harrocks  are  thick.  Our  wives  arc  close  friends.  If  I 
was  to  let  Balderson  be  praisetl,  I  should  drive  Harrocks  mad.  I 
ranU  praise  Balderson,  don't  you  see,  out  of  justice  to  Ham)cks  ! " 

Then  there  was  a  certain  author  whom  Bickerton  was  for  ever 
attacking.  They  had  had  a  private  quarrel,  and  Bickerton  revenged 
himself  in  this  way.  In  reply  to  Philip's  outcries  and  remon- 
strances, Mr.  Mugford  only  lauglied :  "  The  two  men  are  enemies, 
and  Bickerton  hits  him  whenever  he  can.  Why,  that's  only  human 
nature,  Mr.  F.,"  says  Philip's  employer. 

"  Great  heavens ! "  bawls  out  Firmin,  "  do  you  mean  to  say 
that  the  man  is  base  enough  to  strike  at  his  private  enemies  through 
the  press  ? " 

"  Private  enemies !  private  gammon,  Mr.  Firmin  ! "  cries  Philip's 
employer.  "  If  I  have  enemies — and  I  have,  there's  no  doubt  about 
that — I  serve  them  out  whenever  and  wherever  I  can.  And  let 
me  tell  you  I  don't  half  relish  having  my  atnduct  called  base.  It's 
only  natural ;  and  it's  right.  Perhaiw  you  would  like  to  praise 
your  enemies,  and  abuse  your  frien<i8  ?  If  that's  your  line,  let  me 
tell  you  you  won't  do  in  the  nooBitaper  Inminess,  and  had  better 
take  to  some  other  trade."  And  the  employer  parted  from  his 
subordinate  in  some  heat. 

Mugford,  indeed,  feelingly  spoke  to  me  about  this  insubordina- 
tion of  Philip.  **  What  does  the  fellow  mean  by  ({uurrelling  with 
his  bread  and  butter  ? "  Mr.  Mugfonl  asked.  "  Si)eak  to  him  an<i 
show  him  what's  what,  Mr.  P.,  or  we  shall  come  to  a  quurrel,  mind 
you — and  I  don't  want  that,  for  the  sake  of  his  little  wife,  iKM>r 
little  delicate  thing.  Wliatever  is  to  happen  to  them  if  we  clon't 
stand  by  them  t " 

What  was  to  happen  to  them,  indee<n  Any  one  who  knew 
Philip's  temper  as  we  did,  was  aware  how  little  advice  or  remon- 
stranoe  was  likely  to  afic<*t  that  gentleman.  **  GtHnl  heavenn  !  " 
he  said  to  me,  when  I  cmIenvoure<l  to  make  him  adopt  a  conriliu- 
tory  tone  towards  his  employer,  "do  you  want  to  make  me  Mm;- 
ford's  galley-slave?  I  hIiuII  have  hini  standing'  ovf*r  nic  and  HW<>:iring 
at  me  as  he  does  at  the  printerf«.     lie  looks  into  my  room  at  times 
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when  he  IB  in  a  passion,  and  glares  at  me  as  if  he  would  like  to 
edse  me  by  the  throat ;  and  after  a  wind  or  two  he  goes  aS,  wad 
1  hear  him  curse  the  boys  in  the  paasage.  One  day  it  will  be  on 
me  that  he  will  turn,  I  feel  sure  of  that.  I  teU  joa  the  skioy 
is  beginning  to  be  awfuL  I  wake  of  a  ni^t  and  groan  and  dhsfe, 
and  poor  Char,  too,  wakes  and  asks^  'What  is  it|  Philqil'  I  siy 
it  is  rheumatism.  Bheumatism ! "  Of  course  to  Philip^  mabdy 
his  Mends. tried  to  apply  the  commonplace  anodynes  and  oonsob- 
tions.  He  must  be  gentle  in  his  bearing.  He  must  remember 
that  his  employer  had  not  been  bred  a  gentkman,  and  that^  tfaoa^ 
rough  and  coarse  in  language,  Mugford  had  a  kind  heart.  **  That 
is  no  need  to  tell  me  he  is  not  a  genttonan,  I  know  that^*  ssjs 
poor  Phil  "He  w  kind  to  Char  and  the  chfld,  thai  is  the 
truth,  and  so  is  his  wife.  I  am  a  slave  for  all  that.  He  is  my 
drirer..  He  feeds  me.  He  hasn't  beat  me  yet  When  I  was  away 
at  Paris  I  did  not  feel  the  chain  so  much.  But  it  is  scaioely  tokr 
able  now,  when  I  have  to  see  my  gaoler  four  or  five  times  a  wedL 
My  poor  little  Char,  why  did  I  drag  you  into  this  slavery  t " 

''  Because  you  wanted  a  consoler,  I  suppose,"  lemaifa  one  of 
Philip's  comforters.  ''And  do  you  suppose  Chariotte  would  he 
hi4>pier  if  she  were  away  from  you  t  Thou^  you  live  up  two  pair 
of  stairs,  is  any  home  happier  than  yours,  Philip  t  Tou  often  own 
as  much,  when  you  are  in  happier  moods.  Who  has  not  his  work 
to  do,  and  his  burden  to  bear  f  Tou  say  sometimes  that  yon  are 
imperioiiB  and  hot-tempered.  Perhaps  your  slavery,  as  you  call 
it,  may  be  good  for  you.*' 

**  I  have  doomed  myself  and  her  to  it/'  says  Philip,  hanging 
down  his  head. 

"Does  she  ever  repine?"  asks  his  adviser.  "Does  she  not 
think  herself  the  happiest  little  ^ife  in  the  world  ?  See  here,  Philip, 
here  is  a  note  from  her  yesterday  in  which  she  says  as  much.  Do 
you  want  to  know  what  the  note  is  about,  sirK  says  the  huiy, 
with  a  smile.  "Well,  then,  she  wanted  a  receipt  for  that  dish 
wiiich  you  liked  so  much  on  Friday,  and  she  and  Mrs.  Brandon  will 
make  it  for  you." 

"  And  if  it  consisted  of  minced  Charlotte,"  says  Philip's  other 
friend,  "  you  know  she  would  cheerfully  chop  herself  up,  and  have 
herself  served  with  a  little  cream-sauce  and  sippets  of  toast  for  your 
honour's  dinner." 

This  was  undoubtedly  true.  Did  not  Job's  friends  make  many 
true  remarks  when  they  visited  him  in  his  affliction  ?  Patient  as 
lie  was  the  patriarch  groaned  and  lamented,  and  why  should  not 
])oor  Philip  be  allowed  to  grumble,  who  was  not  a  model  of  patience 
at  all?     He  was  not  broke  in  as  yet.     The  mill-horse  was  restive 
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nnd  kicked  at  his  work.  He  would  chafe  not  seldom  at  the  daily 
drudgery,  and  have  his  fits  of  revolt  and  despondency.  Well? 
Have  others  not  had  to  toil,  to  bow  the  proud  head,  and  carry  the 
riaily  burden?  Don't  you  see  Pegasus,  who  was  going  to  win  the  plate, 
a  weary,  broken-knee'd,  broken-down  oI<l  cab-hack  shivering  in  the 
rank ;  or  a  sleek  gelding,  mayhap,  pacing  under  a  corpulent  master 
in  Rotten  Row  ?  Philip's  crust  began  to  be  scanty,  and  was  dipped 
in  bitter  waters.  I  am  not  going  to  make  a  long  story  of  this  part 
of  his  career,  or  parade  ray  friend  as  too  hungry  and  poor.  He  is 
safe  now,  and  out  of  all  peril,  Heaven  be  thanked !  but  he  had  to 
pass  through  hard  times,  and  to  look  out  ver}'  wistfully  lest  the 
wolf  should  enter  at  the  door.  He  never  laid  claim  to  be  a  man  of 
genius,  nor  was  he  a  successful  ({uack  who  could  pass  as  a  man  of 
^nius.  When  there  were  Freni^h  prisoners  in  England,  we  know 
how  stout  old  officers  who  had  plied  their  sabres  against  Mamelouks, 
or  Russians,  or  Germans,  were  fain  to  carve  little  gimcracks  in 
iMme  with  their  penknives,  or  make  baskets  and  boxes  of  chipped 
straw,  and  piteously  sell  them  to  casual  visitors  to  their  prison. 
Philip  was  poverty's  prisoner.  Ho  had  to  make  such  shifts,  and  do 
such  work,  as  he  could  find  in  his  captivity.  I  do  not  think  men 
who  have  undergone  the  struggle  and  served  the  <lire  task-master, 
like  to  look  back  and  recall  the  grim  apprenticenhip.  When  Philip 
says  now,  "  What  fools  we  were  to  marry,  Cliar ! "  she  looks  up 
radiantly,  with  love  and  happiness  in  her  eyes — looks  up  to  Heaven, 
and  is  thankful ;  but  grief  and  sadness  come  over  her  husband's 
face  at  the  thought  of  those  days  of  pain  and  gloom.  She  may 
soothe  him,  and  he  may  be  thankful  too ;  but  the  wounds  are  still 
there  which  were  dealt  to  him  in  the  cruel  battle  with  fortune. 
Men  are  ridden  down  in  it.  Men  are  poltroons  and  run.  Men 
maraud,  break  ranks,  are  giiilty  of  meanness,  cowardice,  shabby 
plunder.  Men  are  raiseil  to  rank  and  honour,  or  drop  and  perish 
unnoticed  on  the  field.  Hapj»y  he  who  comes  from  it  with  his 
honour  pure !  Philip  di<l  not  win  crosses  and  epaulets.  He  is  like 
us,  my  dear  sir,  not  an  heroic  genius  at  all.  And  it  is  to  lie  hoped 
that  all  three  have  behaved  with  an  avenige  pluck,  and  have  been 
guilty  of  no  meanness,  or  treacher>',  or  desertion.  Did  y<»u  behave 
otherwise,  what  would  wife  and  children  say?  As  for  Mrs.  Philip, 
I  tell  you  she  thinks  to  this  day  that  there  is  no  man  like  her 
husband,  and  is  ready  to  fall  down  and  worship  the  boots  in  which 
he  walks. 

How  do  men  live  ?  How  is  rent  paid  ?  How  does  the  dinner 
come  day  after  day?  As  a  rule  there  is  dinner.  You  might  live 
longer  with  less  of  it,  but  you  can't  ^  without  it  and  live  lonvr. 
How  did  my  neighbour  23  eani  h'w  carriage,  and  how  did  24  jiay 
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for  his  house  ?  As  I  am  writing  this  sentence  Mr.  Cox,  who  colkcts 
the  taxes  in  this  quarter,  walks  in.  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Cox! 
We  are  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  meeting  one  another.  Time  was 
— two,  three  years  of  time — when  poor  Philip  was  troubled  at  the 
sight  of  Cox ;  and  this  troublous  time  his  biographer  intends  to 
pass  over  in  a  very  few  pages. 

At  the  end  of  six  months  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  of  New 
York  heard  with  modified  wonder  that  the  editor  of  that  fiishioii- 
able  journal  had  made  a  retreat  from  the  city,  carrying  with  him 
the  scanty  contents  of  the  till ;  so  the  contributions  of  PhilaletheB 
never  brought  our  poor  friend  any  dollars  at  alL  But  though  ooe 
fish  is  caught  and  eaten,  are  there  not  plenty  more  left  in  the  sea ! 
At  this  very  time,  when  I  was  in  a  natiuul  state  of  despondencT 
about  poor  Philip's  affairs,  it  struck  Tregar\'an,  the  wealthy  Cornish 
Member  of  Parliament,  that  the  Government  and  the  House  of 
Commons  slighted  his  speeches  and  his  views  on  foreign  politics; 
that  the  wife  of  the  Foreign  Secretary  had  been  very  inattentive  to 
Lady  Tregarvan ;  that  the  designs  of  a  certain  Great  Power  were 
most  menacing  and  dangerous,  and  ought  to  be  exposed  and  counter- 
acted ;  and  that  the  peerage  which  he  had  long  desired  ought  to  be 
bestowed  on  him.  Sir  John  Tregarvan  applied  to  certain  literary 
and  political  gentlemen  with  whom  he  was  acquainted.  He  wouKl 
bring  out  the  European  Review,  He  would  expose  the  designs  of 
that  Great  Power  which  was  menacing  Europe.  He  would  show 
up  in  his  proper  colours  a  Minister  who  was  oireless  of  the  country's 
honour,  and  forgetftil  of  his  own  :  a  Minist<?r  whose  arrogance  ought 
no  longer  to  l>e  tolerated  by  the  country  gentlemen  of  England. 
Sir  John,  a  little  man  in  brass  buttons,  and  a  tall  head,  who  lovt-s 
to  hear  his  own  voire,  came  and  made  a  sj>eech  on  the  above  topics 
to  the  writer  of  the  present  biography ;  that  writer's  lady  was  in 
his  study  as  Sir  John  expounded  his  ^^ews  at  some  length.  She 
listened  to  him  with  the  greatest  attention  and  respect.  She  was 
shocked  to  hear  of  the  ingiiititudc  of  Government ;  astoundeil  and 
terrified  by  his  exi^>sition  of  the  designs  of — of  that  Great  Power 
whose  intrigues  were  so  menacing  to  European  tranquillity.  She 
Wius  most  deeply  interested  in  the  idea  of  establishing  the  Ben'tir. 
He  would,  of  course,  1x3  himself  the  editor ;  and — and — (here  the 
woman  looked  across  the  tiible  at  her  huslxmd  with  a  stranire 
triumph  in  her  eyes) — she  knew,  they  both  knew,  the  very  m:m 
of  all  the  world  who  was  most  suited  to  act  as  sub-e<litor  under  Sir 
John — a  gentleman,  one  of  the  truest  that  ever  lived — a  University 
man  :  a  man  remarkably  versed  in  the  European  languages — that 
is,  in  French  nu)st  certainlv.  And  now  the  reader,  I  daresav,  can 
guess  who  this  iniiividual  was.     **  I  knew^  it  at  once,"  says  the  lady, 


ON    HIS    WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD     529 

after  Sir  John  had  taken  bis  leave.  "I  told  you  that  those  dear 
children  would  not  be  forsaken."  And  I  would  no  more  try  and 
persuade  her  that  the  Euro}>ean  Review  was  not  ordained  of  all 
time  to  afford  maintenance  to  Philip,  than  I  would  induce  her  to 
turn  Mormon,  and  accept  all  the  consequences  to  which  ladies 
must  submit  when  they  make  profession  of  that  creed. 

"You  see,  my  love,"  I  say  to  the  partner  of  my  existence, 
"  what  other  things  must  have  been  onlaiucd  of  all  time  as  well  as 
Philip's  appointment  to  be  sub-editor  of  the  J'Jutxfjfean  Review.  It 
must  have  been  decreed  ah  initio  that  Lady  Plinlimmon  should 
give  evenmg  parties,  in  order  that  she  might  offend  Lady  Tregarvan 
by  not  asking  her  to  those  ])arties.  It  must  have  been  ordained 
by  fate  that  Lady  Tregarvan  should  be  of  a  jealous  disposition,  so 
that  she  might  hate  Lady  Plinlimmon,  and  was  to  work  upon  her 
husband,  and  inspire  him  with  anger  and  revolt  against  his  chief 
It  must  have  been  rulc<l  by  destiny  that  Tregarvan  should  be 
rather  a  weak  and  wordy  jiersonage,  fiuicying  that  he  had  a  talent 
for  literar}'  composition.  Else  he  would  not  have  thought  of  set- 
ting up  the  Review.  Else  he  would  never  have  been  angry  with 
Lord  Plinlimmon  for  not  inviting  him  to  tea.  Else  he  would  not 
have  engaged  Philip  as  sub-e<litor.  So,  you  see,  in  onlcr  to  bring 
about  this  event,  and  put  a  couple  of  hun<lre<i  a  year  into  Philip 
Firmin's  pocket,  the  Tregarvans  have  to  be  bom  from  the  earliest 
times;  the  Plinlimmons  have  to  spring  up  in  the  remotest  ages, 
and  come  down  to  the  present  day :  Dr.  Firm  in  has  to  be  a  rogue, 
and  undergo  his  destiny  of  cheating  his  son  of  money : — all  man- 
kind up  to  the  origin  of  our  ra(*e  arc  involved  in  your  proposition ; 
and  we  actually  arrive  at  Adam  and  Eve,  who  are  but  fulfilling 
their  destiny,  which  was  to  be  the  anc'cstors  of  Philip  Firmin." 

"  Even  in  our  first  parents  there  was  doubt  and  scepticism  and 
misgiving,"  says  the  lady,  with  strong  emphasis  on  the  wonls. 
*'  If  you  mean  to  say  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  Sui»eri(>r 
Power  watching  over  us,  and  onlaining  things  for  our  good,  you  are 
an  atheist — and  such  a  thing  a.s  an  atheist  does  not  exist  in  the 
world,  and  I  would  not  believe  you  if  you  said  you  were  one  twenty 
times  over." 

I  mention  these  points  by  the  way,  and  as  samples  of  ladylike 
logic.  I  acknowledge  that  Philip  hiniBclf,  as  he  looks  liack  at  his 
past  career,  is  verj'  much  moved.  "I  do  not  deny,"  he  says 
gravely,  **  that  these  things  hapi»ene<l  in  the  natural  ortler.  I  say  I 
am  grateful  for  what  hapi>enod:  and  I<N>k  l)ack  at  the  ]»ast  not  with- 
out awe.  In  great  grief  and  danger  maylx*,  I  have  had  timely  nw<*ue. 
Lender  great  suffering  I  have  nu*t  with  Kupreme  consolaticm.  When 
the  trial  has  6eeme<l  almost  t(M»  hanl  for  me  it  lias  ended,  and  our 
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darkness  has  been  lightened.  Ui  vivo  et  vaUo^»  vaieo^  1  know  hj 
Whose  pennission  this  is, — and  would  yon  forbid  me  to  be  thuildiilf 
to  be  thankful  for  my  life ;  to  be  thankful  far  my  children ;  to  be 
thankful  for  the  daily  bread  which  has  been  granted  to  me^  and  the 
temptation  from  which  I  have  been  rescued  t  As  I  think  of  the 
past  and  its  bitter  trials,  I  bow  my  head  in  thanks  and  awe.  I 
wanted  succour,  and  I  found  it  I  fell  on  evil  times,  and  good 
friends  pitied  and  helped  me — ^good  friends  like  yourself,  your  detr 
wife,  many  another  I  could  name.  In  what  moments  of  depressioD, 
old  friend,  have  you  not  seen  me  and  cheered  me  ?  Do  yon  know 
in  the  moments  of  our  grief  the  inexpressible  value  of  your  sympathy? 
Your  good  Samaritan  takes  out  only  twopence  maybe  for  the  way- 
fitfer  whom  he  has  rescued,  but  the  little  timely  supfdy  saves  a 
life.  Tou  remember  dear  old  Ned  St  Grcoige — dead  in  the  West 
Indies  years  ago  t  Before  he  got  his  place  Ned  was  hanging  on  in 
London,  so  utteriy  poor  and  ruined,  that  he  had  not  often  a  shilling 
to  buy  a  dinner.  He  used  often  to  come  to  us,  an<l  my  wife  and 
our  children  loved  him ;  and  I  used  to  leave  a  heap  of  shillings 
on  my  study-table,  so  that  he  might  take  two  or  three  as  he 
want^  them.  Of  course  vou  remember  him.  You  were  at  the 
dinner  which  we  gave  him  ou  his  getting  his  place.  I  forget  the 
cost  of  that  dinner ;  but  I  remember  my  share  amounted  to  the 
exact  number  of  shillings  which  poor  Ned  had  taken  off  iny  table. 
He  gave  me  the  money  then  and  there  at  the  tavern  at  BlackwalL 
He  said  it  seemed  providential.  But  for  those  shillings,  and  the 
constant  welcome  at  our  }KX)r  little  table,  he  said  he  thought  he 
should  have  made  away  with  his  life.  I  am  not  bragging  of  the 
twopence  which  I  gave,  but  tlianking  God  for  sending  me  there  to 
give  it.  Benedico  benedict  us.  I  wonder  sometimes  am  I  the  I  of 
twenty  years  a<ro?  before  our  heads  were  bald,  friend,  and  when 
the  little  ones  reachetl  up  to  our  knees?  Before  dinner  you  saw 
me  in  the  library  reading  in  that  old  European  Rexnetc  which  your 
friend  Tregarvan  established.  I  came  upon  an  article  of  my  own. 
and  a  very  dull  one,  on  a  subject  which  I  knew  nothing  about. 
*  Persian  politics,  and  the  intrigues  at  the  Court  of  Teheran.*  It 
was  done  to  onier.  Tregarvan  had  some  sptrcial  interest  abont 
Persia,  or  wante<l  to  vex  Sir  Thomas  Nobbles,  wlio  was  Minister 
there.  I  breakfasted  with  Tregarvan  in  the  Albany,  the  facts  (we 
will  call  them  facts)  and  jiapers  were  supplie<l  to  me,  and  I  went 
home  to  point  out  the  delinqumicies  of  Sir  Thomas,  and  the  atrocious 
intrigues  of  the  Russian  Court.  Well,  sir,  Nobbles,  Tregarvan, 
Teheran,  all  disappeared  as  1  looked  at  the  text  in  the  old  volume 
of  the  Bevtetc.  I  saw  a  deal  tabic  in  a  little  room,  and  a  readint:- 
lamp,  and  a  young  fellow  writing  at  it,  with  a  sjid  iieart,  and  a 
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•Ireadful  apprehension  torturing  him.  One  of  our  diildren  was  ill 
in  the  aiijoining  room,  anil  I  have  before  me  the  fij^ire  of  my  wife 
<:oniing  in  from  time  to  time  to  my  room  and  saying,  '  She  is  asleep 
now,  and  the  fever  is  rnueh  lower.' " 

Here  our  convereation  wns  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a  tall 
yoiing  lady,  who  says,  "  Papa,  the  r;offeo  ie  quite  cold ;  and  the 
rarriage  will  be  here  very  soon,  aud  both  mamma  and  my  god- 
mother say  they  are  growing  very  angry.  Do  you  know  you  have 
been  talking  here  for  two  hours  1" 

Had  two  hours  actually  dlippeii  away  ae  we  sat  jjrattling  about 
old  tiuiesl  A«  I  narrate  them,  I  prefer  to  give  Mr.  Firmin's  account 
of  his  adventures  in  his  own  words,  where  I  can  recall  or  imitate 
them.  Both  of  us  are  graver  and  more  reverend  seigniors  than  we 
were  at  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing.  Has  not  Firmin's  girl 
grown  up  to  be  taller  than  her  godmother  1  Veterans  both,  we  love 
to  prattle  about  the  merry  days  when  we  were  young — (the  merry 
days!  no,  the  past  ia  never  merry)  -  about  the  days  when  we  were 
young  ;  and  do  we  grow  young  in  talking  of  them,  or  only  indulge 
JD  a  senile  cheerfulness  and  prolixity  1 

Tregarvau  sleeps  with  his  Cornish  &thers :  Europe  for  many 
years  has  gone  on  without  her  Rei'inv :  but  it  is  a  certainty  that 
the  establish  incut  of  that  occult  organ  of  opinion  tended  very  much 
iM  benefit  Philip  Firmin,  and  helped  for  a  while  to  supply  him  and 
several  innocent  people  dependent  on  him  with  their  daily  bread. 
Of  course,  aa  they  were  so  poor,  this  worthy  femily  increased  and 
midtiplied ;  and  as  they  increased,  and  aa  they  multiplied,  my  wife 
iusists  that  I  should  point  out  how  support  was  found  for  them. 
When  there  was  a  second  child  in  Philip's  nnraery.  he  would  bave 
i-emovcdfrom  bis  lodpngs  in  Thomliaugh  Street,  but  for  the  prayera 
.ind  commandn  of  the  olTectionate  Little  Sister,  who  iUBisted  that 
there  was  plenty  of  room  in  the  house  for  everybody,  and  who  said 
that  if  Philip  went  away  she  would  cut  off  her  little  godchild  with 
a  shilling.  And  then  indeed  it  was  discovered  for  the  first  time, 
that  this  faithful  and  affectionate  i^eatiire  had  endowed  Philip  with 
all  her  little  property.  These  are  the  rays  of  sunshine  in  the 
dimgeon.  These  are  the  drops  of  water  in  the  desert.  And  with 
.1  fiill  heart  our  friend  acknowledges  how  comfort  came  to  him  in 
his  hour  of  need. 

Though  Mr.  Firmin  has  a  very  gratefid  heart,  it  has  been 
admitted  that  he  was  a  loud  disagreeable  Firmin  at  times,  iin- 
[M'tuouB  in  his  talk,  and  violent  in  his  behaviour :  and  we  are 
now  come  to  that  period  of  bia  history,  when  be  bail  a  iiuarrel 
in  which  r  am  sorry  to  say  Mr.  Pliilip  was  in  the  wrong.  Why 
do  we  consort  with  those  whom  we  dislike?     Why  is  it  that  men 
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will  try  and  associate  between  whom  no  love  ut  I  think  it 
the  ladies  who  tried  to  reconcile  Philip  and  his  master;  who 
brought  them  tc^ther,  and  strove  to  make  them  friends ;  bat  the 
more  they  met  the  more  they  disliked  each  other;  and  now  the 
Muse  has  to  relate  their  final  and  irreconcilable  mptare. 

Of  Mugford's  wrath  the  direful  tale  relate,  0  Muse !  and  PhDip's 
pitiable  fate.  I  have  shown  how  the  men  had  long  been  inwardlj 
envenomed  one  against  the  other.  "  Because  Firmin  is  as  poor  u 
a  rat,  that's  no  reason  why  he  should  adopt  that  hawhaw  manner, 
and  them  high  and  mighty  airs  towards  a  man  who  gives  him  the 
bread  he  eats,**  Mugford  argued  not  uigustly.  ''  What  do  /  an 
for  his  being  a  University  man  ?  I  am  as  good  as  he  is.  I  am 
better  than  his  old  scamp  of  a  father,  who  was  a  College  man  too, 
and  lived  in  fine  company.  I  made  my  own  way  in  the  world,  inde- 
pendent, and  supported  myself  since  I  was  fourteen  years  of  age, 
and  helped  my  mother  and  brothers  too,  and  that's  more  than  my 
sub-editor  can  say,  who  can't  support  himself  yet.  I  could  get 
fifty  subeditors  as  good  as  he  is,  by  calling  out  of  window  into 
the  street,  I  could.  I  say,  hang  Firmin !  I'm  a-losing  aU  patience 
with  him."  On  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Philip  was  in  the  habit  of 
speaking  his  mind  with  equal  candour.  "What  right  has  that 
person  to  call  me  Firmin  ? "  he  jisked.  "  I  am  Finniu  to  my  equals 
and  friends.  I  am  tliis  man's  labourer  at  four  guineas  a  week.  I 
give  him  his  money's  worth,  and  on  ever}*  Saturday  evening  we  are 
quits.  Call  me  Philip  indeed,  and  strike  me  in  the  side  !  I  choke, 
sir,  as  I  think  of  the  confounded  familiarity  ! ''  "  Confound  liU 
impudence ! "  was  the  cry,  and  the  not  unjust  cry,  of  the  labounT 
and  his  employer.  The  men  should  have  been  kept  apart :  and  it 
was  a  most  mistaken  Christian  charity  and  female  conspiracy  whirh 
brought  them  together.  "Another  invitation  fnnu  ^lugford.  It  was 
agree<l  that  I  was  never  to  go  again,  and  I  won't  go,"  says  Philip 
to  his  meek  wife.     "  Write  and  say  we  are  engtijreil,  Charlotte." 

"It  is  for  the  18th  of  next  month,  and  this  is  tlie  2.'Jnl/'  said 
p<x)r  Charlotte.  "We  can't  well  say  that  we  are  ens:a&^  so 
far  off." 

"  It  is  for  one  of  his  grand  ceremony  parties,"  lu^ietl  the  Little 
Sister.  "  You  can't  come  to  no  quarrelling  there.  He  has  a  gni>i 
heart.  So  have  you.  There's  no  gooil  quarrelling  with  him.  Oh, 
Pliilip,  do  forjjivc,  and  be  friends ! "  Philip  yieldetl  to  the  re- 
monstrances of  the  women,  as  we  all  do ;  and  a  letter  was  sent  to 
Hampstead,  announcing  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  P.  F.  would  have  the 
honour  of,  &c. 

In  his  quality  of  newspajx»r  ]>n»prietor,  musical  professors  and 
opera  singers  paid  much  court  to  Mr.  Mugfonl ;  and  he  liked  to 
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entertain  them  at  his  hospitable  table;  to  brag  about  his  wines, 
cookery,  plate,  garden,  prosperity,  and  private  virtue,  during 
dinner,  whilst  the  artists  sat  respectfully  listening  to  him ;  and  to 
go  to  sleep  and  snore,  or  wake  up  and  join  cheerfully  in  a  chorus, 
when  the  professional  people  performed  in  the  drawing-room.  Now, 
there  was  a  lady  who  was  once  known  at  the  theatre  by  the  name 
of  Mrs.  Ravenswing,  and  who  had  been  forced  on  to  the  stage  by 
the  misconduct  of  her  husband,  a  certain  Walker,  one  of  the 
greatest  scamps  who  ever  entered  a  gaol.  On  Walker's  death,  this 
lady  married  a  Mr.  Woolsey,  a  wealthy  tailor,  who  retired  from  his 
business,  as  he  caused  his  wife  to  witlulraw  from  hers. 

Now,  more  worthy  and  honourable  people  do  not  live  than 
Woolsey  and  his  wife,  as  those  know  who  are  acquainted  with 
their  history.  Mrs.  Woolsey  is  loud.  Her  A's  are  by  no  means 
where  they  should  be ;  lier  knife  at  dinner  is  often  where  it  should 
not  be.  She  calls  men  aloud  by  their  names,  and  without  any 
prefix  of  courtesy.  She  is  very  fond  of  porter,  and  has  no  scruple  in 
asking  for  it.  She  sits  down  to  play  the  piano  and  to  sing  with 
perfect  good-nature,  and  if  you  look  at  her  hands  as  they  wander 
over  the  keys — well,  I  don't  wish  to  say  anything  unkind,  but  I  am 
forced  to  say  that  those  hands  are  not  so  white  as  the  ivory  which 
they  thump.  Woolsey  sits  in  perfect  rapture  listening  to  his  wife. 
Mugford  presses  her  to  take  a  glass  of  *^  somethink ''  afterwards ; 
and  the  good-natured  soul  says  she  will  take  '*  something  'ot''  She 
mts  and  listens  with  infinite  patience  and  good-humour  whilst  the 
little  Mugfords  go  through  their  horrid  little  musical  exercises ;  and 
these  over,  she  is  ready  to  go  back  to  the  piano  again,  and  sing 
more  songs,  and  drink  more  "  'ot." 

I  do  not  say  tliat  this  was  an  elegant  woman,  or  a  fitting  com- 
panion for  Mrs.  Philip  ;  but  I  know  that  Mrs.  Woolsey  was  a  good, 
clever,  and  kindly  woman,  and  that  Philip  behaved  rudely  to  her. 
He  never  meant  to  be  nide  to  her,  he  said ;  but  the  tnith  is,  he 
treated  her,  her  husband,  Mugfoni,  and  Mrs.  Mugfonl,  with  a 
haughty  ill-humour  wliich  utterly  exa8i)erate<l  and  pt»q)lexe<l  them. 

About  this  poor  lady,  who  was  modest  and  innocent  as  Susannah, 
Philip  had  heanl  some  wicked  elders  at  wirke<l  clubs  tell  wickwi 
stones  in  old  times.  There  was  that  old  Trail,  for  instance,  what 
woman  escaped  from  his  sneers  and  slander?  There  were  others 
who  could  be  named,  and  whose  testimony  was  e<jually  untruthful. 
On  an  ordinary  occasion  Philip  would  never  have  cared  or  8<|uabble<l 
about  a  question  of  precedence,  and  would  have  taken  any  plai^ 
assigned  to  him  at  any  table.  Hut  when  Mrs.  W<K)lsey  in  crumpltHl 
satins  and  blowsy  lace  made  her  apf)earanee,  and  was  eagerly  and 
respectfully  saluted  by  the  host  and  hostess.  Philip  remembered 
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tlioae  early  stories  about  the  poor  lady  :  bk  ^yes  flashed  vndi,  sad 
bis  breast  beat  with  an  indignatioD  which  almost  diokad  him.  Aik 
that  woman  to  meet  my  wifet  he  thoqfi^t  to  hinwdf,  and  looked 
so  ferocious  and  desperate  that  the  timid  little  wife  gaaed  with 
alann  at  her  Philip^  and  crept  up  to  him  and  wfaiqiered  "  Wfaatii 
it^dearr 

Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Mugford  and  Mrs.  Wools^  were  in  feU 
oi^oquy  about  the  weather,  the  nuneryy  and  so  fertii — and  Woobej 
and  Mugfoid  giving  each  other  the  hearty  graqi  of  fiieadshipL 
Philip,  then,  scowling  at  the  newly-arrived  guests,  taming  his  greet 
hulking  back  upon  the  company,  and  talking  to  bis  wife^  presented 
a  not  agreeable  figure  to  his  entertainer. 

"Hang  the  fellow's  pride!"  tboug^it  Mugford.  ''He  diooBei 
to  turn  his  back  upon  my  company,  because  Woolsey  was  a  trades- 
man. An  honest  tailor  is  better  than  a  bankrupt  swindling  doctor, 
I  should  think.  WooUey  need  not  be  ashamed  to  show  his  feoe,  I 
suppose.  Why  did  you  make  me  ask  that  fidlar  again,  Mn.  M. ! 
Don't  you  see,  our  society  ain't  good  enough  for  him  f  " 

Philip's  c^uct^  then,  so  irritated  Mugfoid,  that  when  dinner 
was  announced,  he  stepped  forward  and  offered  his  arm  to  Mrs. 
Wodsey ;  having  intended  in  the  first  instance  to  omfer  that  henoor 
np(m  Charlotte,  ''m  show  him,'  thou^t  Mugford,  ''that  an 
honest  tradesman's  lady  who  pays  his  way,  and  is  not  aliraid  of 
anybody,  is  better  than  my  subneditor^s  wife,  the  daughter  of  a 
bankrupt  swell."  Though  the  dinner  was  illuminated  by  Mugford's 
grandest  plate,  and  accompanied  by  his  very  best  wine,  it  was  a 
gloomy  and  weary  repast  to  several  people  present,  and  Philip  and 
Charlotte,  and  I  daresay  Mugford,  thought  it  never  would  be  done. 
Mrs.  Woolsey,  to  be  sure,  placidly  ate  her  dinner,  and  drank  her 
wine ;  whilst,  remembering  these  wicked  l^ends  against  her,  Philip 
sat  before  the  poor  unconscious  lady,  silent,  with  glaring  eyes,  inso- 
lent and  odious ;  so  much  so,  that  Mrs.  Woolsey  imparted  to  Mrs. 
Mugford  her  surmise  that  the  tall  gentleman  must  have  got  out  of 
bed  the  wrong  leg  foremost. 

Well,  Mrs.  Woolsey's  carriage  and  Mr.  Firmin's  cab  were  an- 
nounced at  the  same  moment ;  and  inmiediately  Philip  started  up 
and  beckoned  his  wife  away.  But  Mrs.  Woolsey's  carriage  and 
lamps  of  coarse  had  the  precedence :  and  this  lady  Mr.  Mugford 
accompanietl  to  her  carriage  step. 

He  did  not  pay  the  same  attention  to  Mrs.  Firmin.  Most 
likely  he  forgot  Possibly  he  did  not  think  etiquette  required  he 
should  show  that  sort  of  politeness  to  a  sub-editors  wife :  at  any 
rate,  he  was  not  so  rude  as  Philip  liimself  had  been  during  the 
evening,  but  he  stood  in  the  hall  looking  at  his  guests  departing  in 
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their  cab,  when,  in  a  sudden  gust  of  passion,  Philip  stepped  out  of 
the  carriage,  and  stalked  up  to  his  host,  who  stood  there  in  his  own 
hall  confronting  him,  Philip  declared,  with  a  most  impudent  smile 
on  his  &ce. 

'*  Come  back  to  light  a  pipe,  I  suppose  ?  Nice  thing  for  your 
wife,  ain't  it  ? "  said  Mugford,  relishing  his  own  joke. 

"  I  am  come  back,  sir,''  said  Philip,  glaring  at  Mugford,  "  to 
ask  how  you  dared  invite  Mrs.  Philip  Firmin  to  meet  that 
woman  t " 

Here,  on  his  side,  Mr.  Mugford  lost  his  temper,  and  from  this 
moment  his  wrong  begins.  When  he  was  in  a  passion,  the  language 
used  by  Mr.  Mugford  was  not,  it  appears,  choice.  We  have  heard 
that  when  angry  he  was  in  the  habit  of  swearing  freely  at  his  sub- 
ordinates. He  broke  out  on  this  occasion  also  with  many  oaths. 
He  told  Philip  that  he  would  stand  his  impudence  no  longer ;  that 
he  was  as  good  as  a  swindling  doctor  s  son  ;  that  though  he  hadn't 
been  to  college  he  could  buy  and  pay  them  as  had;  and  that  if 
Philip  liked  to  come  into  the  back  yard  for  ten  minutes,  he'd  give 
him  one — two,  and  show  him  whether  he  was  a  man  or  not.  Poor 
Char,  who,  indeed,  fancied  that  her  husband  had  gone  back  to  light 
his  cigar,  sat  awhile  unconscious  in  her  cab,  and  supfiosed  that 
the  two  gentlemen  were  engaged  on  newsjiuiter  business.  When 
Mugford  began  to  pull  his  coat  off,  she  sat  wondering,  but  not  in 
the  least  understanding  the  meaning  of  the  action.  Philip  had 
described  his  employer  as  walking  about  his  office  without  a  coat 
and  using  energetic  language. 

But  when,  attracted  by  the  loudness  of  the  talk,  Mrs.  Mugford 
came  forth  fit)m  her  neighbouring  drawing-room,  accompanied  by 
such  of  her  children  as  had  not  yet  gone  to  roost — when  seeing 
Mugford  pulling  off  his  dress-coat,  she  began  to  scream — when, 
lifting  his  voice  over  hers,  Mugford  poured  forth  oaths,  and  fiuntio- 
ally  shook  his  fists  at  Phili]>,  asking  how  that  blackguard  dared 
insult  him  in  his  own  house,  and  proposing  to  knock  his  head  off 
at  that  moment—  then  poor  Char,  in  wild  alarm,  sprang  out  of  the 
cab,  and  ran  to  her  husband,  whose  whole  frame  was  throbbing, 
whose  nostrib  were  snorting  with  passion.  Then  Mrs.  Mugford, 
springing  forward,  pkced  her  ample  form  before  her  husband  s,  and 
calling  Philip  a  great  cowardly  beast,  asked  him  if  he  wa^  going  to 
attack  that  little  old  man  t  Then  ^[u^onl  dashing  his  i*oat  down 
to  the  ground,  called  with  fresh  oaths  to  Philip  to  come  on.  And, 
in  fine,  there  was  a  most  unpleasant  row,  occasioned  by  Mr.  Philip 
Firmin's  hot  temper. 


CHAPTER    XXXV 

RES  ASGUSTA  DOMI 

TO  reconcile  these  two  men  was  impoesible,  after  such  a  qpaunl 
as  that  described  in  the  last  chapter.  The  only  thntob  of 
peace  was  to  keep  the  two  men  apart  If  they  met,  ^hej 
would  fly  at  each  other.  Mugford  always  persisted  that  he  eonld 
have  got  the  better  of  his  great  hulking  sub-editor,  who  did  not 
know  the  use  of  his  fists.  In  Mugford's  youthful  time,  toming 
was  a  fashionable  art;  and  the  old  gentleman  still  believed  in  his 
own  skill  and  prowess.  '*  Don't  tell  me,''  he  would  say  ;  *'  though 
the  fellar  is  as  big  as  a  life-guardsman,  I  would  have  doubled  him 
up  in  two  minutes."  I  am  very  glad,  for  poor  Charlotte's  sake,  and 
his  own,  that  Philip  did  not  undergo  the  doubling-up  process.  He 
himself  felt  such  a  wrath  and  surprise  at  his  employer,  as,  I  sup- 
pose, a  lion  does  when  a  little  dog  attacks  him.  I  should  not  like 
to  be  that  little  dog ;  nor  does  my  modest  and  peaceful  nature  at  aU 
prompt  and  impel  me  to  combat  with  lions. 

It  Wiis  mighty  well  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  had  shown  his  spirit, 
and  quarrelled  with  his  bread-and-butter ;  but  when  Satuniay 
came,  what  i)]iilanthropist  would  hand  four  sovereigns  and  four 
shillings  over  to  Mr.  F.,  as  Mr.  Burjoyce,  the  publisher  of  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette^  had  been  accustomed  to  do  ?  I  will  say  for  my 
friend  that  a  still  keener  remorse  than  that  which  he  felt  about 
monev  thrown  awav  attended  him  when  he  found  that  Mrs,  Woolsev, 
towards  whom  he  had  cast  a  sidelong  stone  of  persecution,  was  a 
most  respectable  and  honourable  lady.  "  I  should  like  to  go,  sir, 
and  grovel  Ix^fore  her,"  Philip  said,  in  his  energetic  way.  "  If  I  see 
that  tailor,  I  will  reijue.st  him  to  put  his  foot  on  my  heaii,  and 
trample  on  me  with  his  hiiijlilows.  Oh,  for  shame !  for  shame ! 
shall  I  never  learn  charity  towards  my  neighbours,  and  always  gi^ 
on  belieWng  in  the  lies  which  ptsiple  tell  me  ?  AMien  I  meet  that 
scoundrel  Trail  at  the  clul),  I  must  chastise  him.  How  dared  he 
take  away  the  reputation  of  an  honest  woman  ?  "  Philip's  friends 
besought  him,  for  the  s;ike  of  society  and  i)eace,  not  to  carry  this 
quarrel  farther.  "  If,"  we  saitl,  "  ever>'  woman  whom  Trail  has 
maligned  had  a  champion  who  should  box  Trail's  ears  at  the  club, 
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what  a  Ttilgar  quarrelsome  place  that  club  would  become !  My 
dear  Philip,  did  you  ever  know  Mr.  Trail  say  a  good  word  of  man 
or  woman  t "  and  by  these  or  similar  entreaties  and  arguments,  we 
succeeded  in  keeping  the  Queen  s  peace. 

Yes :  but  how  find  another  Pall  Mall  Gazette  ?  Had  Philip 
possessed  seven  thousand  pounds  in  the  three  per  cents.,  his  income 
would  have  been  no  greater  than  that  which  he  drew  from  Mugford's 
faithful  bank.  Ah  !  how  wonderful  wuys  and  means  are  !  When 
I  think  how  this  very  line,  this  very  wonl,  which  I  am  writing 
represents  money,  I  am  lost  in  a  re8])ectful  astonishment.  A  man 
takes  his  own  case,  as  he  says  his  own  prayers,  on  behalf  of  himself 
and  his  family.  I  am  paid,  we  will  say,  for  the  sake  of  illustration, 
at  the  rate  of  sixpence  i>er  line.  With  the  wonls  "Ah,  how 
wonderful,"  to  the  words  "  per  line,"  I  can  buy  a  loaf,  a  piece  of 
butter,  a  jug  of  milk,  a  modicum  of  tea, — actually  enough  to  make 
breakfast  for  the  family ;  and  the  servants  of  the  house ;  and  the 
charwoman,  their  sen'ant,  can  shake  up  the  tea-leaves  with  a  fresh 
supply  of  water,  sop  the  crusts,  and  get  a  meal  tant  lien  que  mal. 
Wife,  children,  guests,  servants,  charwoman,  we  are  all  actually 
making  a  meal  off  Philip  Firmin's  bones  as  it  wore.  And  my  next- 
door  neighbour,  whom  I  see  marching  away  to  chambers,  umbrella 
in  hand  ?  And  next  door  but  one  the  City  man  )  And  next  door 
but  two  the  doctor? — I  know  the  baker  has  left  loaves  at  every  one 
of  their  doors  this  morning,  that  all  their  chimneys  are  smoking, 
and  they  will  all  have  breakfast.  Ah,  thank  God  for  it !  I  hope, 
friend,  you  and  I  are  not  too  proud  to  ask  for  our  daily  bread,  and 
to  be  grateful  for  getting  it  ?  Mr.  Philip  had  to  work  for  his,  in 
care  and  trouble,  like  other  children  of  men  : — to  work  for  it,  and  I 
hope  to  pray  for  it,  too.  It  is  a  thought  to  me  awful  and  beautiful, 
that  of  the  daily  prayer,  and  of  the  myriads  of  fellow-men  uttering 
it,  in  (are  and  in  sickness,  in  doubt  and  in  {toverty,  in  health  and  in 
wealth.  Panem  nostrum  da  nofds  hodie.  Philip  whis|)crs  it  by 
the  bedside  where  wife  and  child  lie  sleeping,  and  goes  to  his  early 
lul)our  with  a  stouter  heart :  as  he  creeps  to  his  rest  when  the  day's 
labour  is  over,  and  the  quotitlian  bread  is  earned,  and  breathes  his 
hushed  thanks  to  the  bountiful  Giver  of  the  meal.  All  over  this 
world  what  an  endless  chonis  is  singing  of  love,  and  tiianks,  and 
prayer.     Day  tells  to  day  the  wondrous  story,  and  night  n'counts 

it  unto  night. How  do  I  come  to  think  of  a  sunrise  which  I  saw 

near  twenty  years  ago  on  the  Nile,  when  the  river  and  sky  flushed 
and  glowed  with  the  dawning  light,  and  as  the  luminary  api^eaR**!, 
the  boatman  knelt  on  the  rtisy  dirk,  and  a<lorrti  Allah  1  So,  as  thy 
Rtm  rises,  friend,  over  the  hunibh'  houM'tops  nmnd  aliout  your  home, 
•hall  you  wake  many  and  many  a  day  to  duty  and  laljour.     May 
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the  task  have  been  honestly  done  when  the  night  comes ;  and  tbf 
steward  deal  kindly  with  the  labourer. 

So  two  of  Philip's  cables  cracked  and  gave  way  after  a  Tcry 
brief  strain,  and  the  poor  fellow  held  by  nothing  now  bat  that  won- 
derful European  Review  established  by  the  mysterious  TrciguTaiL 
Actors,  a  people  of  superstitions  and  traditions,  opine  that  HesTcn, 
in  some  mysterious  way,  makes  managers  for  their  benefit.  In  likf 
manner,  Review  proprietors  are  sent  to  provide  the  pabulum  for  de 
men  of  letters.  With  what  complacency  did  my  wife  listen  to  the 
somewhat  long-winded  and  pompous  oratory  of  Tregarvan !  He 
pompous  and  commonplace  ?  Tr^arvan  spoke  with  excellent  good 
sense.  That  wily  woman  never  showed  she  was  tired  of  his  con- 
versation. She  praised  him  to  Philip  behind  his  back,  and  would 
not  allow  a  word  in  his  disparagement  As  a  doctor  will  punch 
your  chest,  your  liver,  your  heart,  listen  at  your  lungs,  squeev 
your  pulse,  and  what  not,  so  this  practitioner  studied,  shampooed, 
auscultated  Tregarvan.  Of  course,  he  allowed  himself  to  be  operated 
upon.  Of  course,  he  had  no  idea  that  the  lady  was  flattering, 
wheedling,  humbugging  him ;  but  thought  that  he  was  a  very  well- 
informed  eloquent  man,  who  had  seen  and  read  a  great  deal,  and 
had  an  agreeable  method  of  imparting  his  knowledge,  and  that  the 
lady  in  question  was  a  sensible  woman,  naturally  eager  for  more 
information,  (xo,  Delilah  !  I  understand  your  tricks !  I  know 
many  another  Ompliale  in  London,  who  'will  coax  Hercules  away 
from  his  club,  to  come  and  listen  to  her  whee<lling  talk. 

One  great  difficulty  we  had  was  to  make  Pliilip  read  Tregarvan's 
own  articles  in  the  Review.  He  at  first  said  he  could  not,  or  that 
he  could  not  remember  them  ;  so  that  there  was  no  use  in  reading 
them.  And  Philip's  new  master  ii.<e<l  to  make  artful  allusions  to  his 
own  writings  in  the  course  of  conversiition,  so  that  our  unwary  friend 
would  find  himself  under  examination  in  anv  casual  interview  with 
Tregarvan,  whose  opinions  on  free-trade,  malt-tax,  income-tax,  desiini> 
of  Russia,  or  what  not,  might  be  accepte<l  or  denied,  but  ought  at 
least  to  be  known.  We  actually  made  Philip  get  up  hisowner's  artiolt^. 
We  put  questions  to  him,  privily,  regarding  them — **  coaches! ''  him. 
according  to  the  University  phrase.  My  wife  humbugged  that 
wretched  Mem]:>er  of  Parliament  in  a  wav  which  makes  me  shudder, 
when  I  think  of  what  hypocrisy  tlie  sex  is  capable.  Those  art* 
and  dissimulations  with  whicli  she  wluH^Hlles  others,  suppose  she 
exercise  them  on  me  1  Horrible  thoiiirht !  Xo,  ausrel  !  To  other? 
thou  mayest  be  a  coaxing  hy|.x)crite  :  to  me  thou  art  all  candour. 
Other  men  mav  have  been  humbuirged  ])v  other  women  :  but  I  am 
not  to  be  taken  in  by  that  sort  of  tiling ;  and  thou  art  all  candour' 

We  had  then  so  much  per  annum  as  editor.     We  were  paid. 
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Ficiiides,  for  our  articles.  We  had  really  a  snug  little  pension  out 
of  this  Review^  and  we  prayed  it  might  last  for  ever.  We  might 
write  a  noyel.  We  might  contribute  articles  to  a  daily  paper ;  get 
a  little  parliamentary  practice  as  a  barrister.  We  actually  did  get 
Philip  into  a  railway  case  or  two,  and  my  wife  must  be  coaxing 
and  hugging  solicitors'  ladies,  as  she  had  wheedled  and  coaxed 
Members  of  Parliament.  Why,  I  do  believe  my  Delilah  set  up  a 
flirtation  with  old  Bishop  Crossticks,  with  an  idea  of  getting  her 
jiToUg4  a  living ;  and  though  the  lady  indignantly  repudiates  this 
charge,  will  she  be  pleased  to  explain  how  the  bishop's  sermons 
were  so  outrageously  praised  in  the  Review  f 

Philip's  roughness  and  frankness  did  not  displease  Tregarvan, 
to  the  wonder  of  us  all,  who  trembled  lest  he  should  lose  this  as 
he  had  lost  his  former  place.  Tregarvan  had  more  country-houses 
than  one,  and  at  these  not  only  was  the  editor  of  the  Review  made 
welcome,  but  the  editor's  wife  and  cliildren,  whom  Tregarvan's  wife 
took  into  especial  regard.  In  London,  Lady  Mary  had  assemblies 
where  our  little  friend  Charlotte  made  her  appearance ;  and  half-a- 
dosen  times  in  the  course  of  the  season  the  wealthy  Combh  gentle- 
man feasted  his  retainers  of  the  Review.  His  wine  was  excellent 
and  old  ;  his  jokes  were  old,  too ;  his  table  pompous,  grave,  plentiful. 
If  Philip  was  to  eat  the  bread  of  dependence,  the  loaf  was  here 
very  kindly  prepared  for  him ;  and  he  ate  it  humbly,  and  with  not 
too  much  grumbling.  This  diet  chokes  some  proud  stomachs  and 
disagrees  with  them ;  but  Philip  was  very  humble  now,  and  of  a 
oature  grateful  for  kindness.  He  is  one  who  requires  the  help  of 
friends,  and  can  accept  benefits  without  losing  indei)endcnce— not 
all  men's  gifts,  but  some  men's,  whom  he  repays  not  only  with  coin, 
Imt  with  an  immense  affection  and  gratitwie.  How  that  man  did 
laugh  at  my  witticisms  !  How  he  worshipped  the  ground  on  which 
my  wife  walked  !  He  elected  himself  our  champion.  He  quarrelled 
with  other  people,  who  found  fault  with  our  characters,  or  would 
not  sec  our  perfections.  There  was  something  affecting  in  the  way 
in  which  this  big  man  took  the  humble  place.  We  could  do  no 
wrong  in  his  eyes ;  and  woe  betide  the  man  who  spoke  disparagingly 
of  us  in  his  presence  ! 

One  day,  at  his  patron's  table,  Philip  exercised  his  valour  and 
championship  in  our  behalf  by  defending  us  against  the  evil  s|)eaking 
of  that  Mr.  Trail,  who  has  l>een  mentione<l  before  as  a  gentleman 
difficult  to  please,  and  credulous  of  ill  reganling  his  neighbour.  Tlie 
talk  happened  to  &11  upon  the  character  of  the  reader's  m()At  humble 
servant,  and  Trail,  as  may  be  imagineil,  spared  nie  no  more  than  the 
rest  of  mankind.  Would  you  like  to  be  liked  by  all  people  ?  That 
would  be  a  reason  why  Trail  should  hate  you.     Were  you  an  angel 
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fresh  dropped  from  the  skies,  he  would  espy  dirt  on  your  lohe,  »d 
a  black  fieather  or  two  in  your  wing.  As  for  me,  I  know  I  am  not 
angelical  at  all ;  and  in  walking  my  native  earth,  can't  bdp  a  httk 
mud  on  my  trousers.  Well :  Mr.  Trail  began  to  paint  my  portni^ 
laying  on  those  dark  shadows  which  that  well-known  master  is  ii 
the  habit  of  employing.  I  was  a  parasite  of  the  nobility ;  I  vm 
a  heartleas  sycophant,  housebreaker,  drunkard,  murderer,  letoned 
convict,  &c.  &C.  With  a  little  imagination,  Mrs.  CSandonr  can  fill  up 
the  outline,  and  arrange  the  colours  so  as  to  suit  her  ^mi^f^  fiuKj. 

Philip  had  come  late  to  dinner ; — of  this  fimlt^  I  most  oonfeMi 
he  is  guilty  only  too  often.  The  company  were  at  taUe;  he  took  the 
only  place  vacant^  and  this  happened  to  be  at  the  aide  of  Mr.  TruL 
On  Trail's  other  side  was  a  portly  individual,  of  a  healthy  and  iwr 
countenance  and  voluminous  white  waistcoat^  to  whom  Tndl  directed 
much  of  his  amiable  talk,  and  whom  he  addressed  once  or  twice 
as  Sir  John.  Once  or  twice  already  we  have  seen  how  Philip  his 
quarrelleil  at  table.  He  cried  mea  culpa  loudly  and  honestly  enoo^ 
He  made  vows  of  reform  in  this  particular.  He  succeeded,  dearly 
beloved  brethren,  not  much  worse  or  better  than  you  and  I  do^  who 
confess  our  £iults,  and  go  on  promising  to  improve,  and  stumbling 
and  picking  ourselyes  up  every  day.  The  pavement  of  life  ii 
strewed  with  orange-peel ;  and  who  has  not  slipped  on  the  flags  t 

"  He  is  the  most  conceited  man  in  London," — ^Trail  was  going  on, 
**  and  one  of  the  most  worldly.  He  will  throw  over  a  colonel  to  dine 
with  a  general.  He  wouldn't  throw  over  you  two  baronets — he  is  a 
great  deal  too  shrewd  a  fellow  for  that.  He  wouldn't  give  t/ou  up, 
perhaps,  to  dine  with  a  lord  ;  but  any  ordinary  baronet  he  would." 

"  And  why  not  U3  as  well  as  the  rest  ? "  asks  Tregarvan,  who 
seemeil  amused  at  the  speakers  chatter. 

*' Because  you  are  not  like  cummon  baronets  at  all.  Because 
your  estates  are  a  great  deal  too  large.  Because,  I  suppose,  you 
might  either  of  you  go  to  the  Upper  House  any  day.  Because, 
as  an  author,  he  may  be  supposed  to  be  afraid  of  a  certain  J^eriVir," 
cries  Trail,  with  a  loud  laugh. 

"  Tmil  is  .speaking  of  a  friend  of  yours,"  said  the  host,  nodding 
and  smiling,  to  the  new  comer. 

"  Very  lucky  for  my  friend,"  .i,Towls  Philip,  and  eats  his  soup 
in  silence. 

"  By  the  way,  that  article  of  his  on  Madame  de  S^vign^  is  poor 
stuff.  No  knowledge  of  the  period.  Three  gross  blunders  in 
French.  A  man  cant  write  of  French  society  unless  he  has  lived 
in  French  8t)cit'ty.  What  d<^s  Pendennis  know  of  it?  A  man 
who  makes  blunders  like  those  can't  understand  French.  A  man 
who  ciu't  si>eak  French  cjm't  get  on  in  French  society.     Therefore 
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he  can't  write  about  French  society.  Ali  these  propositions  are 
clear  enough.  Thank  you.  Dry  champagne,  if  you  please.  He  is 
enormously  overrated,  I  tell  you ;  and  so  is  his  wife.  They  used 
to  put  her  forwanl  as  a  beauty :  and  she  is  only  a  dowdy  woman 
out  of  a  nursery.     She  has  no  style  about  her." 

"  She  is  only  one  of  the  best  women  in  the  world,"  Mr.  Finnin 
caUed  out,  turning  very  red  ;  and  hereupon  entered  into  a  defence  of 
our  characters,  and  pronounced  a  culogium  upon  both  and  each  of  us, 
in  which  I  hope  there  was  some  little  truth.  However,  he  6|)oke 
with  great  enthusiasm,  and  Mr.  Trail  found  himself  in  a  minority. 

"  You  are  right  to  stand  up  for  your  friends,  Firmin ! "  cried 
the  host     "  Let  me  introduce  you  to " 

"Let  me  introduce  myself,"  said  the  gentleman  on  the  other 
side  of  Mr.  Trail.  "  Mr.  Firmin,  you  and  I  are  kinsmen, — I  am 
Sir  John  Ringwood."  And  Sir  John  reached  a  hand  to  Philip 
across  Trail's  chair.  They  talked  a  great  deal  together  in  the 
course  of  the  evening :  and  when  Mr.  Trail  found  that  the  great 
county  gentleman  was  friendly  and  familiar  with  Philip,  and  claimed 
a  relationship  with  him,  his  manner  towards  Firmin  altered.  He 
pronounced  afterwards  a  warm  eulogy  upon  Sir  John  for  his  frank- 
ness an<i  good-nature  in  recognising  his  unfortunate  relative,  and 
charitably  said,  "  Philip  might  not  be  like  the  Doctor,  and  could 
not  help  having  a  rogue  for  a  father."  In  former  days,  Trail  had 
eaten  and  drunken  freely  at  that  rogue's  table.  But  we  must  have 
truth,  you  know,  before  all  things :  and  if  your  own  brother  has  com- 
mitted a  sin,  common  justice  requires  that  you  should  stone  him. 

In  fonuer  days,  and  not  long  after  Lord  Ringwood's  death, 
Philip  had  iefl  his  card  at  this  kinsman's  door,  and  Sir  John's 
butler,  driving  in  his  master's  brougham,  had  left  a  card  upon 
Philip,  who  was  not  over  well  pleased  by  this  acknowledgment  of 
his  civility,  and,  in  fart,  cniploye<l  abusive  epithets  when  he  sjioke 
of  the  tnui8a(*tion.  But  >\lieu  the  two  gentlemen  actually  met, 
their  intercourse  was  kindly  and  pleasant  enough.  Sir  John  IL^tencd 
to  his  relative's  talk — and,  it  up|)ears,  Philip  com])orted  himself 
with  his  usual  free  and  easy  manner — with  interest  and  curiosity ; 
and  owned  afterwanis  that  evil  tongues  had  previously  been  busy 
with  the  young  man's  character,  and  that  slander  and  untruth  had 
been  spoken  regarding  him.  In  this  rc8{>ect,  if  Philip  is  worse  off 
than  his  neighbours,  I  can  only  say  Ihh  neighbours  are  fortunate. 

Two  days  after  the  meeting  of  the  cousins,  the  trancjuillity  of 
Thomhaugh  Street  was  disturbed  by  the  ap])earance  of  a  magnifi- 
cent yellow  chariot,  with  crests,  hammercloths,  a  liewiggeil  coach- 
man, and  a  powdered  footman.  Betsy,  the  nurse,  who  was  going  to 
take  baby  out  for  a  walk,  encountere<l  this  giant  on  the  thn^t^hold 
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of  Mfb.  Braiidoii's  door ;  and  a  kdy  within  the  chariot  ddiTend 
three  cards  to  the  tall  menial,  who  tnnsferred  them  to  Betij. 
And  Betsy  peraisted  in  saying  that  the  lady  in  the  cunage  admired 
baby  rery  much,  and  asked  its  age,  at  whidi  hahjy'a  mamma  wu 
not  in  the  least  surprised.  In  due  course,  an  inTitation  to  dinner 
followed,  and  our  friends  became  acquainted  with  their  kinslblL 

If  you  have  a  good  memory  for  pedigrees — and  in  my  youthfid 
time  every  man  de  bonne  maiton  studied  geneakgiea^  and  had  lui 
English  fiunilies  in  his  memory — ^you  know  that  tlds  Sir  Jolm 
Ringwood,  who  succeeded  to  the  principal  portion  of  the  eBtate^ 
but  not  to  the  titles  of  the  late  Earl,  was  descended  from  a  mntni 
ancestor,  a  Sir  John,  whose  elder  son  was  ennobled  (temp.  Geo.  L), 
whilst  the  second  son,  following  the  legal  profession,  became  i 
judge,  and  had  a  son,  who  became  a  baronet,  and  who  begat  that 
present  &  John  who  has  just  been  shaking  hands  with  Philip 
across  Trail's  back.  Thus  the  two  men  were  cousins ;  and  in  light 
of  the  heiress,  his  poor  mother,  Philip  might  quarter  the  Ringwood 
arms  on  his  carriage,  whenever  he  drove  out.  These,  you  know, 
are,  argent,  a  dexter  sinople  on  a  fesse  wavy  of  the  first — or  {Hck 
ou^  my  dear  friend,  any  coat  you  like  out  of  the  whole  henddic 
wardrobe,  and  accommodate  it  to  our  friend  Flrmin.* 


*  Copidd,  by  porwiMrion  of  P.  flrmin,  Biq.,frointheG«QadflgieidlVMiDhii 
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When  be  was  a  young  man  at  college,  Philip  had  dabbled  a 
little  in  this  queer  science  of  heraldry,  and  used  to  try  and  believe 
the  legends  about  his  ancestry,  which  his  fond  mother  imparted  to 
bim.  He  had  a  great  book-plate  made  for  himself,  with  a  pro- 
digious number  of  quarterings,  and  could  recite  the  alliances  by 
mbkh  such  and  such  a  quartering  came  into  his  shield.  His  fieither 
Kither  confirmed  these  histories,  and  spoke  of  them  and  of  his  wife's 
BoUe  fieimily  with  much  respect :  and  Philip,  artlessly  whispering 
to  a  vulgar  boy  at  school  that  he  was  descended  from  King  John, 
'Was  thrashed  very  unkindly  by  the  vulgar  upper  boy,  and  nick- 
aimed  King  John  for  many  a  long  day  after.  I  daresay  many  other 
fentlemen  who  profess  to  trace  their  descent  from  ancient  kings  have 
10  better  or  worse  authority  for  their  pedigree  than  friend  Philip. 

When  our  friend  paid  his  second  visit  to  Sir  John  Ringwood, 
he  was  introduced  to  his  kinsman's  library;  a  great  family  tree 
imng  over  the  mantelpiece,  surrounded  by  a  whole  gallery  of  defunct 
Bingwoods,  of  whom  the  Baronet  was  now  the  representative.  He 
quoted  to  Philip  the  hackneyed  old  Ovidian  lines  (some  score  of 
years  ago  a  great  deal  of  that  old  coin  Wiis  current  in  conversation). 
As  for  family,  he  said,  and  ancestors,  ami  what  we  have  not  done 
ourselves,  these  things  we  can  hanlly  rail  ours.  Sir  John  gave 
Philip  to  understand  that  ho  was  a  staunch  Liberal.  Sir  John  was 
for  going  with  the  age.  Sir  John  had  fired  a  shut  from  the  Paris 
barricades.  Sir  John  wa^  for  the  rights  of  man  everywhere  all  over 
the  world.  He  had  pictures  of  Franklin,  Lafayette,  Washington, 
uid  the  First  CouhuI  Buoiia{)arte,  on  his  walk  along  with  hiti 
inoestors.  He  had  lithograph  copies  of  Magna  Charta,  the  Declara- 
tion of  American  Indei)endence,  and  the  Signatures  to  the  Death 
of  Charles  L  He  did  not  scruple  to  own  his  preference  for 
republican  institutionrt.  He  wished  to  know  what  right  had  any 
man — the  late  Lord  Ringwood,  for  example — to  sit  in  an  hereditary 
House  of  Peers  and  le^slate  over  him  ?  That  loni  had  had  a  son, 
riiiqlKirH,  who  died  many  years  before,  a  victim  of  hiri  own  follie^ 
uud  debaucheries.  Hud  Lord  CincilMirs  survived  his  father,  he 
would  now  be  sitting  an  Earl  in  the  House  of  Peers — the  nioi«t 
ignorant  young  man,  the  most  unprincipleil  young  man,  reckless, 
iiisaolute,  of  the  feeblest  intellect  and  the  worst  life.  Well,  Wl 
he  lived  an<l  inherite<l  the  Ring>»'oo<l  pmi^erty,  that  creature  would 
have  been  an  earl  :  whereas  he,  Sir  John,  his  superior  in  morals, 
in  character,  in  intellect,  his  equal  in  )K)int  of  birth  (for  hail  they 
not  both  a  common  ancestor  ?)  was  Sir  John  still.  The  ine(|ualities 
in  men's  chances  in  life  were  monstrous  an<l  ridiculous.  He  was 
ietermined,  henceforth,  to  hnik  at  a  man  for  himself  alone,  and  not 
i^teeni  him  for  any  of  the  absurd  aipri<-e*»  of  fortune. 
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As  the  republican  was  talking  to  his  relative,  a  servant  came 
into  the  room  and  whispered  to  his  master  that  the  plumber  had 
come  with  his  bill  as  by  appointment ;  upon  which  Sir  John  roese 
up  in  a  fury,  asked  the  servant  how  he  dared  to  disturb  him,  and 
bade  him  tell  the  plumber  to  go  to  the  lowest  depths  of  Tartanis. 
Nothing  could  equal  the  insolence  and  rapacity  of  tradesmen,  he 
said,  except  the  insolence  and  idleness  of  servants ;  and  he  called 
this  one  back,  and  asked  him  how  he  dared  to  leave  the  fire  in 
that  state? — stormed  and  raged  at  him  with  a  volubility  which 
astonished  his  new  acquaintance ;  and,  the  man  being  gone,  resumed 
his  previous  subject  of  conversation,  viz.,  natural  equality  and  the 
outrageous  injustice  of  the  present  social  system.  After  talking 
for  half-an-hour,  during  which  Philip  found  that  he  himself  could 
hardly  find  an  opportunity  of  uttering  a  word,  Sir  John  took  oat 
his  watch,  and  got  up  from  his  chair;  at  which  hint  Philip  too 
rose,  not  sorry  to  bring  the  interview  to  an  end.  And  herewith 
Sir  John  accompanied  his  kinsman  into  the  haU,  and  to  the  s^^eet- 
door,  before  which  the  Baronet's  groom  was  riding,  leading  hb 
master's  horse.  And  Philip  heard  the  Baronet  using  violent 
language  to  the  groom,  as  he  had  done  to  the  servant  within  doors. 
Why,  the  anny  in  Flanders  did  not  swear  more  terribly  than  this 
admirer  of  republican  institutions  and  advocate  of  the  rights  of 
man. 

Philip  was  not  allowed  to  go  away  without  appointing  a  day 
when  he  and  his  wife  would  partake  of  their  kinsman's  hospitality. 
On  this  ocra.^ion,  Mrs.  Philip  comported  herself  with  so  much  grace 
and  simplicity,  that  Sir  John  and  Lady  Ring^vo(xl  pronounced  her 
to  be  a  very  pleasing  and  ladylike  person  ;  and  I  daresay  wondered 
how  a  person  in  her  rank  of  life  could  have  acquired  manners  that 
were  so  refined  and  agreeable.  Lady  Ringwood  asked  after  the 
child  which  she  had  seen,  praised  its  beauty :  of  course,  won  the 
mother's  heart,  and  tin'ivhy  caused  her  to  sj>eak  with  perhaps  more 
freedom  than  she  would  otlierwise  have  felt  at  a  first  interview. 
Mrs.  Philij)  has  a  dainty  touch  on  the  piano,  and  a  sweet  sinirini: 
voice  that  is  charminixly  true  and  neat.  She  performed  after  dinner 
some  of  the  songs  of  her  little  rrj^rfohr,  and  pleased  her  audience. 
Lady  Ringwood  loved  good  music,  and  was  herself  a  fine  performer 
of  the  ancient  school,  when  she  played  Haydn  and  Moziirt  under 
the  tuition  of  gO(id  oM  Sir  George  Thrum.  The  tall  and  handsome 
beneficed  clergyman  who  acted  ;us  major-<lomo  of  Sir  John's  estal>- 
lishment,  j)laced  a  parcel  in  the  carriage  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip 
took  their  leave,  and  announced  with  much  respectful  defereu*^  that 
the  cab  was  paid.  Our  friends  no  doubt  would  have  preferrcil  to 
dispense  with  this  ceremony  ;  but  it  is  ill  looking  even  a  gift  cab- 
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hoi3ie  in  the  mouth,  and  so  Philip  was  a  gainer  of  some  two  ahillingB 
by  hia  kinsman's  liberality. 

When  Charlotte  came  to  open  the  parcel  which  mfgor-domo, 
with  his  lady  s  compliments,  luul  placed  in  the  eal),  I  fear  she  did 
not  exhibit  that  elation  which  we  ought  to  feel  for  the  favours  of 
our  friends.  A  couple  of  little  frocks,  of  the  cut  of  George  IV., 
some  little  red  shoes  of  the  same  period,  some  crumpled  sashes,  and 
other  small  articles  of  weuring-apjuirel,  by  her  Irfulyship's  order  by 
her  Ladyship's  lady's-muid  ;  and  Lady  Ringwood  kissing  Charlotte 
at  her  de{)arture,  told  her  tliat  she  had  caused  this  little  packet 
to  be  put  away  for  her.  **  H'm,"  says  Philip,  only  half  pleased. 
*'  Suppose  Sir  John  liad  told  his  butler  to  put  up  one  of  his  blue 
i*oat8  and  brass  buttons  for  me,  as  well  as  {Niy  the  cab  ? " 

"  If  it  was  meant  in  kindnesH,  Philip,  we  must  not  be  angry," 
pleaded  Philip  s  wife ; — **  and  I  am  sure  if  you  had  heanl  her  and 
the  Miss  Ringwoods  speak  of  baby,  you  would  like  them,  as  I 
intend  to  do." 

But  Mrs.  Philip  never  put  those  mouldy  old  red  shoes  upon 
baby ;  and  as  for  the  little  frocks,  children's  frocks  are  made  so 
much  fuller  now  that  Lady  Ringwood's  presents  did  not  answer  at 
all.  Charlotte  nmnaged  to  furbish  up  a  sash,  and  a  pair  of  epaulets 
for  her  child — epaulets  are  they  called  ?  Shoulder-knots — what 
you  will,  ladies ;  and  with  these  ornaments  Miss  Firmin  was  pre- 
sented to  Lady  Ringwood  and  some  of  her  family. 

The  goodwill  of  these  new-found  relatives  of  Philip's  was  labori- 
i>us,  was  evident,  and  yet  I  must  say  was  not  altogether  agreeable. 
At  the  first  period  of  their  intercourse — for  this,  too,  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  came  to  an  end,  or  presently  suffered  interruption — tokens  of 
affection  in  the  shape  of  farm  produce,  country  butter  and  poultry, 
and  actual  butcher's  meat,  came  from  Berkeley  S(iuare  to  Thomhaugh 
Street.  The  Duke  of  Double-glo'ster  I  know  is  much  richer  than 
you  are ;  but  if  he  were  to  offer  to  make  you  a  present  of  half-a- 
crown,  I  doubt  whether  you  would  be  quite  pleased.  And  so  with 
Philip  and  his  relatives.  A  hun)]«r  brought  in  the  brougham,  con- 
taining hot-house  grapes  and  couiitr}'  butter,  is  very  well,  but  a  leg 
of  mutton  I  own  was  a  gifl  tliat  wus  rather  tough  to  swallow.  It 
tra$  tough.  That  point  we  as<*ertained  and  established  aniidnt  roars 
of  laughter  one  day  when  we  dine<i  with  our  friends.  I>id  Lady 
Ringwood  send  a  sack  of  tumi^w  in  the  brouj^ham  too]  In  a  word, 
we  ate  Sir  Johns  mutton,  and  we  laughni  at  him,  and  be  sure 
many  a  man  has  done  the  same  by  you  and  me.  Last  Friday,  for 
instance,  as  Jones  and  Bmwn  go  awuy  after  dining  with  your  humble 
servant :  "  Did  you  ever  see  such  profusion  and  extravagance  t " 
asks  Brown.      "  Profusion  and  extravagance !  '   cries  Jones,   that 


546  THE   ADVENTURES  OP   PHILIP 

well-known  efucure.  "  I  never  mw  anything  no  ahnbfagr  n  wpf 
life.  What  does  the  fellow  mean  bj  asking  m#  to  auch  a  dinMrl' 
**Trafdf''  says  the  other,  "it  wu  an  abominahle  diimer,  Jomi^  m 
you  jostly  say ;  but  it  was  Tory  pntfbie  in  him  to  give  it.  BoaH 
you  Met"  and  80  both  our  good  fiienda  are  agned. 

Ere  many  days  were  over  the  great  ydknv  diariot  and  ifei 
powdered  attendants  again  made  tMr  appearance  befare  Mb. 
Brandon's  modest  door  in  Th(»nhangh  Streeti  and  Lady  Biagwiud 
and  two  daughters  deseeded  from  the  carriage  and  noMde  their  way 
to  Mr.  Philip's  apartments  on  the  secmd  fkwTy  just  an  that  worthy 
gentleman  was  sitting  down  to  dinner  with  hk  wife.  lady  Biig- 
wood,  bent  upon  being  gracious,  was  in  ecstasiea  with  ercfytluBS 
she  saw — a  dean  house — a  nice  little  maid — pretty  pictnreiqne 
rooms — odd  rooms — and  what  charming  pictures!  Severd  of 
these  were  the  woik  of  the  fend  pencil  of  poor  J.  J.,  who,  as  hsi 
been  told,  had  painted  Philip's  beard  and  Ghariotte's  eyefarov, 
and  Charlotte's  baby  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  timea.  "May 
we  come  int  Are  we  disturbing  yout  What  dear  little  bitB  of 
china!  What  a  beautiful  mug,  Mr.  Firmin!"  This  was  poor 
J.  J.'s  present  to  his  god-daughter.  "How  nice  the  lunchcoa 
looks!  Dinner,  is  itt  How  pleasant  to  dine  at  this  hour!" 
The  ladies  wwe  det^mined  to  be  charmed  with  eveiTtfaing  round 
about  them. 

"  We  are  dining  on  your  poultry.  May  we  offer  some  to  yon 
and  Miss  Ringwood  t "  says  the  master  of  the  house. 

"  Why  don't  you  dine  in  the  dining-room  ?  Why  do  you  dine 
in  a  be<iroom  ? "  asks  Franklin  Ringwood,  the  interesting  young  son 
of  the  Baron  of  Ringwood. 

"  Somebody  else  lives  in  the  parlour,"  says  Mrs.  Philip.  On 
wliich  the  boy  remarks,  "  We  have  two  dining-rooms  in  Berkeley 
Square.  I  mean  for  us,  besides  papa's  study,  which  I  mustn't  go 
into.     And  the  servants  have  two  dining-rooms  and " 

"  Hush ! "  here  cries  mamma,  with  the  usual  remark  regarding 
the  beauty  of  silence  in  little  Iwys, 

But  Franklin  persists  in  spite  of  the  "  Hushes ! "  "  And  so  we 
have  at  Ringwood ;  and  at  Whipham  there's  ever  so  many  dining- 
rooms — ever  so  many — and  I  like  Whipham  a  great  deal  better 
than  Ringwood,  because  my  pony  is  at  Whipham.  Vau  have  not 
got  a  pony.     You  are  too  poor." 

"  Franklin ! " 

''You  said  he  was  too  poor;  and  you  would  not  have  had 
chickens  if  we  had  not  given  them  to  you.  Manuna,  you  know 
you  8ai«l  they  were  verj*  poor,  and  would  like  them." 

And  here  mamma  looked  red,  and  I  daresay  Philip's  cheeks 
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and  ears  tingled,  and  for  once  Mrs.  Philip  was  thankful  at 
hearing  her  baby  cry,  for  it  gave  her  a  pretext  for  leaving  the 
room  and  flying  to  the  nursery,  whither  the  other  two  ladies 
accompanie<l  her. 

Meanwhile  Master  Franklin  went  on  with  his  artless  conversa- 
tion. **  Mr.  Philip,  why  do  they  say  you  are  wicke<l  1  You  do  not 
look  wicke<l ;  and  I  am  sure  Mrs.  Philip  does  not  look  wicked — 
she  looks  very  good." 

'*  Who  says  I  am  wicked  ? "  asks  Mr.  Firmin  of  his  candid 
young  relative. 

*'  Oh,  ever  so  many  !  Cousin  Ringwood  says  so  ;  and  Blanche 
says  80 ;  and  Woolcomb  says  so;  only  I  don't  like  him,  he^s  so 
Tery  brown.  And  when  they  heard  you  had  been  to  dinner, 
*Has  that  beast  been  here?'  Ringi^-ood  says.  And  I  don't  like 
him  a  bit.  But  I  like  you,  at  least  I  think  I  do.  You  only  have 
oranges  for  dessert.  We  always  have  lots  of  things  for  dessert 
at  home.  You  don't,  I  suppose,  because  youVe  got  no  money — 
only  a  very  little." 

"  Well :  I  have  got  only  a  very  little,"  says  Philip. 

*'I  have  some^ — ever  so  much.  And  111  buy  something  for 
your  wife ;  and  I  shall  like  to  have  you  Wtter  at  home  than 
Blanche,  and  Ringwood,  and  that  Woolcomb ;  and  they  never  give 
me  anything.  You  can't,  you  know  ;  because  you  are  so  very  ]HX)r 
— you  are ;  but  well  often  send  you  things,  I  daresay.  And  Fll 
have  an  orange,  please,  thank  you.  And  there's  a  chap  at  our 
school,  and  his  name  is  Suckling,  and  he  ate  eighteen  oranges,  and 
wouldn't  give  one  away  to  anylxxly.  Wasn't  he  a  greedy  pigt 
And  I  have  wine  with  my  oranges — I  do :  a  glass  of  wine — thank 
you.  That's  jolly.  But  you  don't  have  it  often,  I  suppose,  bc^caui^e 
you're  so  very  poor." 

I  am  glad  Philip's  infant  could  not  understand,  being  yet  of  too 
tender  age,  the  compliments  which  Lady  Ringwood  and  her  daughter 
passe<l  upon  her.  As  it  was,  the  complimentn  rhamuHl  the  mother, 
for  whom  indeed  they  were  intended,  and  did  not  inflame  the 
unconscious  baby's  vanity. 

What  would  the  ftolite  mamma  and  sister  have  said,  if  they 
hail  heard  that  unlucky  Franklin's  prattle?  The  Uiy's  simplicity 
amused  his  tall  t^niKin.  "  Yes,"  says  Philip,  **  we  arc  verj*  poor, 
but  we  are  very  happy,  and  don't  mind — that's  the  tnith." 

''  Mademoiselle,  that's  the  German  governess,  said  she  wonderful 
how  you  could  live  at  all ;  and  I  don't  think  you  could  if  you  ate 
as  much  as  she  «]id.  You  should  see  her  oat :  she  is  such  a  onrr  at 
eating.  Fred,  my  bn»thcr,  tliat's  the  one  wlio  is  at  colk»ge,  one  day 
tried  to  see  how  niu(*h  Mademoiselle  Walltisch  ctmld  eat,  and  she 
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had  twice  of  soup,  and  then  she  said  sivoplay ;  and  then  twice  of 
fish,  and  she  said  nvoplay  for  more ;  and  then  she  had  roast-mutton 
— no,  I  think,  roast-heef  it  was ;  and  she  eats  the  peas  with  hrr 
knife ;  and  then  she  had  raspberry-jam  pudding,  and  ever  so  mwk 

beer,  and  then "     But  what  came  then  we  never  shall  know: 

because  while  young  Franklin  was  choking  with  laughter  (accom- 
panied with  a  large  piece  of  orange)  at  the  ridiculous  recc^ectioii  of 
Miss  Wallfisch's  appetite,  his  mamma  and  sister  came  downstairs 
from  Charlotte's  nursery,  and  brought  the  dear  boy's  ooiiTersat»:>« 
to  an  end.  The  ladies  chose  to  go  home,  delighted  with  PhiHiv 
baby,  Charlotte.  Everything  was  so  proper.  Everything  was  so 
nice.  Mrs.  Firmin  was  so  ladylike.  The  fine  ladies  watched  her, 
and  her  behaviour,  with  that  curiosity  which  the  Brobdingnag  bdis 
displayed  when  they  held  up  little  OulllTer  on  their  palms,  and  nv 
him  bow,  smile,  dance,  draw  his  sword,  and  take  off  his  bat,  just 
like  a  man. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 

IW  WHICH  THE  DRAWISG'ROOMS  J  RE  SOT  FURMSHED 

AFTER  ALL 

WE  cannot  exiKH^t  to  Ik;  loved  by  a  relative  whom  we  have 
knocked  into  an  illuminated  pond,  and  whooe  coat-tails, 
pantidoons,  nether  limbs,  and  l)e8t  feelings  we  have 
lacerated  with  ill  treatment  and  broken  gla^A.  A  man  whom  you 
have  so  treated  behind  his  back  will  not  be  s[)aring  of  his  punish- 
ment behind  yoiu^.  Of  course  all  the  Twysdens,  male  and  female, 
an<l  Woolcomb,  the  dusky  hiislmnd  of  Philip's  former  love,  hated 
and  feureii,  and  maligned  him  ;  and  were  in  the  habit  of  speaking 
of  him  as  a  truculent  and  rci'klcss  savage  and  monster,  coarse  and 
brutal  in  his  language  and  behaviour,  raggf^l,  dirty,  and  reckless  in 
his  personal  appearance ;  reeking  with  smoke,  {perpetually  reeling  in 
drink,  indulging  in  oaths,  actions,  laughter  which  rendered  him  in- 
tolerable in  civilised  society.  The  Twys<lens,  during  Philip's  absence 
abroad,  had  l)een  very  respectful  and  assiduous  in  courting  the  new 
head  of  the  Kingwood  family.  They  had  flattered  Sir  John,  and 
paid  court  to  my  lady.  They  had  l)een  welcomed  at  Sir  John's 
houses  in  town  and  country.  They  hud  adopted  his  polititti  in  a 
great  measure,  as  they  had  adopted  the  jH>litics  of  the  de(*eased  peer. 
They  ha<l  never  lost  an  opiwrtunity  of  abusing  iKx)r  Philip  and  of 
ingratiating  themselves.  They  had  never  refusecl  any  invitation 
from  Sir  John  in  town  or  country,  and  had  ended  by  utterly  boring 
him  and  Lady  RingwoiMl  and  the  Kingwood  family  in  general. 
Lady  Kingwood  learned  somewhere  how  pitilessly  Mn».  Woolcomb 
had  jilted  her  cousin  when  a  richer  suitor  aj>{)eare<l  in  the  jierson 
of  the  West  Indian.  Then  news  came  how  Philip  hail  adniinistere<l 
a  beating  to  Woolcomb,  to  young  Twys<len,  to  a  dozen  who  set  on 
him.  The  early  prejudice's  l)egan  to  ]ms8  away.  A  friend  or  two 
of  Philip's  told  Kingwood  how  he  was  mistaken  in  the  young  man, 
and  painted  a  portrait  of  him  in  colours  nuich  more  favourable  than 
those  which  his  kinsfolk  employtMl.  Indeed,  dear  relations,  if  the 
public  wants  to  know  our  little  faults  an<l  errors,  I  think  I  know 
who  will  not  grudge  the  requisite  infonnation.  Dear  Aunt  Camhnir, 
are  you  not  still  alive,  and  don't  you  know  what  we  had  for  dinner 
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yesterday,  and  the  amount  (monstrous  extravagance !)  of  the 
woman's  bill? 

Well,   the  Twysden  family   so   bespattered  poor  Philip  inA 
abuse,  and  represented  him  as  a  monster  of  such  hideous  mien,  tint 
no  wonder  the  Ringwoods  avoided  him.     Then  they  bc^an  to  grow 
utterly  sick  an<l  tired  of  his  detractors.     And  then  Sir  John,  bappo- 
ing  to  talk  with  his  brother  Member  of  Parliament,  Tregairan,  ii 
the  House  of  Commons,  heard  quite  a  different  story  regarding  our 
friend  to  that  with  which  the  Twysdens  had  regaled  him,  and,  with 
no  little  surprise  on  Sir  John's  part,  was  told  by  Treganran  bov 
honesty  rough,  worthy,  affectionate,  and  gentle  this  pocM*  maligneii 
fellow  was,  how  he  had  been  sinned  against  by  his  wretch  of  i 
father,  whom  he  had  forgiven  and  actually  helped  out  of  his  wretcbeii 
means,  and  how  he  was  making  a  brave  battle  against  poverty,  and 
had  a  sweet  little  loving  wife  and  child,  whom  every  kind  heut 
would  willingly  strive  to  help.     Because  people  are  rich  they  are 
not  of  necessity  ogres.     Because  they  are  bom  gentlemen  and  LuiieB 
of  good  degree,  are  in  easy  circumstances,  and  have  a  generous  educa- 
tion, it  does  not  follow  that  they  are  heartless  and  will  turn  their 
back  on  a  friend.     Mot  qui  vous  parte — I  have  been  in  a  great 
strait  of  sickness  near  to  death,  and  the  friends  who  came  to  he^p 
me  with  every  comfort,  succour,  sympathy  were  actually  gentlemen, 
who  lived  in  good  houses,  and  had  a  good  education.     They  dida't 
turn  away  because  I  was  sick,  or  flv  from  me  because  thev  thoudit 
I  was  iKM>r ;  on  the  contrary,  hand,  purse,  succour,  sympfcathy  were 
rea<ly,  and  praise  be  to  Hraven.     And  so  too  did  Philip  find  help 
when  lie  neede<I  it,  and  succour  when  he  was  in  poverty.      Trecar- 
van,  we  will  own,  was  a  j>oiniK)U8  little  man,  his  House  of  Commons 
spee<*hes  were  dull,  and  his  written  documents  a\*'fully  slow  ;  but 
he  hiul  a  kind  heart :  he  was  touched  by  that  picture  which  Laum 
drew  of  the  young  man's  jM^verty,  and  honesty,  and  simple  hof«e- 
fulness   in   the  midst  of  hard  times :  ami  we  have  seen   how  the 
£uro/>ean  Review  was  thus  entrusted  to  Mr.  Philip's  manairenient. 
Then  some  artful  friends  of  PhilijTs  determined  that  he  should  W 
reconciliNl  to  his  relati«»ns,  who  were  well  to  do  in  the  world,  an«l 
might  serve  him.     And   I  wish,  dear  Header,  that  your  respectable 
relatives  and  mine  would  l)ear  this  little  parairraph  in   mind  an«i 
leave  us  both  handsome  legacies.     Then   Treirarvan   sj>oke  to  Sir 
John  RingwjxKl,  and  that  meeting  wius  brouirht  about,  where,  f»r 
once  at  leitst,  Mr.  Philip  quarrelliMl  with  nolxnly. 

And  now  came  another  little  piece  of  go<xl  luck,  which,  I 
suppose,  must  V>e  attributed  to  the  same  kind  friend  who  ha«l  been 
scheming  for  Philip's  benefit,  and  who  is  never  so  happy  as  when 
her  little  plot^  for  her  friends'  benefit  can  be  made  to  succeed.    Yes : 
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when  that  arch-jobber — don't  tell  me ; — I  never  knew  a  woman 
worth  a  pin  who  wasn't — when  that  arch-jobber,  I  say,  has  achieved 
a  job  by  which  some  friend  is  made  happy,  her  eyes  and  cheeks 
brighten  with  triumph.  Whether  she  has  put  a  sick  man  into  a 
hospital,  or  got  a  poor  woman  a  family's  washing,  or  made  a  sinner 
repent  and  return  to  wife,  husband,  or  what  not,  that  woman  goes 
off  and  pays  her  thanks,  where  thanks  are  due,  with  such  fervour, 
with  such  lightsomeness,  with  such  happiness,  that  I  assure  you  she 
is  a  sight  to  behold.  Hush  !  When  one  sinner  is  savetl,  who 
are  gladl  Some  of  us  know  a  woman  or  two  pure  as  angels — 
know,  and  are  thankful 

When  the  person  about  whom  I  have  been  prattling  has  one  of 
her  benevolent  jobs  in  hand,  or  has  completed  it,  there  is  a  sort  of 
triumph  and  mischief  in  her  manner,  which  I  don't  know  otherwise 
how  to  describe.  She  does  not  understand  my  best  jokes  at  this 
period,  or  answers  tliem  at  random,  or  laughs  very  absunlly  and 
vacantly.  She  embraces  her  children  wildly,  and  at  the  most 
absurd  moments,  is  utterly  unmindful  when  they  are  saying  their 
lessons,  prattling  their  little  questions,  and  so  forth.  I  recall  all 
these  symptoms  (and  put  this  and  that  together,  as  the  saying  is) 
as  happening  on  one  e8{)ecial  day,  at  the  commencement  of  Easter 
Term,  eighteen  hundred  and  never  mind  what — as  happening  on  one 
especial  morning  when  this  huly  had  been  astoundingly  distraiU  and 
curiously  excited.  I  now  remember,  how  during  her  children's 
dinner-time,  she  sat  looking  into  the  square  out  of  her  window,  and 
scarcely  attending  to  the  little  innocent  cries  for  mutton  which  the 
children  were  offering  up. 

At  last  there  was  a  rapid  clank  over  the  pavement,  a  tall  figure 
passed  the  parlour  windows,  which  our  kind  friends  know  look  into 
Queen  Square,  an^  then  came  a  loud  ring  at  the  bell,  and  I  thought 
the  mistress  of  the  house  gave  an  ah — a  sigh — as  though  her  heart 
was  relieved. 

The  street  door  was  presently  opene*!,  and  then  the  dining-room 
floor,  and  Philip  walks  in  with  his  hat  on,  his  blue  eyes  staring 
b<*fore  him,  his  hair  flaming  about,  and  **  La,  Uncle  Philip ! "  cry 
the  children.  "What  have  you  done  to  yourself?  You  have 
ahared  off  your  moustache."     And  so  he  had,  I  de<*lare  ! 

"  I  say.  Pen,  look  here  !  This  has  been  lefl  at  chambers  ;  and 
Ciflsidy  has  sent  it  on  by  his  clerk,"  our  friend  said  I  forget 
whether  it  has  been  state<l  that  Philip's  name  still  remained  on  the 
door  of  thorie  chambers  in  Parchment  Buildings,  where  we  once 
heard  his  song  of  "  Doctor  Luther,"  and  were  present  at  his  call- 
supper. 

The  document  which  Philip  produced  was  actually  a  briel 
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The  papen  were  saperacribed,  *'In  Puliameiiti  Polwfaeedk  aad 
Tredyddlum  Railway.  To  sopport  bill,  Mr.  Firmin  ;  retainer,  fiiv 
guineas ;  brief,  fifty  guineas ;  consultation,  five  gainesBw  With  ym, 
Mr.  Armstrong,  Sir  J.  Whitworth,  Mr.  Pinkerton."  Here  was  a 
wonder  of  wonders  !  A  shower  of  gold  was  poured  out  oo  my  fitini 
A  light  <iawned  upon  me.  The  proposed  biU  was  for  a  CoraiA 
line.  Our  friend  Tregarvan  was  concerned  in  it,  the  line  paarai; 
through  his  property,  and  my  wife  had  canvassed  him  prirtteiT, 
and  by  her  wheedling  and  blandishments  had  persuaded  Tregamn 
to  use  his  interest  with  the  agents  and  get  Philip  this  welcome  aiii. 

Philip  eyed  the  paper  with  a  queer  expression.  He  handled  ii 
as  some  men  handle  a  baby.  He  looked  as  if  he  did  not  knov 
what  to  do  with  it,  and  as  if  he  should  like  to  drop  it.  I  believe  I 
made  some  satirical  remark  to  this  effect  as  I  looked  at  our  friend 
with  his  paper. 

"  He  holds  a  child  beautifully,"  said  my  wife  with  much  en- 
thusiasm ;  '*  much  better  than  some  people  who  laugh  at  him." 

"  And  he  will  hold  this  no  doubt  much  to  his  credit.  May  this 
be  the  &ther  of  many  briefe.  May  you  have  bags  fiill  of  them ! " 
Philip  had  all  our  good  wishes.  They  did  not  «x)8t  much,  or  avail 
much,  but  they  were  sincere.  I  know  men  who  can't  for  the  lives 
of  them  give  even  that  cheap  coin  of  goodwill,  but  hate  their 
neighbours'  prosperity,  and  are  angry  with  them  when  they  ceasf 
to  be  de[)endeDt  and  poor. 

We  have  said  how  Cassidv's  astonished  clerk  had  brouirht  the 
brief  from  chambers  to  Fimiin  at  his  lodgings,  at  Mrs.  Brandon's  m 
Thomhaugh  Street.  Had  a  bailiff  served  him  i»ith  a  writ,  Philip 
could  not  have  been  more  surprised,  or  in  a  greater  tn»raor.  A 
brief  ?  Grands  Dieux !  What  was  he  to  do  with  a  brief  ?  Be 
thought  of  going  to  bed,  and  being  ill,  or  tlying  from  home,  country, 
family.  Brief  ?  Charlotte,  of  course,  seeina:  her  husband  alanneL 
be;ran  to  quake  too.  Indee^i,  if  his  worship's  finger  aches,  does  not 
her  whole  body  suffer!  But  Charlotte's  and  Philip's  constant 
fnend,  the  Little  Sister,  felt  no  such  fear.  **  Now  there's  this  open- 
ing, you  mast  take  it,  my  dear,"  she  said.     "Supp<^se  you  don't 

know  much  about  law "     **  Much  !  nothing,"  interposed  Philip. 

"  You  might  ask  me  to  play  the  piano  ;  but  as  I  never  happened  to 
have  learned " 

"  La — don't  tell  me  !  You  mustn't  show  a  faint  heart.  Take 
the  business,  and  do  it  as  best  you  can.  Youll  do  it  better  next 
time,  and  next.  The  Bar's  a  gentleman's  business.  Don't  I  atte&i 
a  judge's  lady,  which  I  remember  her  with  her  first  in  a  little  hi 
of  a  house  in  Bernard  Street,  Russell  Si^uare ;  and  now  haven't  I 
been  to  her  in  Eaton  Square,  ^ith  a  butler  and  two  footmen,  and 
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carriages  ever  so  manyt  You  may  work  on  at  your  newspapers, 
and  get  a  crust,  and  when  youVe  old,  and  if  you  quarrel — and  you 
have  a  knack  of  quarrelling — he  has,  Mrs.  Firmin.  I  knew  him 
before  you  did.  Quarrelsome  he  is,  and  he  will  be,  though  you 
think  him  an  angel,  to  be  sure. — Suppose  you  quarrel  with  your 
newspaper  masters,  and  your  reviews,  and  that,  you  lose  your  place. 
A  gentleman  like  Mr.  Philip  oughtn't  to  have  a  master.  I  couldn't 
bear  to  think  of  your  going  down  of  a  Saturday  to  the  publishing 
office  to  get  your  wages  like  a  workman." 

"  But  /  am  a  workman,"  interposes  Philip. 

"  La !  But  do  you  mean  to  remain  one  for  ever  t  I  would 
rise,  if  I  was  a  man ! "  said  the  intrepid  little  woman ;  "  I  would 
rise,  or  I'd  know  the  reason  why.  Who  knows  how  many  in  family 
you  re  going  to  be  1  I'd  have  more  spirit  than  to  live  in  a  second 
floor— I  would  ! " 

And  the  Little  Sister  said  this,  though  she  clung  roimd  Philip's 
child  with  a  rapture  of  fondness  which  she  tried  in  vain  to  conceal ; 
though  she  felt  that  to  (mrt  from  it  would  be  to  part  from  her 
life's  chief  happiness ;  though  she  loved  Philip  as  her  own  son  :  and 
Charlotte — well,  Charlotte  for  Philip's  sake — as  women  love  other 
women. 

Charlotte  came  to  her  friends  in  Queen  Square,  and  told  us  of 
the  resolute  Little  Sister's  advice  and  conversation.  She  knew  that 
Mrs.  Brandon  only  loved  her  as  something  belonging  to  Philip. 
She  admired  this  Little  Sister ;  and  trusted  her ;  and  could  afford 
to  bear  that  little  somewhat  sconiful  domination  which  Brandon 
exercised.  *'  She  does  not  love  me,  because  Philip  does,"  Charlotte 
said.  "  Do  you  think  I  could  like  her,  or  any  woman,  if  I  thought 
Philip  loved  them  1  I  could  kill  them,  Laura,  tliat  I  could  !  " 
And  at  this  sentiment  I  imagine  daggera  8h<x)ting  out  of  a  pair  of 
eyes  that  were  onlinarily  very  gentle  and  bright. 

Not  having  been  engaged  in  the  case  in  which  Philip  had  the 
honour  of  first  appearing,  I  cannot  enter  into  {larticularH  regarding 
it,  but  am  sure  that  case  nuint  have  lieen  un(*umnionly  strong  in 
itself  which  could  survive  such  an  advocate.  He  pussetl  a  frightful 
night  of  torture  before  appearing  in  committee-room.  During  that 
night,  he  says,  his  hair  grew  grey.  His  ol<l  cijllege  friend  and 
comrade  Pinkerton,  who  was  with  him  in  the  case,  *'  coached  "  him 
on  the  <lay  previous ;  and  indeed  it  must  be  owned  that  the  work 
which  he  hail  to  })erform  was  not  of  a  nature  to  impair  the  inside 
or  the  outside  of  his  skull.  A  grciit  man  was  his  leader  :  liis  friend 
Pinkerton  followed ;  and  all  Mr.  Philip's  buitineKs  was  to  examine 
a  half-dozen  witnesses  by  questions  previously  arraugKd  between 
them  and  the  agents. 
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When  you  hmr  tluit^  as  a  reward  of  hk  aerrieea  in  ttda 
Mr.  Ftrmin  received  a  sum  of  monqr  sufficient  to  paj  hia 
fionUy  ezpenaea  ftr  aome  four  mootba,  I  am  aore^  dear  and  wipectoi 
litenuy  6iend%  that  yoa  will  with  the  lot  of  a  pariianMntaiy 
barriater  had  been  youiBi  or  that  yonr  immortal  worfca  eonld  k 
paid  with  aueh  a  libmlity  aa  rewarda  the  laboon  of  theae  lawjeni 
*^yimmer  eriekeinen  die  Gaiter  ailem/'  After  qbo  affent  hai 
employed  Philip,  another  came  and  aeeuied  hia  Talnable  aeiikia; 
him  two  or  tluee  others  foUowed,  and  oar  friend  poaitiTii^  hai 
money  in  bank.  Not  only  were  apprehenaioos  of  puterty  removed 
lor  the  preaent,  bat  we  had  eveiy  reaaon  to  hope  that  Finaia't 
prosperity  woold  increase  and  continue.  And  when  a  little  soa 
and  heir  was  born,  which  blessing  was  confierred  npon  Ifr.  Philip 
about  a  year  after  his  daughter,  our  goddiHd,  saw  the  lights  we 
should  hsTe  thought  it  shiune  to  have  any  misgiYini^  aboot  the 
future,  so  cheerfiil  did  Philip's  prospects  appear.  **  Did  I  not  tell 
you,"  ssid  my  wife,  with  her  usnsl  kindling  romance^  "  that  eoBBjort 
and  snooour  would  be  found  for  thew  in  the  hour  oi  thdr  needl* 
Amen.  We  woe  grateful  that  comfort  and  succour  should  cone. 
No  one,  I  am  sure,  was  more  humbly  thankftal  than  PhUip  himielf 
for  the  fortunate  chances  which  befollr  him. 

He  was  alarmed  rather  than  dated  by  hia  audden  prosperity. 
"It  can't  iBBt/*  he  said.  *<Don't  tell  me.  The  attorneya  must 
find  me  out  before  long.  They  cannot  continue  to  giTe  their 
business  to  such  an  ignoramus :  and  I  really  think  I  must  remon- 
strate with  them."  You  should  have  seen  the  Little  Sister^s  in- 
dignation when  Philip  uttered  this  sentiment  in  her  presence. 
*'  Give  up  your  business  ?  Yes,  do  ! "  she  cried,  tossing  up  Philip's 
youngest  bom.  "  Fling  this  baby  out  of  window,  why  not  indeed, 
which  Heaven  has  sent  it  you  !  You  ought  to  go  down  on  your 
knees  and  ask  pardon  for  having  thought  anything  so  wicked.'' 
Philip's  heir,  by  the  way,  immediately  on  his  entrance  into  the 
world,  had  become  the  prime  favourite  of  this  unreasoning  woman. 
The  little  daughter  was  passed  over  as  a  little  person  of  no  account 
and  so  began  to  entertain  the  passion  of  jealousy  at  almost  the 
very  earliest  age  at  which  even  the  female  breast  is  capable  of 
enjoying  it 

And  though  this  Little  Sister  loved  all  these  people  with  an 
almost  ferocious  passion  of  love,  and  lay  awake,  I  believe,  hearing 
their  in&ntine  cries,  or  crept  on  stealthy  feet  in  darkness  to  their 
mother's  chamber-door,  behind  which  they  lay  sleeping;  though 
she  had,  as  it  were,  a  rage  for  these  infants,  and  was  wretched  out 
of  their  sight,  yet,  when  a  third  and  a  fourth  brief  came  to  Philip, 
and  he  was  enabled  to  put  a  little  money  aside,  nothing  would 
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content  Mrs.  Brandon  but  that  he  should  go  into  a  house  of  his 
own.  "  A  gentleman/'  she  said,  "  ou^dit  not  to  live  in  a  two-pnir 
lodging;  he  ought  to  have  a  house  of  hit^  own."  So,  you  see,  she 
hastened  on  the  preparations  for  her  own  execution.  She  trud^'e<l 
t4)  the  brokers*  shops  and  made  wondenul  bargains  of  funiiture. 
She  cut  chintzes,  and  covered  sofas,  and  Bewe<l,  and  patched,  and 
fitted.  She  found  a  house  and  took  it — Milman  Street,  Guilfonl 
Street,  opposite  the  Fomlling  (as  the  dear  little  soul  called  it),  a 
most  genteel  quiet  little  street,  "and  quite  near  for  me  to  come," 
she  said,  '*  to  see  my  dears."  Did  she  six^ak  with  dry  eyes  ?  Mine 
moisten  sometimes  when  I  think  of  tiie  faith,  of  the  generosity,  of 
the  sacrifice,  of  that  devoted  loving  creature. 

I  am  very  fond  of  Charlotte.  Her  sweetness  and  simplicity 
won  all  our  hearts  at  home.  No  wife  or  mother  ever  was  more 
attached  and  affectionate ;  but  I  own  there  was  a  time  when  I 
hated  her,  though  of  course  that  highly  principled  woman,  the  wife 
of  the  author  of  the  present  memoirs,  says  that  the  statement  I  am 
making  here  is  stuff  and  nonsense,  not  to  say  immond  and  irreligious. 
Well,  then,  I  hated  Charlotte  for  the  horrible  eagenicHs  which  she 
showed  in  getting  away  from  this  Little  Sister,  who  clung  round 
those  children,  whose  first  cries  she  had  heanl.  I  hated  Charlotte 
for  a  cruel  happiness  which  she  felt  as  she  hugged  the  children  to 
her  heart :  her  own  chihlren  in  their  own  nwm,  whom  she  would 
dress,  and  watch,  and  wash,  and  tend ;  and  for  whom  she  wanted 
no  aid.  No  aid,  enttndez-xKnu  ?  Oh,  it  was  a  shame,  a  shame ! 
In  the  new  house,  in  the  pleatumt  little  trim  new  nursery  (fitted  up 
by  whose  fond  han<ls  we  will  not  say),  is  the  mother  glaring  over 
the  cot,  where  the  little  sofl  nmnd  cheeks  are  pillowed  ;  and  yonder 
in  the  rooms  in  Thomhaugh  Street,  where  she  has  tende<l  them  for 
two  years,  the  Little  Sister  sits  lonely,  as  the  nuMudight  streams  in. 
Ood  help  thee,  little  suffering  faithful  heart !  Never  but  once  in 
her  life  before  had  she  known  so  exquisite  a  jiain. 

Of  course,  we  had  an  entert4iinment  in  the  new  house ;  and 
Philip's  friends,  old  and  new,  cjime  to  the  house-wanning.  The 
family  coach  of  the  Ringi^'tMNls  bl4N*k<Ml  up  that  astonished  little 
street  The  powder  on  their  ftxitinen  s  heads  nearly  bnished  the 
ceiling,  as  the  monsters  rose  when  the  giients  {»asse<l  in  and  out  of 
the  hall.  The  Little  Sister  men'ly  took  charge  of  the  t^^a-nM^m. 
Philip's  "  library  "  was  that  uhuuI  little  cuplNmrd  beyond  the  dining- 
nwm.  The  little  drawing-room  was  dnnid fully  crowdwl  by  an  ex- 
nursery  piano,  which  the  Kingwoods  lM\Htowe<l  ufion  their  friends ; 
and  8oroel)ody  was  in  duty  bound  to  play  ujMm  it  on  the  evening 
of  this  Moirde:  though  the  Little  Sister  chafed  downstain*  at  the 
muaic     In   &ct  her  very  words  were  *'  llat  that  ]»iano !  *'     She 


556  THE   ADVENTURES   OF    PHILIP 

"  ratted  '*  the  instrument,  because  the  music  would  wake  her  little 
dears  upstairs.  And  that  music  did  wake  them ;  and  they  howM 
melodiously,  and  the  Little  Sister,  who  was  about  to  senre  I«dy 
Jane  Tregarvan  with  some  tea,  dashed  upstairs  to  the  Dursery :  and 
Charlotte  had  reached  the  room  already:  and  she  looked  angir 
when  the  Little  Sister  came  in :  and  she  said,  "  I  am  sure,  Mrs. 
Brandon,  the  people  downstairs  will  be  wanting  their  tea;**  and 
she  spoke  with  some  asperity.  And  Mrs.  Brandon  went  downstairs 
without  one  word  ;  and,  happening  to  be  on  the  landing,  conTeniiig 
with  a  friend,  and  a  little  out  of  the  way  of  the  duet  whidi  the 
Miss  Ringwoods  were  performing — ^riding  their  great  old  horse,  as 
it  were,  and  putting  it  through  its  paces  in  Mrs.  Firmin's  little 
paddock ; — happening,  I  say,  to  be  on  the  landing  when  Camline 
passed,  I  took  a  hand  as  cold  as  stone,  and  never  saw  a  look  of 
grief  more  tragic  tliaii  that  worn  by  her  poor  little  face  as  it  passed. 
"My  children  crie<l,"  she  said,  "and  I  went  up  to  the  nursery. 
But  she  don't  want  me  there  now."  Poor  Little  Sister.  She 
humbled  herself  and  grovelled  before  Charlotte.  You  could  not 
help  trampling  upon  her  then,  madam ;  and  I  hated  you — and  a 
great  number  of  other  women.  Ridley  and  I  went  down  to  her 
tea-room,  where  Caroline  resumed  her  place.  She  looked  very 
nice,  and  pretty,  with  her  pale  sweet  face,  and  her  neat  cap  and 
blue  ribbon.  Tortures  I  know  she  was  suffering.  Charlotte  had 
been  stabbing  her.  Women  will  use  the  edge  sometimes,  and  drive 
the  steel  in.  Chariotte  siiid  to  me,  some  time  aften^ards,  '*  I  icis 
jealou.s  of  her,  and  you  were  right ;  and  a  dearer  more  faithful 
creature  never  livetl."  But  who  told  Charlotte  I  said  she  was 
jealous  ?  0  fool !  I  told  Ridley,  and  Mr.  Ridley  told  Mrs.  Firmin. 
If  Charlotte  stabl)e<l  Caroline,  Caroline  could  not  help  coming 
back  again  and  again  to  the  knife.  On  Sundays,  wheu  she  was 
free,  there  wa8  always  a  place  for  her  at  Philip  s  modest  table  :  autl 
when  Mrs.  I^hilip  went  to  church,  Caroline  was  allowed  to  reign  in 
the  nursery.  Sometimes  Charlotte  was  generous  enough  to  give 
Mrs.  Brandon  this  chance.  When  Philip  took  a  house — a  whole 
liouse  to  himself — Philip's  mother-in-law  proposed  to  come  and  stay 
with  him,  and  said  that,  wishing  to  be  beholden  to  no  one,  she 
would  pay  for  her  board  and  lodging.  But  Philip  deoline<l  this 
treat,  representing,  justly,  that  his  present  house  wa.s  no  bii^ger 
than  his  former  lodgings.  " My  poor  love  is  d\'ing  to  have  me." 
Mrs.  Bavnes  remarked  on  this.  *'  But  her  husband  is  so  cruel  t«> 
her,  and  keeps  her  under  such  terror,  that  she  dares  not  call  her  life 
her  own."  Cruel  to  her  !  Charlotte  was  the  happiest  of  the  happy 
in  her  little  liouse.  In  consequence  of  his  parliament;! ry  success, 
Philip  went  regularly  to  chambers  now,  in  the  fond  hope  that  more 
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briefs  might  come.  At  chambers  he  likewise  conducted  the  chief 
business  of  his  Review ;  and,  at  the  accustomed  hour  of  his  return, 
that  usual  little  procession  of  mother  and  child  and  nurse  would  be 
seen  on  the  watch  for  him ;  and  the  young  woman — the  happiest 
young  woman  in  Christendom — would  walk  back  clinging  on  her 
husband's  arm. 

All  this  while  letters  came  from  Philip's  dear  father  at  New 
York,  where,  it  ap[)eared,  he  was  engaged  not  only  in  his  profession, 
but  in  various  speculation8,  with  which  he  was  always  about  to 
make  his  fortune.  One  day  Philip  got  a  new8{>a]>er  advertising  a 
new  insurance  company,  and  saw,  to  his  astonishment,  the  announce- 
ment of  "Counsel  in  London,  Philip  Firmin,  Esq.,  Parchment 
Buildings,  Temple."  A  paternal  letter  promise<l  Philip  great  fees 
out  of  this  insurance  company,  but  I  never  heanl  that  poor  Philip 
was  any  the  richer.  In  fact  his  friends  advised  him  to  have  nothing 
to  do  with  this  insurance  c^om^uiny,  and  to  make  no  allusion  to  it  in 
his  letters.  "  They  feartnl  the  Danai,  and  the  gifts  they  brought," 
as  old  Firmin  would  have  said.  They  had  to  imj>ress  upon  Philip 
an  abiding  mistnust  of  that  wily  old  (rn^ek,  his  father.  Firmin 
senior  always  wrote  hoj)efully  and  magnificently,  and  persisted  in 
l»elieving  or  declaring  that  ere  vrr>'  long  he  should  have  to  announce 
to  Philip  that  his  fortune  wjis  made.  He  spe(*ulated  in  Wall  Street, 
I  don't  know  in  what  shares,  inventions,  mines,  railways.  One 
day,  some  few  months  after  his  migration  to  Milman  Street,  Philip, 
blushing  and  han<dng  down  his  head,  had  to  tell  me  that  his  fiither 
ha<l  drawn  n]>on  him  again.  Had  he  not  paid  up  his  shares  in  a 
certain  mine,  they  would  have  been  forfeite<i,  an<l  he  and  hi$  ton 
after  him  would  have  lost  a  certain  fortune,  old  Danaus  said.  I 
fear  an  artful,  a  long-bow-pulling  Danaus.  What,  shall  a  man  have 
birth,  wealth,  friends,  high  ponition,  and  end  so  that  we  dare  not 
leave  him  alone  in  the  room  with  our  sp<K)ns  ?  "  An<i  you  have 
inid  this  bill  which  the  old  man  drew  t "  we  asked.  Yes,  Philip 
had  paid  the  bill.  He  vowe<l  he  would  pay  no  more.  But  it  was 
not  difficult  to  see  that  the  Doctor  would  draw  more  bills  upon  this 
accommodating  banker.  "  I  dread  the  letters  which  begin  with  a 
flourish  about  the  fortune  which  he  is  jimt  going  to  make,"  Philip 
said.  He  knew  that  the  old  pan^nt  prcfacol  his  demands  for  money 
in  that  way. 

Mention  has  been  ma4le  of  a  great  me<lical  discovery  which  he 
had  announoe<l  to  his  corres])ondent,  Mrs,  Brandon,  and  by  which 
the  Doctor  declared  as  usual  that  he  was  alx>ut  to  make  a  fortime. 
In  New  York  and  Boston  he  had  tried  experiments  which  had  been 
attended  with  the  most  astonishing  success.  A  remedy  was  <lis- 
oovered,  the  mere  sale  of  which  in  Europe  and  America  must  bring 
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mn  immaiBe  leTenue  to  the  fortmuite  infoitDn.  For  the  kfia 
whom  Mn.  Bnuidon  attended,  the  remedy  mm  of  pricelew  rtim. 
He  would  send  her  some.  Hia  friend,  CkpCain  Moi9n,  of  the 
Southampton  packet-ship,  wouhl  hmg  her  aome  of  thia 
medidne.  Let  her  try  it  Let  her  show  the  aooompaaying 
to  Dr.  Qoodenough — to  any  of  hia  brother  phjaiciaiia  In 
Though  himself  an  exile  from  hia  country,  he  lofed  it^  and  was 
proud  in  being  aUe  to  confer  upon  it  one  of  the  grenteafc  hlennigi 
with  which  science  had  endowed  mankind. 

Goodenough,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  had  anch  a  miatmit  of  his 
confirm  that  he  chose  to  disbeUeve  any  atatement  Flrmin  made. 
*'  I  don't  believe,  my  good  Brandon,  the  fellow  baa  iioiit  enoiigh  to 
light  upon  any  scientific  discovery  more  useful  than  a  new  aanee  for 
cutlets.  He  invent  anything  but  fibs,  never!"  You  aee  thif 
Qoodenougfa  is  an  obstinate  old  heatlien;  and  when  he  haa  once 
found  leaaon  to  mistrust  a  man,  he  fiir  ever  after  dediiieB  to 
believe  him. 

However,  the  Doctor  is  a  man  finr  ever  on  the  look-out  fior  more 
knowledge  of  his  profession,  and  for  more  remediea  to  benefit  man- 
kind :  he  hummed  and  ha'd  over  the  pamphlet,  as  the  Little  Sister 
sat  watching  him  in  his  study.  He  clapped  it  down  after  a  whOe, 
and  slapped  his  hands  on  his  little  l^ps  aa  hia  wont  ia.  **  Bnndoa," 
he  says,  ''  I  think  tliere  is  a  great  deal  in  it^  and  I  think  so  the 
more  because  it  turns  out  that  Firmin  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
discovery,  which  has  been  maile  at  Boston."  In  fact,  Dr.  Firmin, 
late  of  LoD(lon,  hail  only  been  present  in  the  Boston  hospital,  wherp 
the  experiments  were  made  with  the  new  remedy.  He  had  crieil 
'*  halves,"  and  pn>pose<l  to  sell  it  as  a  secret  remedy,  and  the  brittle 
which  he  forwarded  to  our  friend  the  Little  Sister  was  labeUed 
"  Firmin'a  Anodyne."  What  Finnin  did,  indeed,  was  what  he  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  doing.  He  had  taken  another  man's  property, 
and  was  encleavouring  to  make  a  flourish  with  it.  The  Little  Sister 
returned  home,  then,  with  lier  bottle  of  Chloroform — for  this  was 
what  Dr.  Firmin  chose  to  call  his  discovery,  and  he  had  sent  home 
a  specimen  of  it ;  as  he  sent  home  a  cask  of  petroleum  from  Virsdnia  : 
as  he  sent  proposals  for  new  railways  upon  which  he  promised  Philip 
a  munificent  commission,  if  his  sou  could  but  place  the  shares 
amongst  his  friends. 

And  with  regard  to  these  valuables,  the  sanguine  Doctor  c«>t 
to  believe  that  he  really  was  endowing  his  son  with  lar^e  sums  of 
money.  '*  My  boy  has  set  up  a  house,  and  has  a  wife  and  two 
children,  the  young  jackanapes ! "  he  would  say  to  people  in  New 
York ;  '*  as  if  he  hati  not  been  extravagant  enough  in  former  days ! 
When  I  married,  I  had  private  means,  and  married  a  nobleman's 
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niece  with  a  large  fortune.  Neither  of  these  two  young  folks  has  a 
penny.  Well,  well,  the  old  fistther  must  help  them  as  well  as  he 
can ! "  And  I  am  told  there  were  ladies  who  dropped  the  tear  of 
sensibility,  and  said,  "  What  a  fond  father  this  Doctor  is  !  How  he 
sacrifices  himself  for  that  scapegrace  of  a  son  !  Think  of  the  dear 
Doctor  at  his  age,  toiling  cheerfully  for  that  young  man,  who  helped 
to  ruin  him  ! "  And  Firmin  sighed ;  and  passed  a  beautiful  white 
handkerchief  over  his  eyes  with  a  beautiful  white  hand ;  and,  I 
believe,  really  cried ;  and  thought  himself  quite  a  good,  affectionate, 
iigured  man.  He  held  the  plate  at  church ;  he  looked  very  hand- 
some and  tall,  and  bowed  with  a  charming  melancholy  graoo  to  the 
ladies  as  they  put  in  their  contributions.  The  dear  man !  His 
plate  was  fuller  than  other  people  s — so  a  traveller  told  us  who  saw 
him  in  New  York ;  and  described  a  very  choice  dinner  which  the 
Doctor  gave  to  a  few  friends,  at  one  of  the  smartest  hotels  just  then 
opened. 

With  all  the  Little  Sister's  good  management  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Philip  were  only  able  to  instal  themselves  in  their  new  house  at  a 
considerable  expense,  and  beyond  that  great  King^'oiHl  piano  which 
swaggered  in  Philip's  little  drawing-room,  I  am  constrained  to  say 
that  there  was  scarce  any  furniture  at  all.  One  of  the  railway 
accounts  was  not  fiaid  as  yet,  and  |>oor  Philip  could  not  feed  upon 
mere  paper  promises  to  |my.  Nor  was  he  inclined  to  accept  the 
offers  of  private  friends,  who  were  willing  enough  to  be  his  bankers. 
**One  in  a  family  is  enough  for  that  kind  of  business,''  he  said 
gloomily  ;  and  it  came  out  that  again  and  again  the  interesting  exile 
at  New  York,  who  was  deploring  his  son's  extravagance  and  foolish 
marriage,  had  drawn  bills  upon  Philip  whi(*h  our  friend  accepted 
and  paid — bills,  who  knows  to  what  amount  ?  He  has  never  told ; 
ami  the  engaging  parent  who  robbed  him — must  I  use  a  word  00 
unpolite  1 — will  never  now  tell  to  what  extent  he  helped  himself  ta 
Philip's  small  means.  This  I  know,  that  when  autumn  came — 
when  September  was  past — we  in  our  cosy  little  retreat  at  the  sea- 
side received  a  letter  from  the  Little  Sister,  in  her  dear  little  bad 
spelling  (about  which  there  used  to  be  somehow  a  ^mthos  which  the 
very  finest  writing  does  not  possess) ;  there  came,  I  say,  a  letter 
from  the  Little  Sister  in  which  she  told  us,  with  many  dashes,  that 
dear  Mrs.  Philip  and  the  children  were  pining  and  sick  in  London, 
and  "  that  Philip,  he  had  too  much  pride  and  sperit  to  take  money 
from  any  one ;  that  Mr.  Tregan'un  was  away  travelling  on  the  Con- 
tinent, and  that  wretch — that  monster,  i/au  knoxo  who—  have  drawn 
upon  Philip  again  for  money,  and  again  he  have  paid,  and  the  dear 
dear  children  can't  have  fresh  air." 

"  Did  she  tell  you,"  said  Philip,  brushing  his  hands  across  his 
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eyes  wlien  a  friend  cftme  to  raiioiiBlnta  with  liiiii :  '"did  ■!»  Id 
yoa  tbat  the  brought  me  money  hend(  bat  we  iroold  not  on  it? 
Look !  I  have  her  little  marriage  gift  yonder  in  my  desk,  and  pny 
God  I  shall  be  able  to  kafe  it  to  my  ehildien.  The  htt  k,tht 
Doctor  has  drawn  upon  me  as  usosl ;  he  is  goiag  to  make  a  isrtaK 
nert  week.  I  have  paid  snother  biD  of  Us.  The  pariJamentMy 
agents  are  oat  of  town,  at  their  moors  in  Sootlsnd,  I  aoppoae.  The 
air  of  BuBsdl  Square  is  uncommonly  wlioleBome»  and  when  the 
babies  have  had  enou^  of  that,  why,  th^  mast  diaqge  it  Ibr 
Brunswick  Square.  Talk  about  the  eoimtiy !  what  coantry  can  be 
more  quiet  than  Guilford  Street  in  SeptemlMrt  I  streCdi  oat  of  s 
morning,  and  breathe  the  moantain  air  on  Tiodgate  Hin.**  Asd 
with  time  dismal  pleasantries  and  jokes  our  friend  chose  to  pot  a 
good  &ce  upon  bad  fortune.  The  kinsmen  of  Ringwood  offered 
hospitality  Idndly  enough,  bat  how  was  poor  I%ilip  to  pay  imilway 
expenses  finr  servants,  babies,  and  wife!    In  this  strait  Tregarvan 

from  abroad,  having  found  out  some  monstroos  design  of  Ross 

of  the  Great  P6wer  of  which  he  stood  in  daily  tenor,  and  whidi,  as 
we  are  in  strict  amity  with  that  Power,  no  otiier  Power  shall  indoee 
me  to  name— Trogsrvan  wrote  to  his  editor,  and  communicated  to 
him  in  omfidence  a  most  prodigious  and  ne&rious  plot  against  the 
liberties  of  all  the  rest  of  Europe,  in  which  the  Power  in  question 
was  engaged,  and  in  a  postscript  added,  '*  ^  the  way,  the  Midiad- 
mas  quarter  is  due,  and  I  send  you  a  cheque,"  te.  &c.  O  precioos 
poBtscript ! 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you  it  would  be  so  ? "  said  my  wife,  with  a  self- 
satisfied  air.     **  Was  I  not  certain  that  succour  would  come  t " 

And  succour  did  come,  sure  enough ;  and  a  very  happy  little 
party  went  down  to  Brighton  in  a  second-class  carriage,  and  got  an 
extraordinary  cheap  loilging,  and  the  roses  came  back  to  the  little 
pale  cheeks,  and  mamma  was  wonderfully  inrigorated  and  refreshed, 
as  all  her  friends  could  have  seen  when  the  little  fiimily  came  back 
to  town,  only  there  was  such  a  thick  dun  fog  that  it  was  impossible 
to  see  complexions  at  all. 

When  the  shooting  season  was  come  to  an  end,  the  parliamentary 
agents  who  had  employed  Philip  came  back  to  London  ;  and,  I  am 
happy  to  say,  gave  him  a  checiue  for  his  little  account.  My  wife 
cried,  "  Did  I  not  tell  vou  so  f "  more  than  ever.  "  Is  not  everv- 
thing  for  the  best  ?     I  knew  dear  Philip  would  prosper  I " 

Everything  was  for  the  best,  was  it  ?  Philip  was  sure  to  prosper, 
was  he  ?  What  do  you  think  of  the  next  news  which  the  poor 
fellow  brought  to  us  ?  One  night  in  December  he  came  to  us,  and 
I  saw  by  his  fece  that  some  event  of  importance  had  befallen  him. 

*'I  am  almost  heart-broken,"  he  said,  thumping  on  the  table 
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when  the  young  ones  had  retreated  from  it.  **  I  don't  know  what 
to  do.  I  have  not  told  you  all.  I  have  paid  four  bills  for  him 
already,  and  now  he  lias — he  has  signed  my  name." 

"  Who  has  ? " 

"  He  at  New  York.  You  know,"  said  poor  Philip.  "  I  tell 
you  he  has  put  my  name  on  a  bill,  and  without  my  authority." 

"  Gracious  heavens !     You  mean  your  father  has  for "  I 

could  not  say  the  word. 

"  Yes,"  groaned  Philip.  "  Here  is  a  letter  firom  him  ; "  and  he 
handed  a  letter  across  the  table  in  the  Doctor's  well-known  hand- 
writing. 

'*  Dearest  Philip,''  the  father  wrote,  ''  a  sad  misfortune  has 
be&llen  me,  which  I  had  hoped  to  conceal,  or,  at  any  rate,  to  avert 
from  my  dear  son.  For  you,  Philip,  are  a  participator  in  that  mis- 
fortune through  the  imprudence — must  I  say  iti— of  your  father. 
Would  I  had  struck  off  the  hand  which  has  done  the  deed,  ere  it 
had  been  done !  But  the  fault  has  taken  wings  and  flown  out  of 
my  reach.  Imn^eritus,  dear  boy,  you  have  to  suffer  for  the  delicta 
majcrum.  All,  that  a  father  should  have  to  own  his  fault;  to 
kneel  and  ask  pardon  of  his  son  ! 

'*I  am  engaged  in  many  speculations.  Some  have  succeeded 
beyond  my  wildest  hopes :  some  have  taken  in  the  most  rational, 
the  most  prudent,  the  least  sanguine  of  our  capitalists  in  Wall 
Street,  and  promising  the  greatest  results  have  ended  in  the  most 
extreme  failure !  To  meet  a  call  in  an  undertaking  which  seemed 
to  offer  the  most  certain  prospecth  of  success,  which  seeme<l  to 
promise  a  fortune  for  me  and  my  l>oy,  and  your  dear  children,  I  put 
in  amongst  other  securities  which  I  had  to  realise  on  a  nudden,  a 
bill,  on  which  I  use<l  your  name.  I  date<l  it  as  dniwn  six  months 
back  by  me  at  New  York,  on  you  at  Pan'limcnt  Buildings,  Temple ; 
and  I  wrote  your  acceptance,  as  though  the  signature  were  yours. 
I  give  myself  up  to  you.  I  tell  ycm  what  I  have  done.  Make  the 
matter  public.  Give  ray  confession  to  the  world,  as  here  I  write, 
and  sign  it,  and  your  father  is  branded  for  ever  to  the  world  as 
a Spare  me  the  wonl ! 

"  As  I  live,  as  I  hope  for  your  forgiveness,  long  ere  that  bill 
liecame  due — it  is  at  five  months'  date,  for  £386.  4s.  M,  value 
received,  and  dated  from  the  Temple,  on  the  4th  of  July—  I  {tassed 
it  to  one  who  promised  to  keep  it  until  I  myself  should  redeem  it ! 
The  commission  which  he  charge<l  me  was  enomiova,  rtifrally ;  and 
not  content  with  the  immense  interest  which  he  extorted  from  me, 
the  scoundrel  has  passed  the  bill  away,  and  it  is  in  Europe,  in  the 
bands  of  an  enemy. 
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"Ton  nmembo-  Tufton  Hiintl  Yea.  You  mnrt  jmHf 
itiMd  him.  Tbo  wretch  lately  made  his  detested  appearaK* 
in  tluB  tity,  mmoriitbti  with  tfte  loaal  of  the  base,  and  endeKTOOiHi 
to  renmrn  im  dd  prarlicr  of  thrtatt,  eajoUrie*,  and  extortion' 
Ib  A/atal  Aomr  tbe  ▼illain  hrani  of  the  bill  of  which  I  hav«  nrwd 
joo.  He  pnnhaMd  it  from  the  gambler  to  vhcun  it  ha>l  bfca 
imimA  Am  Naw  York  was  speedily  too  hot  to  hold  him  (far  tkr 
mHkajgiy  ■•«»  Aa*  Mvrn  left  me,  to  pay  hit  AoUl  *eore)  be  hu  floi 
— Mtd  fled  to  Ennqie — taking  with  bim  thitt  fatal  Nil,  which  U 
mj%  bo  knoWB  yon  irill  pay.  Ah  '.  denr  Philip,  if  that  bill  vei» 
but  ODce  oat  of  the  wretch's  handB,  what  Bleepless  houre  of  ago&.T 
dHmld  I  be  i^and]  I  pmy  you,  I  implore  you,  tnake  ererr 
Tf^JH"  to  meet  it !  Y»u  will  n»t  disown  it?  No.  As  you  harr 
duUran  of  jroor  own — Myoa  lore  tbam — jm  wmld  not  «iffii^ 


"  I  hmre  ft  ahua  in  a  gnat  mwdital  diteowtrf,*  "gp»»WMg  wUch 
I  ksTO  written  to  OOF  friend,  Hn.  BluidaB,  aad  iriddi  ie  env  to 
leeliae  •■  imnKnae  pn^t,  •»  iBtrodnoed  iab>  Kwi^wJ  by  «  plijadn 
■o  vd  kxiwii — nuty  I  not  i^,  profaaioaaBT,  reyrteJ  a*  wnffmlft 
Hm  veqr  fint  profits  reeiilting  from  tint  dboowtj  I  \mmam,tm 
wj  bonooT,  to  derote  to  yoo.  Tbey  will  tnj  mob  far  etorw  tina 
npay  tiw  loee  whidi  my  impradmee  baa  brao^t  on  b^  dear  boy. 
^reweK !     Lore  to  your  wife  and  little  oua. — G.  B.  F." 


CHAPTER  XXXVII 

SEC  PLESA  CRUORIS  HIRUDO 

THE  reading  of  this  precious  letter  filled  Philip's  friend  with 
an  inward  indignation  which  it  was  very  hunl  to  control  or 
disguise.  It  is  no  pleasant  task  to  tell  a  gentleman  that  his 
father  is  a  rogue.  Old  Firmin  woidd  have  been  hange<l  a  few  years 
earlier,  for  practices  like  these.  As  you  talk  with  a  very  great 
sc*oundrel,  or  with  a  madman,  has  not  the  resfiected  readier  some- 
times reflected,  with  a  grim  self-humiliation,  how  the  fellow  is  of 
our  own  kind ;  and  homo  est  f  Let  us,  dearly  lieloved,  who  are 
outside — I  mean  outside  the  hulks  or  the  asylum — he  thankful  that 
we  have  to  ])ay  a  Itarber  for  snipping  our  hair,  and  are  entrusted 
with  the  choice  of  the  cut  of  our  own  jerkins.  As  poor  Philip  read 
his  fiither*8  letter,  my  thought  was:  **And  I  can  remember  the 
soft  white  hand  of  the  scoundrel,  which  has  just  been  forging  his 
own  son's  name,  putting  sovereigns  into  my  own  palm,  when  I  was 
a  schoolboy.  **  I  always  liked  that  man : — but  the  story  is  not  de 
me — it  regards  Philip. 

"You  won't  pay  this  billl"  Philip's  friend  indignantly  said, 
then. 

"  What  can  I  do  t "  says  poor  Phil,  shaking  a  sail  head. 

'*You  are  not  worth  five  hundred  pounds  in  the  world,"  re- 
marks the  friend. 

"Who  ever  said  I  wast  I  am  worth  this  bill,  or  my  credit 
is,"  answers  the  victim. 

**  If  you  pay  this,  he  will  draw  more." 

"  I  daresay  he  will :  "  that  Firmin  admits. 

"  And  he  will  continue  to  draw  as  long  as  there  is  a  drop  of 
blood  to  be  had  out  of  you." 

"Yes,"  owns  poor  Philip,  putting  a  finger  to  his  lip.  He 
thought  I  might  be  about  to  speak.  His  artless  wife  and  mine 
were  conversing  at  that  moment  ufion  the  respective  merits  of  some 
sweet  chintzes  which  they  had  seen  at  Shoo] bred 's,  in  Tottenham 
Court  Road,  and  which  were  so  cheap  and  pleasant,  and  lively  to 
kwk  at !  Really  those  drawing-room  curtains  would  cost  scarcely 
anything !     Our  Regulus,  you  see,  before  stepping  into  his  torture- 


<c 


664  THE   ADVENTURES  OF   PHILIP 

tab,  was  sniiliiig  on  his  fijenda,  and  taUdng  nplidsteiy  witii  i 
cbeerM  mnirking  ooontenanoe.  On  diintSi  or  aome  other  hooMiioU 
enand,  the  ladies  went  prattUng  off:  but  there  waa  no  oare^  anv 
Ibr  husband  and  chQdien,  in  Chailotte's  poor  little  innoeent  hart 
just  then. 

''  Nice  to  hear  her  taUdng  about  sweet  drawing-nMm  chintae^ 
isn't  it!"  says  Philipi  <<ShaU  we  tiy  Shoolbrad's  or  the  otfav 
sh<^ I**    And  then  he  laughs.     It  was  not  a  rerj  iirdy  laivglL 

''Tou  mean  that  you  are  deteimined,  then,  on " 

On  acknowledghig  my  tignaiurBt  Of  eoune^"  aaja  Phifim 
if  erer  it  is  presented  to  me^  I  would  own  it"  And  haiiag 
formed  and  announced  this  lesdution,  I  knew  my  stubborn  ftiend 
too  well  to  think  that  he  erer  would  riiirk  it 

The  most  exasperating  part  of  the  matter  was,  that  howerer 
generously  Philip's  friends  mi^^t  be  disposed  towards  him,  they 
oould  not  in  this  case  give  him  a  helping  hand.  The  Doctor  would 
draw  more  bills,  and  more.  As  sure  as  FhiUp  supplied,  the  pamt 
would  ask ;  and  that  devouring  dragon  of  a  Doctor  had  stomach 
enou^  for  the  blood  of  all  of  us,  were  we  inclined  to  give  it 
In  fiiict,  Philip  saw  as  much,  and  owned  everything  with  his  nsml 
candour.  **I  see  what  is  going  on  in  your  mind,  old  boy,"  the 
poor  fellow  said,  "as  well  as  if  you  spoke.  You  mean  that  I  am 
helpless  and  irreclaimable^  and  doomed  to  hopeless  ruin.  So  it 
would  seem.  A  man  can't  escape  his  fote,  friend,  and  my  fiUher 
has  made  mine  for  me.  If  I  manage  to  struggle  through  the  pay- 
ment of  this  bill,  of  course  he  will  draw  another.  My  only  chance 
of  escape  is,  that  he  should  succeed  in  some  of  his  speculations. 
As  he  is  always  gambling,  there  may  be  some  luck  for  him  odc 
day  or  another.  He  won't  benefit  me,  then.  That  is  not  his  way. 
If  he  makes  a  coup,  he  will  keep  the  money,  or  spend  it.  He 
won't  give  me  any.  But  he  ^411  not  draw  upon  me  as  he  does 
now,  or  send  forth  fancy  imitations  of  the  filial  autograph.  It  is 
a  blessing  to  have  surli  a  father,  i:>n't  it?  I  say.  Pen,  as  I  think 
from  whom  I  am  descended,  and  look  at  your  spoons,  I  am 
astonishetl  I  have  not  put  any  of  them  in  my  pocket  You  leave 
me  in  the  room  with  'em  quite  unprotectccl.  I  say,  it  is  quite 
affecting  the  way  in  which  you  and  your  dear  wife  have  confidence 
in  me."  And  with  a  bitter  execration  at  his  fate,  the  poor  fellow 
pauses  for  a  moment  in  his  lament. 

His  father  was  his  fsde,  he  seemed  to  think,  and  there  were 
no  means  of  averting  it  "  You  remember  that  picture  of  Abraham 
and  Isaac  in  the  Doctor's  study  in  Old  Parr  Street?"  he  would 
say.  *'My  patriarch  bis  tied  me  up,  and  had  the  knife  in  me 
repeatedly.     He  does  not  sacrifice  me  at  one  operation ;  but  there 
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will  be  a  final  one  some  day,  and  I  shall  bleed  no  more.  It's  gay 
and  amusing,  isn't  it  t  Especially  when  one  has  a  wife  and  children." 
I,  for  my  part,  felt  so  indignant,  that  I  was  minded  to  advertise 
in  the  papers  that  all  acceptances  drawn  in  Philip's  name  were 
forgeries ;  and  let  his  father  take  the  consequences  of  his  own  act. 
But  the  consequences  would  have  been  life  imprisonment  for  the 
old  man,  and  almost  as  much  disgrace  and  ruin  for  the  young  one, 
as  were  actually  impending.  He  pointed  out  this  clearly  enough  ; 
nor  could  we  altogether  gainsay  his  dismal  logic.  It  was  better,  at 
any  rate,  to  meet  his  bill,  and  give  the  Doctor  warning  for  the 
future.  Well :  perhaps  it  was ;  only  sup|>06e  the  Doctor  should 
take  the  warning  in  good  part,  accept  the  rebuke  with  perfect 
meekness,  and  at  an  early  opportunity  commit  another  forgery  t 
To  this  Philip  replied  that  no  man  could  resist  his  fate :  that 
he  had  always  expecte<l  his  own  doom  through  his  father :  that 
when  the  elder  went  to  America  he  thought  possibly  the  chann  was 
bn)ken  ;  "  but  you  see  it  is  not,"  groaned  Philip,  "  and  my  father's 
emissaries  reach  me,  and  I  am  still  under  the  spell."  The  bearer 
of  the  bowitring,  we  know,  was  on  his  way,  and  would  deliver  his 
grim  message  ere  long. 

Having  frequently  succeeded  in  extorting  money  from  Dr. 
Firmin,  Mr.  Tufton  Hunt  thought  he  could  not  do  lietter  than 
follow  his  banker  across  the  Atlantic ;  and  we  need  not  describe 
the  annoyance  and  rage  of  the  Doctor  on  finding  this  black  care 
still  behind  his  back.  He  hiul  not  much  to  give :  indeetl  the  sum 
which  he  took  away  with  him,  and  of  which  he  roblted  his  son  and 
his  other  cre<litors,  was  but  small ;  but  Hunt  was  l)ent  upon  having 
a  portion  of  this  ;  and,  of  course,  hinted  that,  if  the  Dx*tor  refused, 
he  wouhl  curry  to  the  New  York  prens  the  particulars  of  Finnin's 
early  career  and  latest  defalcations.  Mr.  Hunt  hail  licen  under  the 
gallery  of  the  House  of  Commons  half-a-dozen  tiniCK,  and  knew  our 
public  men  by  sight.  In  the  course  of  a  pretty  long  and  disreput- 
able career  he  had  learneil  anecdotes  regarding  members  of  the 
aristocracy,  turf-men,  and  the  Hke ;  and  he  offered  to  sell  this 
precious  knowledge  of  his  t4»  more  than  one  Ameri(*an  {miiht,  as 
other  amiable  exiles  from  our  country  have  done.  But  Hunt  was 
too  old,  and  his  stories  t<K)  stale  for  the  New  York  public.  They 
dated  from  George  IV.,  and  the  boxing  and  coaching  times.  He 
found  but  little  market  for  his  wares ;  and  the  tiiM^y  {mrson  reeled 
from  tavern  to  bar,  only  the  obj^'t  of  scorn  to  ytmnger  n'probates 
who  despised  his  old-fashioned  stories,  and  couhl  top  them  with 
blackguardism  of  a  much  more  modern  date. 

After  some  two  years'  sojouni  in  the  UiiitcHl  States,  this  worthy 
felt  the  passionate  longing   to   revisit    his  native  i-ountry   which 
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genenHM  hetrts  often  ezporience^  ud  made  hie  way  ftom  LiicipiNl 
to  Loodoa ;  and  when  in  London,  directed  hie  atepa  to  tiM  hamt 
of  the  Little  Sister,  of  which  he  ezpeeted  to  find  Philip  still  aa 
inmate.  Although  Hunt  had  been  once  kicked  out  of  the  pnmmm, 
he  felt  little  ahame  now  aboat  reentering  them.  Hie  had  that  ia 
his  pocket  which  would  ensure  him  leafiectftd  hdutTioar  from  Phffip 
What  were  the  drcumstanoes  under  which  that  fixged  hUl  wm 
obtained!  Was  it  a  speculation  between  Hunt  and  PUlip^a  fttfarl 
Did  Hunt  suggest  tha^  to  screen  the  dder  Flrmin  from  ^vam 
and  ruin,  Philip  would  assuredly  take  the  bUl  npt  That  a  ftigBd 
aignature  was,  in  fiict,  a  better  document  than  a  genuine  aeeepCaaoet 
We  shall  never  know  the  truth  rqgarding  tlds  transactioB  now. 
We  have  but  the  statementa  of  the  twopartieB  coneemed ;  and  as 
both  of  them,  I  grieye  to  say,  are  entirely  unworthy  of  credit,  we 
must  remain  in  ignorance  regarding  this  matter.  Perhaps  Hnat 
forged  Philip's  acceptance:  perhaps  his  unhappy  frther  wrote 
it :  perimps  the  Doctor's  story  that  the  '  paper  waa  extorted 
from  him  waa  true,  perhaps  felse.  What  matters!  Both  the  mea 
have  passed  away  from  amongst  us,  and  will  write  and  speak  no 
more  lies. 

Caroline  was  abaent  from  home,  when  Hunt  paid  hia  fint  fiat 
after  lus  return  from  America.  Her  servant  described  the  maa, 
and  his  appeaianoe.  Mrs.  Brandon  felt  sure  that  Hunt  waa  her 
visitor,  and  foreboded  no  good  to  I%ilip  from  the  parson's  airivaL 
In  former  days  we  have  seen  how  the  Little  Sister  bad  found  fiivoor 
in  the  eyes  of  this  man.  The  besotted  creature,  shunned  of  men, 
stained  with  crime,  drink,  debt,  had  still  no  little  vanity  in  his 
composition,  and  gave  himself  airs  in  the  tavern  parlours  which  be 
frequented.  Because  he  had  been  at  the  University  thirty  yean 
ago,  his  idea  was  that  he  was  superior  to  ordinary  men  who  had 
not  harl  the  benefit  of  an  education  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge ;  and 
that  the  *' snobs,"  as  he  called  them,  respected  him.  He  would 
assume  grandiose  airs  in  talking  to  a  tradesman  ever  so  wealthy : 
8i)eak  to  such  a  man  by  his  surname ;  and  deem  that  he  honoured 
him  by  his  patronage  and  conversation.  The  Little  Sister's  grammar, 
I  have  told  you,  was  not  good ;  her  poor  little  A's  were  sadly  irre> 
gular.  A  letter  was  a  painful  task  to  her.  She  knew  how  ill  she 
performe<l  it,  and  that  she  was  for  ever  making  blunders. 

She  would  invent  a  thousand  funny  little  pleas  and  excuses  for 
her  faults  of  writing.  With  all  the  blunders  of  spelling,  her  little 
letters  had  a  pathos  which  somehow  brought  tears  into  the  eyes. 
The  Rev.  Mr.  Hunt  Mleved  himself  to  be  this  woman's  8ux>erior. 
He  thought  his  University  education  gave  him  a  claim  upon  her 
respect,  and  dnipeil  himself  and  swaggered  before  her  and  others  in 
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hia  dingy  college  gown.  He  had  paraded  his  Master  of  Arts  d^ree 
in  many  thousand  tavern  parlours,  where  his  Greek  and  learning  had 
got  him  a  kind  of  respect.  He  ^mtronised  landlords,  and  strutted 
by  hostesses'  bars  with  a  vinous  leer  or  a  tipsy  solemnity.  He 
must  have  been  very  far  gone  and  debased  indeed  when  he  coidd 
still  think  that  he  was  any  living  man's  better : — he,  who  ought 
to  have  waited  on  the  waiters,  and  blacked  •  Boots's  own  shoes. 
When  he  had  reached  a  certain  stage  of  licjuor  he  commonly  began 
to  brag  about  the  University,  and  recite  the  titles  of  his  friends  of 
early  days.  Never  was  kicking  more  ri^'hteously  administereti  than 
that  which  Philip  once  bestowed  on  this  miscreant.  The  fellow 
took  to  the  gutter  as  naturally  as  to  his  bed,  Firmiu  used  to  say ; 
and  vowed  that  the  washing  there  was  a  novelty  which  did  him 
good. 

Mrs.  Brandon  soon  found  that  her  surmises  were  correct  regard- 
ing her  nameless  visitor.  Next  day,  as  she  was  watering  some 
little  flowers  in  her  window,  she  looked  from  it  into  the  street, 
where  she  saw  the  shambling  parson  leering  up  at  her.  When  she 
saw  him  he  took  off  his  greasy  hat,  and  made  her  a  bow.  At  the 
moment  she  saw  him,  she  felt  that  he  was  come  upon  some  errand 
hostile  to  Philip.  She  knew  he  meant  mischief  as  he  looke«l  up 
with  that  sodden  face,  those  bloodshot  eyes,  those  unshorn  griu- 
oing  lips. 

She  might  have  been  inclined  to  faint,  or  disposed  to  scream, 
or  to  hide  herself  from  the  man,  the  sight  of  whom  she  loathe<l. 
She  did  not  faint,  or  hide  herself,  or  cry  out :  but  she  instantly 
nodded  her  head  and  smiled  in  the  most  engaging  manner  on  that 
unwelcome  dingy  stranger.  She  went  to  her  dooT ;  she  opened  it 
(though  her  heart  beat  so  that  you  might  have  heard  it,  as  she  told 
her  friend  afterwanls).  She  stood  there  a  moment  an^hly  smiling 
at  him,  and  she  beckoned  him  into  her  house  with  a  little  gesture 
of  welcome.  '*Law  bless  us"  (these,  I  have  reason  to  believe, 
were  her  very  words) — "  Law  bless  us,  Mr.  Hunt,  where  ever  have 
you  been  this  ever  so  long?''  And  a  smiling  fiwe  hxiked  at  him 
resolutely  from  under  a  neat  cap  and  fresh  ribbon.  Why,  I  know 
some  women  can  smile  and  look  at  ease  when  they  sit  down  in  a 
dentist's  chair. 

"Law  bless  me,  Mr.  Hunt,"  then  says  the  artless  creature, 
"who  ever  would  have  thought  of  seeing  you,  I  do  declare  ! "  And 
she  makes  a  nice  cheery  little  curtsey,  and  looks  quite  gay,  pleaseil, 
and  pretty ;  and  so  did  Judith  look  gay,  no  doubt,  and  smile  and 
prattle  before  Holofemes ;  and  then  of  course  she  said,  "  Won't  you 
step  inf  And  then  Hunt  swag)2^re<l  up  the  steps  of  the  house, 
and   entered  the  little  parlour,   into  which   the  kind  readier  has 
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often  hoesk  oonducted,  with  its  neat  little  oraementiy  iti  pie- 
tareBy  ite  gliiitffliing  corner  cupboerd,  and  its  weD-acniblnd  ekiniiK 
furnitare. 

''How  is  the  CSaptain!"  aebi  the  man  (alone  in  the  coi^— y 
iji  this  Little  Sister,  the  lellow'a  own  heart  bqpui  to  beaft^  and  hk 
Uoodahot  eyes  to  glisten). 

He  had  not  hnrd  aboat  poor  pat  ''That  shown  how  kmg  joa 
have  been  away ! "  Mrs.  Brandon  remarios  and  mentiooa  Ae  dile 
€i  her  father's  ftital  illness.  Tes :  she  was  alone  now,  and  had  t» 
care  for  herself;  and  straightway,  I  have  no  donbt»  Mnk  Bnadoa 
asked  Mr.  Hunt  whether  he  would  "  talEe"  anything.  Indeed,  thst 
good  littie  woman  was  finr  ever  pressiog  her  fHenda  to  "take" 
something  and  would  have  thooght  the  laws  of  hospitality  Tiobted 
unless  she  had  made  this  offer. 

Hunt  was  never  known  to  refuse  a  proposal  of  this  sort.  He 
would  take  a  taste  of 'something— of  something  warm.  He  had 
had  fever  and  ague  at  New  York,  and  the  malady  hung  about  him. 
Mrs.  Brandon  was  straightway  very  much  interested  to  hear  about 
Mr.  Hunt's  complaint^  and  knew  that  a  oomfbrtaUe  glass  waa  voy 
efficacious  in  removing  threatening  fever.  Her  nimble  neat  little 
hands  mixed  him  a  cup.  He  could  not  but  see  what  a  trim  little 
housekeeper  she  was.  "  Ah,  Mrs.  Brandon,  if  I  had  had  midi  a 
kind  friend  watching  over  me,  I  should  not  be  such  a  wreck  as  I 
am!"  he  sighed.  He  must  have  advanced  to  a  second,  nay,  a 
third  glass,  when  he  sighed  and  became  sentimental  re}^;arding  his 
own  unhappy  condition  ;  and  Brandon  owned  to  her  friends  after- 
wards that  she  made  those  glasses  very  strong. 

Having  '*  taken  something,"  in  considerable  quantities,  then. 
Hunt  condescended  to  ask  how  his  hostess  was  getting  on,  and 
how  were  her  lodgers  ?  How  she  was  getting  on  ?  Brandon  drew 
the  most  cheerful  picture  of  herself  and  her  circumstances.  The 
aptirtmeuts  let  well,  and  were  never  empty.  Thanks  to  good  Dr. 
GlooJenough  and  other  friends,  she  had  as  much  professional  occu- 
pation as  she  could  desire.  Since  you  know  who  has  left  the 
country,  she  said,  her  mind  had  been  ever  so  much  easier.  As  long 
as  he  was  near,  she  never  felt  secure.  But  he  was  gone,  and  bad 
luck  gi)  with  him  !  said  this  vindictive  Little  Sister. 

*'  Was  his  son  still  lodging  upstairs?"  asketl  Mr.  Hunt. 

On  this,  what  does  Mrs.  Brandon  do  but  begin  a  moet  angry 
attack  upon  Philip  and  his  family.  He  lodge  there  \  No,  thank 
goodness !  She  had  had  enough  of  him  and  his  wife,  with  her  airs 
and  graces,  and  the  children  cr>ing  all  night,  and  the  fiimiture 
spoiled,  and  the  bills  not  even  paid !  "  I  wanted  him  to  think  tliat 
me  and  Philip  was   friends   no   longer;  and   Heaven  forgive  me 
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for  telling  stories !  I  know  this  fellow  means  no  good  to  Philip ; 
and  before  long  I  will  know  xohat  he  means,  that  I  will,"  she 
vowed. 

For,  on  the  very  day  when  Mr.  Hunt  paid  her  a  visit,  Mrs. 
Brandon  came  to  see  Philip's  friends,  and  acquaint  them  with 
Hunt's  arrival.  We  could  not  be  sure  that  he  was  the  bearer  of 
the  forged  bill  with  which  |)oor  Philip  was  threatened.  As  yet 
Hunt  had  made  no  allusion  to  it.  But,  though  we  are  far  from 
sanctioning  deceit  or  hypocrisy,  we  own  that  we  were  not  very 
angry  with  the  Little  Sister  for  employing  dissimulation  in  the 
present  instance,  and  inducing  Hunt  to  believe  that  she  was  by 
no  means  an  accomplice  of  Philip.  If  Philip's  wife  piardoned  her, 
ought  his  friends  to  be  less  forgiving?  To  do  right,  you  know  you 
must  not  do  wrong;  though  I  own  this  was  one  of  the  cases  in 
which  I  am  inclined  not  to  deal  very  hardly  with  the  well-meaning 
little  criminal. 

Now,  Charlotte  had  to  pardon  (and  for  this  fault,  if  not  for 
some  others,  Charlotte  did  most  heartily  panlon)  our  little  friend, 
for  this  reason,  that  Brandon  most  wantonly  maligned  her.  When 
Hunt  asked  what  sort  of  wife  Philip  had  marrie<l,  Mrs.  Brandon 
declared  that  Mrs.  Philip  was  a  pert  odious  little  thing ;  that  she 
gave  herself  airs,  neglected  her  children,  bullied  her  husband,  and 
what  not ;  and,  finally,  Brandon  vowed  that  she  disliked  Charlotte, 
and  was  very  glad  to  get  her  out  of  the  house ;  and  that  Philip 
was  not  the  same  Philip  since  he  married  her,  and  that  he  gave 
himself  airs,  and  was  rude,  and  in  all  things  led  by  his  wife ;  and 
to  get  rid  of  them  was  a  good  riddance. 

Hunt  gracefiiUy  suggested  that  quarrels  between  landladies  and 
tenants  were  not  unusual ;  that  lodgers  sometimes  did  not  pay 
their  rent  punctually  ;  that  others  were  unreasonably  anxious  about 
the  consumption  of  their  groceries,  liquors,  and  so  forth  ;  and  little 
Brandon,  who,  rather  than  steal  a  pennyworth  from  her  Philip, 
would  have  cut  her  hand  off,  laughed  at  her  guest's  joke,  and  pre- 
tended to  be  amused  with  his  knowing  hints  that  («he  was  a  rogue. 
There  was  not  a  word  he  said  but  she  received  it  with  a  gracious 
acquiescence :  she  might  shudder  inwanlly  at  the  leering  familiarity 
of  the  odious  tipsy  wretch,  but  she  gave  no  outward  sign  of  dij«gust 
or  fear.  She  adlowed  him  to  talk  as  much  as  he  would,  in  hopes 
that  he  would  come  to  a  subject  which  deeply  intercMted  her.  She 
asked  about  th^  Doctor,  and  what  he  was  doing,  and  whether  it 
was  likely  that  he  would  ever  be  able  to  pay  back  any  of  that 
money  which  he  had  taken  from  his  son?  And  she  spoke  with 
an  indifferent  tone,  pretending  to  be  very  busy  over  some  woiic 
at  which  she  was  stitching. 
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Oh,  you  aie  still  hankering  after  himy"  aaja  the  dMfJMi^ 

winkiiig  a  bloodshot  eye. 

"  Huikering  after  that  old  man !  What  ahoold  I  care  ftr  Inl 
Aa  if  he  haven't  done  me  harm  enough  already  I  **  criea  poor  OanGM. 

''Tea.  But  women  don't  dislike  a  man  the  want  iat  a  litlfe 
ill-usage,"  suggests  Htmt  No  doubt  the  feDow  had  made  his  own 
experiments  on  woman's  fidelity. 

"Well,  I  suppose,"  says  Brandon,  with  a  toss  of  her  head, 
«  women  may  get  tired  as  well  as  men,  mayn't  th^t  I  foimd  ool 
that  man,  and  wearied  of  him  yean  aiid  years  ago.  Another  littie 
drop  out  of  the  green  bottle^  Mr.  Hunt !  It's  very  good  iat  agne- 
fever,  and  keeps  the  odd  fit  off  wonderM ! " 

And  Hunt  drank,  and  he  talked  a  little  mote — much  more: 
and  he  gave  his  opinion  of  the  elder  FInnin,  and  spoke  of  hii 
chances  of  success,  and  of  his  rage  finr  speculations,  and  doubted 
whether  he  would  ever  be  able  to  lift  his  head  again — ^though  he 
might,  he  might  stilL  He  was  in  the  country  where,  if  ever  a 
man  could  retrieve  himsdf,  he  had  a  chance.  And  Philip  wai 
giving  himself  airs,  was  he!  He  was  always  an  arrogant  ch^s 
that  Mr.  Philipi  And  he  had  left  her  houset  and  waa  gone  e?cr 
so  long!  and  where  did  he  live  now f 

Then  I  am  sorry  to  say  Mn.  Brandon  naked,  how  should  dU 
know  where  Philip  lived  now!  She  believed  it  was  near  Gny'i 
Inn,  or  Lincoln's  Inn,  or  somewhere ;  and  she  was  for  turning  the 
conyereation  away  from  this  subject  altogether ;  and  sought  to  do 
80  by  many  lively  remarks  and  ingenious  little  artifices  which  I  can 
imagine,  but  which  she  only  in  part  acknowledged  to  me,  for  you 
must  know  that  as  soon  as  her  visitor  took  leave — to  turn  into  the 
"Admiral  Byng''  public-house,  and  renew  acquaintance  with  the 
worthies  assembled  in  the  parlour  of  that  tavem — Mrs.  Brandon  ran 
away  to  a  cab,  drove  in  it  to  Philippe  house  in  Milman  Street,  where 
only  Mrs.  Philip  was  at  home,  and  after  a  banale  conversation 
with  her,  which  puzzled  Charlotte  not  a  little,  for  Brandon  would 
not  say  on  what  errand  she  came,  and  never  mentioned  Hunts 
arrival  and  visit  to  her,  the  Little  Sister  made  her  way  to  another 
cab,  and  presently  made  her  appearance  at  the  house  of  Philip's 
friends  in  Queen  Square.  And  here  she  informed  me  how  Hunt 
had  arrived,  and  how  she  was  sure  he  meant  no  good  to  Philip,  and 
how  she  ha<l  told  certain — certain  stories  which  were  not  founded 
in  fact — to  Mr.  Hunt ;  for  the  telling  of  which  fibs  I  am  not  about 
to  endeavour  to  excuse  her. 

Though  the  interesting  clergyman  had  not  said  one  word  regard- 
ing that  bill  of  which  Philip's  father  had  warned  him,  we  believed 
that  the  document  was  in  Hunt's  possession,  and  that  it  would  be 
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produced  in  due  season.  We  happened  to  know  where  Philip  dined, 
and  sent  him  word  to  come  to  us. 

"What  can  he  mean?"  the  people  asked  at  the  table — a 
bachelors'  table  at  the  Temple  (for  Philip's  good  wife  actually 
encouraged  him  to  go  abroad  from  time  to  time,  and  make  merry 
with  his  friends).  '*  What  can  this  mean  1  '*  and  they  read  out  the 
scrap  of  pa{)er  which  he  hod  cast  down  as  he  was  summoned  away. 

Philip's  correspondent  wrote : — 

"  Dear  Phiup, — I  believe  the  bearer  op  the  bowstring  has 
arrived ;  and  has  been  with  the  L.  S.  this  very  day." 

The  L.  S.I  the  bearer  of  the  bowstring t  Not  one  of  the 
bachelors  dining  in  Parchment  Buildings  could  rea4l  the  riddle. 
Only  after  receiving  the  scrap  of  paper  Philip  had  jumfied  up  and 
left  the  room :  and  a  friend  of  ours,  a  sly  wag  and  Don  Juan  of 
Pump  Court,  offered  to  take  odds  that  there  was  a  lady  in  the  case. 

At  the  hasty  little  council  which  was  convened  at  our  house  on 
the  receipt  of  the  news,  the  Little  Sister,  whose  instinct  had  not 
betrayed  her,  was  made  acquainted  with  the  precise  nature  of  the 
danger  which  menaced  Philip ;  and  exhibited  a  fine  hearty  wrath 
when  she  heard  how  he  proposed  to  meet  the  enemy.  He  had  a 
certain  sum  in  hand.  He  would  borrow  more  of  his  friends,  who 
knew  that  he  was  an  honest  man.  This  bill  he  would  meet, 
whatever  might  come;  and  avert  at  least  this  disgrace  from  his 
fiitber. 

What  ?  Give  in  to  those  rogues  ?  Leave  his  children  to  starve, 
and  his  poor  wife  to  turn  drudge  and  house-servant,  who  was  not 
tit  for  anything  but  a  fine  lady  ?  (There  was  no  love  lost,  you  see, 
between  these  two  ladies,  who  both  love^l  Mr.  Philip.)  It  was  a 
sin  and  a  shame !  Mrs.  Brandon  averred,  and  declared  she  thought 
Philip  had  been  a  man  of  more  spirit.  Philip's  friend  has  before 
stated  his  own  private  sentiments  reganling  the  calamity  which 
menace<l  Firmin.  To  |>ay  this  bill  was  to  bring  a  dozen  more  down 
upon  him.  Philip  might  as  well  resist  now  as  at  a  later  day. 
Such,  in  fact,  was  the  opinion  given  by  the  reader's  very  humble 
servant  at  command. 

My  wife,  on  the  other  hand,  took  Philip's  side.  She  was  very 
much  movecl  at  his  announcement  that  he  would  forgive  his  fitther 
this  once  at  least,  and  endejivour  to  cover  his  sin. 

"  As  you  hope  to  Iw  forgiven  yourself,  dear  Philip,  I  am  sure 
you  are  doing  right,"  Laura  said ;  "  I  am  sure  Charlotte  will 
think  so." 

"  Oh,  Charlotte,  Charlotte ! "  interposes  the  Little  Sister,  rather 
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peenBhlj;  "of  000x86,  Mn.  Philip  thinki  idiatew  her  Imifand 
tells  her!" 

"  In  hiB  own  time  of  trial  Philip  has  been  mefc  with  wamiaM 
•uooour  and  kindneiw,"  Lauim  urged.  "See  how  one  Hhaag  ate 
anothtf  haa  contribated  to  hdp  him!  When  he  wanted,  then 
were  friends  always  at  his  need.  If  he  wanta  again,  I  am  sore  mj 
hosband  and  I  will  share  with  him."  (I  nu^  hare  made  a  W17 
&Ge  at  this ;  for  with  the  best  feelingi  towaxda  a  man,  and  tbst 
kind  of  thing,  you  know  it  is  not  always  oonvaiiflnt  to  be  ItaSag 
him  fife  or  six  hundred  pounds  without  aecuri^.)  ^My  desr 
husband  and  I  will  share  with  him,"  goes  on  Mrs.  Lamm  ;  **  woa^ 
we,  Arthurt  Tes,  Bnuidon,  that  we  wilL  Be  sure,  ChaxloCte  aad 
the  children  shall  not  want  because  Philip  coven  his  fiithef^a  wna^ 
and  hides  it  from  the  world !  Qod  bkas  yon,  desr  friend ! "  sad 
what  does  this  woman  do  nezt^  and  befi»e  her  huaband^  fiwel 

Actually  she  goes  up  to  Philip ;  At  takes  his  hand — and ^WcO, 

what  took  place  helm  my  own  ^yes,  I  do  not  choose  to  write  down. 

''She's  encouiaging  him  to  luin  the  chOdren  for  the  sake  of 
that— that  wicked  old  brute !"  cries  Mis.  Brandon.  "Ifa  enoi«h 
to  pioToke  a  saint,  it  is ! "  And  she  sdses  up  her  bonnet  from  the 
taUe^  and  daps  it  on  her  head,  and  walks  out  iji  the  room  in  a 
little  tempest  of  wrath. 

My  wife,  dasping  her  hands,  whispem  a  few  words,  whidi  ssy : 
"Foigire  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  foigive  them  who  trespaBB 
against  us." 

"Yes,"  says  Philip,  very  much  moved.  "It  is  the  Diyine 
order.  You  are  right,  dear  Laura.  I  have  had  a  weary  time: 
and  a  terrible  gloom  of  doubt  and  sadness  over  my  mind  whilst  I 
have  been  debating  this  matter,  and  before  I  had  determined  to  do 
as  you  would  have  me.  But  a  great  weight  is  off  my  heart  since 
I  have  been  enabled  to  see  what  my  conduct  should  be.  What 
hundreds  of  stniggling  men  as  well  as  myself  have  met  with  losBes, 
and  faced  them !  I  will  pay  this  bill,  and  I  will  warn  the  drawer 
to— to  spare  me  for  the  future." 

Now  that  the  Little  Sister  had  gone  away  in  her  fit  of  indigna- 
tion,  you  see  I  was  left  in  a  minority  in  the  council  of  war,  and 
the  opposition  was  quite  too  strong  for  me.  I  b^^an  to  be  of  the 
migority's  opinion.  I  daresay  I  am  not  the  only  gentleman  who 
has  been  led  round  by  a  woman.  We  men  of  great  strength  of 
mind  very  frequently  are.  Yes :  my  wife  convinced  me  with 
passages  from  her  text-book,  admitting  of  no  contradicdon  accoid' 
ing  to  her  judgment,  that  Philip's  duty  was  to  forgive  his  &ther. 

"And  how  lucky  it  was  we  did  not  buy  the  chintzes  that  day!'* 
says  Laura,  with  a  laugh.     "  Do  you  know  there  were  two  which 
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were  so  pretty  that  Charlotte  could  not  make  up  her  mind  which 
of  the  two  she  would  take  ? " 

Philip  roared  out  oue  of  his  laughs,  which  made  the  windows 
shake.  He  was  in  great  spirits.  P^or  a  man  who  was  going  to 
ruin  himself,  he  wiis  in  the  most  enviahle  good-humour.  Did 
Charlotte  know  alx)ut  this — this  claim  which  was  impending  over 
him  ?  No.  It  might  make  her  anxious, — poor  little  thing  !  Philip 
had  not  told  her.  He  had  thought  of  concealing  the  matter  from 
her.  What  neml  was  there  to  disturb  her  rest,  poor  innocent  child  ? 
You  see,  we  aU  treated  Mrs.  Charlotte  more  or  less  like  a  child. 
Philip  played  with  her.  J.  J.,  the  painter,  coaxed  and  dandled 
her,  so  to  speak.  Tlie  Little  Sirtter  loved  her,  but  certainly  with  a 
l4>ve  that  was  not  respectful ;  and  Charlotte  took  everybody's  good- 
will with  a  pleasant  meekness  and  sweet  smiling  content.  It  was 
not  for  Laura  to  give  advicre  to  man  and  wife  (as  if  the  woman  was 
not  always  givin<c  lectures  to  Philip  ami  his  young  wife  !) ;  but  in 
the  present  instance  she  thought  Mrs.  Philip  certainly  ought  to 
know  what  Philip's  real  situation  was  ;  what  danger  was  menacing ; 
**  and  how  a<lniirable  and  right,  an<l  Christian — and  you  will  have 
your  rewanl  for  it,  dear  Philip  ! "  interjects  the  enthusiastic  lady — 
"  your  conduct  has  been  ! " 

When  we  came,  as  we  straightway  <lid  in  a  cab,  to  Charlotte's 
house,  to  expound  the  matter  to  her,  goodness  bless  us !  she  was 
not  shocked,  or  anxious,  or  frightened  at  all.  Mrs.  Brandon  had 
just  been  with  her,  and  told  her  of  what  was  happenhig,  and  she 
had  said,  "  Of  course,  Philip  ought  to  help  his  father  ;  ami  Brandon 
had  gone  away  quite  in  a  tantrum  of  angtT,  and  had  really  been 
quite  rude ;  and  she  should  not  pardon  her,  only  »\\e  knew  how 
dearly  the  Little  Sister  loved  Philip ;  and  of  course  they  must  help 
Dr.  Finnin  ;  and  what  dreadful  dreadful  distress  he  must  have 
been  in  to  do  as  he  did  !  But  he  had  warned  Philip,  you  know," 
and  so  forth.  "  And  as  for  the  chintzes,  Lauru,  why  I  sup|>ose  we 
must  go  on  with  the  old  shabby  covers.  You  know  they  will  do 
very  well  till  next  year."  This  was  the  way  in  which  Mrs.  Charlotte 
received  the  news  which  Philip  Irnd  concealed  from  her,  lest  it  should 
terrify  her.  As  if  a  loving  woman  was  ever  very  much  frightentil 
at  being  called  upon  to  share  her  husband's  misfortune ! 

As  for  the  little  case  of  forjrery,  I  don't  believe  the  young  i»erw»n 
could  ever  be  got  to  see  the  heinous  nature  of  Dr.  Finnin's  offencr. 
The  desperate  little  logician  se<>nied  rather  to  pity  the  father  than 
the  son  in  the  business.  *'  How  dreadfidly  prcHs^^l  he  must  have 
been  when  he  did  it,  ]n>oT  man  ! "  she  said.  "  To  \ye  sure,  he  ought 
not  to  have  done  it  at  all ;  but  think  of  his  net^ssity  !  That  is 
what  I  said  to  Brandon.     Now,  there's  little  Philips  cake  in  the 
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niphoanl  whii'li  you  hrought  him.  Now  suppose  pap*  was 
hungry,  ami  wfiit  uid  took  snitie  wiUiout  asluag  Philly,  he  trou 
be  ati  rery  wrung,  I  thiuk,  would  he !  A  child  ie  gliu)  taauf 
gJTe  for  hb  father,  isu't  he  1  Ami  whcu  1  »ud  this  to  Bm: 
she  was  so  rude  and  violent,  I  redly  have  nopatieuw  with 
And  she  forg?t«  that  I  am  a  lady,  sjid  "  &r.  &c.  So  it  appc 
the  Little  Si:«tfr  had  maile  a  desperaW  allcmpt  to  bring 
Charlotte  to  her  siile,  waa  still  mindeil  to  rescue  Philip  in  spi 
himself,  and  had  gone  ofT  in  wrath  at  her  defeat. 

We  looked  to  the  Dot'tor'B  letters,  and  ascertained  the  date  ol 
biU.  It  luul  crossed  the  water  and  would  be  at  Philip's  do 
a  very  few  days.  Had  Hunt  brought  it  1  The  nscid  w\)uld  I 
it  presented  through  some  regular  chiiutiel,  no  doubt :  and  PI 
:iDd  all  of  us  totte<l  itp  ways  and  means,  and  strove  to  nakt 
slender  figures  look  as  big  as  possible,  as  the  thrifty  housewife  ' 
a  patch  here  and  a  dam  there,  and  cuts  a  little  slice  out  of 
old  garment,  so  as  to  nuike  the  poor  little  frock  serve  for  vi 
wear.  We  had  so  much  at  the  banker's.  A  friend  nii^t  I 
with  a  little  a^vani^.  We  would  fairly  ask  a  loan  from 
Rtviev'.  We  were  in  a  scrape,  but  we  would  meet  it  Am 
with  resolute  hearts,  we  would  prepare  to  receive  the  Bean 
the  Bowstring. 


CHAPTER    XXX VII I 
THE    BHJRliR  OF  THE  BOirsTRlSG 

THE  poor  Little  Sister   trudged  away  from   Milman  Street 
exasperated  with  Philip,  with  Philippe  wife,  and  with  the 
determination  of  the  pair  to  accept  the  hopeless  ruin  inijiend- 
^orer  them.     ''Three  hundred  and  eighty -six  pounds  four  and 
threepence,"  she  thought,  '*  to  pay  for  that  wicked  old  villain  !    It  is 
Mre  than  poor  Philip  is  worth,  with  all  his  savings  and  his  little 
Hidoi  of  furniture.    I  know  what  he  will  do  :  he  will  borrow  of  the 
Money-lenders,  and  give  those  bills,  and  renew  them,  and  en<l  by  ruin. 
When  he  have  paid  this  bill,  that  old  villain  will  forge  another, 
•id  that  precious  wife  of  his  will  tell  him  to  pay  that,  1  8upIKJ(^> ; 
ind  those  little  darlings  will  be  begging  for  bread,  uidess  they 
eoiQe  and  eat  mine,  to  which — (rod  bless  them  ! — they  are  always 
Welcome."     She  calculated-  -it  was  a  sum  not  difficult  to  reckon — 
the  amount  of  her  own  little  store  of  saveil  ready  money.      To 
|)tj  four  hundred  pounds  out  of  such  an  income  as  Philip's,  she 
felt,  was  an  attempt  vain  and  impossible.     ''  And  he  mustn't  have 
my  floor  little  stocking  now,"  she  argued  ;  '*  they  will  want  that 
presently  when  their  pride  is  bn>ken  down,  as  it  will  be,  and  my 
darlings  are  hungering  for  their  dinner ! "     Revolving  this  dismal 
matter  in  her  mind,  and  scarce  knowing  where  to  go  for  I'omfort 
and  counsel,  she  made   her   way    to  her  g(M:d  friend,   Dr.   (i<hk1- 
enough,  and  found  that  worthy  man,  who  had  always  a  welcome 
for  his  Little  Sinter. 

She  found  Qoodenough  alone  in  his  great  dining-room,  taking  a 
very  slender  meal,  after  viHiting  his  hospital  and  his  fifty  imtients, 
among  whom  I  think  there  were  more  |N>or  than  rich  :  and  the  giKNi 
sleepy  Doctor  woke  up  with  a  vengt^an<*e,  when  he  heard  hin  little 
nurse's  news,  and  fire<l  (tff  a  volley  of  angry  language  againnt  Philip 
and  his  scoundrel  of  a  father  ;  *'  which  it  was  a  comfort  to  h<'ar 
him,"  little  Brandon  told  us  afterwanls.  Then  Goo<lenough  trotted 
out  of  the  dining-room  into  the  adjoining  library  and  consulting- 
room,  whither  his  old  friend  followinl  hini.  Then  he  pulle^l  out  a 
bonch  of  keys  and  o|)ene<l  a  8e<'retaire,  from  which  he  ttMik  a 
pftrchment-covered  volume,  on  which  /'.  iioadenongh^  AV/.,  M.D.^ 
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«M  wriU«B  in  ft  fine  lecilile  liand — bdU  which,   in   fact,  vm  • 
))Mtk«'s  book.      The  iu^'iJoii  nf  the  MS.   rolujoe  in  qn«tM  J 
miut  bxn  pleiaed  the  wortliy  iihyMiduii ;  far  a  >!riji  came  on 
renenUe  fcAtureB,  and  he  L^trji^-litway  ilrew  out  of  the  deak  « 
Tolnme  of  grey  p^ier,  on  eiuh  pu^  of  which  were  insmbed  tim  I 
hif^r  reapectafale  wuimb  of  Messrs.  Stumpr  twd  Rowdj-  luul 
of  LuDbftitl  Street,  Bu^ra.     On  a.  slip  of  grej  paper  the  Ooetat  | 
vrote  ft  preacriptioii  Sat  ft  drauglit,  stulim  mmrndu* — (a  draui^a—  \ 
DWik  my  ptoftMiitiy) — ^which  he  hnndtd  orer  to  his  little  friend. 

"Tbei^  TOO  little  feol!"  said  he.  "The  father  b  ft  nual, 
hot  the  boT  b  ft  Sm  fiUow  ;  and  >-ou,  jou  liltle  sUly  ihin^  I  moA 
help  in  tl^  bnaineM  rajn^  or  foa  wiQ  go  ad  nia  juuiwH  I 
kaoT  you  viUI  Ote  tiiia  to  the  ftlknr  fcr  hk  UD.  Or  aliy] 
How  much  moMy  b  thna  in  the  bouet  Perhape  dw  asht  aC 
SOtM  and  gdd  will  tempt  him  mote  ttiaB  ■  dtetpw."  And  the 
Doctor  mnpUed  bis  pockets  of  all  the  feea  wliidi  happened  to  ha 
thnein — I  dcn't  know  bow  mtsy  feei  of  ihiniBg  ihilBnip  lai 
Borodgn^  neatly  wi^ped  np  in  p^er ;  and  he  emptied  ft  diaw 
hi  wfaidi  thoe  was  morasihm'  and  gidd  :  and  he  tntted  np  tohii 
bedroon,  and  oarae  panliBft  pnacDtly,  dawnatam  with  «  ftt  fitda 
pocket4xMA  eontainiag  a  handle  of  notea,  and  wiA  eae  thia(  or 
another,  be  made  op  •  sum  of — I  wont  mwitioa  what ;  but  tUa 
anm  ot  maasj,  I  eajr,  he  thnat  into  the  litlie  Sirtat'a  hand,  ad 
mid,  "  Try  the  f^ow  with  tiiia,  little  Sater,  and  aee  if  yon  on 
get  the  bill  from  him.  Don't  say  it's  my  money,  or  the  Bcoondrel 
will  be  for  having  twenty  shillings  in  the  poiud.  Say  it's  youn, 
anil  there's  no  more  where  that  came  &om  ;  and  coax  him,  and 
wheedle  him,  and  tell  him  plenty  of  lies,  my  dear.  It  won't  break 
your  heart  to  do  that.  What  an  immortal  scoundrel  Bnimmell 
Firmin  is,  to  be  sure !     Though,  by  the  way,  in  two  more  caaea  at 

the  hospital  I  have  tried  that "    And  here  the  Doctor  wait  off 

into  a  professional  coaveisation  with  bis  &TOttrite  nurae,  which  I 
could  not  presume  to  repeat  to  any  non-medical  men. 

The  Little  Sister  bade  Ood  bless  Doctor  Qoodenougfa,  and  wiped 
her  glistening  eyes  with  her  handkerehief,  and  put  away  the  notes 
and  gold  with  a  trembling  Uttle  hand,  and  trudged  off  with  a  light- 
some step  and  a  happy  heart.  Arrived  at  Tottenham  Court  Road, 
she  thought,  shall  I  go  home,  or  shall  I  go  to  poor  Hra.  Philip  and 
take  her  this  money  %  No.  Their  talk  that  day  had  not  been  very 
pleasant :  words,  very  like  high  words,  had  passed  between  them, 
and  our  Little  Siater  had  to  own  to  herself  that  she  had  been  lather 
mile  in  her  late  colloquy  with  Cliariotte.  And  she  was  a  proud 
Little  Sister:  at  least  she  did  not  care  for  to  own  that  she  had 
been  hasty  or  disrespectful  in  her  conduct  to  that  young  woman. 
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She  had  too  much  spirit  for  that.  Have  wc  ever  said  tliat  our  little 
friend  was  exempt  from  the  prejudices  and  vanities  of  this  wicke<l 
woriti  ?  Well,  to  rescue  Philip,  to  secure  the  fatal  bill,  to  go  with 
it  to  Chariotte,  and  say,  "  There,  Mrs.  Philip,  there's  your  husband's 
liberty."  It  would  be  a  rare  triumph,  that  it  would  !  And  Philip 
would  promise,  on  his  honour,  that  this  should  be  the  last  and  only 
bill  he  would  pay  for  that  wretche<l  old  father.  With  these  happy 
thoughts  swelling  in  her  little  heart,  Mrs.  Bramion  made  her  way 
to  the  familiar  house  in  Thomhaugh  Street,  and  would  have  a  little 
bit  of  supper,  so  she  would  And  laid  her  own  little  cloth ;  and 
set  forth  her  little  forks  and  spoons,  which  were  as  bright  as  rubbing 
could  make  them ;  and  I  am  authorised  to  state  that  her  repast 
consisted  of  two  nice  little  lamb  chops,  which  she  purchased  from 
her  neighbour,  Mr.  Chump,  in  Tottenham  Court  Road,  after  a 
pleasant  little  conversation  with  that  gentleman  and  his  good  lady. 
And,  with  her  bit  of  supiier,  after  a  day's  work,  our  little  friend 
would  sometimes  indulge  in  a  glass — a  little  glass— of  something 
comfortable.  The  case-bottle  was  in  the  cupboani,  out  of  which  her 
}MX>r  pa  had  been  wont  to  mix  his  tumblers  for  many  a  long  day. 
So,  having  prepared  it  with  her  owa  hands,  down  she  sat  to  her 
little  meal,  tired  and  happy ;  and  as  she  thought  of  the  oc<;urrence8 
of  the  day,  and  of  the  rescue  which  had  come  so  opportunely  to  her 
beloved  Philip  and  his  children,  I  am  sure  she  said  a  grace  before 
her  meat 

Her  candles  being  lighted  and  her  blind  up,  any  one  in  the  street 
could  see  that  her  chamlx'r  was  occupied ;  and  at  al)out  ten  o'clock 
at  night  there  came  a  heavy  step  clinking  along  the  ])avement,  the 
sound  of  which,  I  have  no  doubt,  made  the  Little  Sister  start  a 
little.  The  heavy  foot  pause<l  before  her  window,  and  presently 
clattered  up  the  steps  of  her  door.  Then,  as  her  bell  rang — I 
consider  it  is  most  probable  that  her  cheek  flushed  a  little — she  went 
to  her  halUioor  and  oi)cn(*(l  it  herself  "  Lor',  is  it  you,  Mr.  Hunt  ? 
Well,  I  never !  that  is,  I  thought  you  might  amie.  Ri^ally,  now  " — 
and  with  the  m(x)nlight  behind  him,  the  din^y  Hunt  swaggered  in. 

"  How  comfortable  you  l(X)ked  at  your  little  table  ! "  says  Hunt, 
with  his  hat  over  his  eye. 

"  Won't  you  step  in  ami  sit  down  to  it,  and  take  something  t " 
asks  the  smiling  hostess. 

Of  course.  Hunt  would  take  something.  And  the  greasy  hat  is 
taken  off  his  head  with  a  floiuisli,  and  he  stnitn  into  the  iN)or  Little 
Sister's  little  room,  pulling  a  wisp  of  grizzling  hair,  and  endeavouring 
to  assume  a  careless  fashionable  look.  The  dingy  hand  liad  seixetl 
the  case-bottle  in  a  mcmient.  *'  What !  vou  do  a  little  in  this  wav, 
do  you?"  he  savs,  and  winkn  amiably  at  Mrs.  Bnmdon  and  the 
n  '  2  0 


578  THE  ADYBNTUBES   OF   PHILIP 

bottle.  She  takeB  e?er  ao  littlBi  ahe  owns;  and  lemiBdi  Ini  dT 
dkj9  which  he  niiiat  ranmnbery  whan  ahe  had  a  wine  glaai  oaft  dT 
poor  pa's  tumbler.  A  bright  Kttle  kettle  ia  mngtag  on  the  inf 
will  not  Mr.  Hunt  mix  a  fjitm  ftr  hinMelft  She  tnkna  a  bqc)ht 
beaker  fiom  the  coniar  cuplward,  wbkk  m  near  lier,  widi  bar  In^i 
hangiDg  from  it 

"Oh — bo!  thafa  whoe  we  keqi  the  ginniniab  k  itt*  aya  tk 
graceful  Hunt,  with  a  laugh. 

"  My  papa  alwaya  kept  it  there^"  aajra  OuroKne  naed^J*  And 
whilst  her  back  ia  turned  to  fetch  a  caniater  ftnm  the  cnpboaid,  ihe 
knows  that  the  aatute  Mr.  Hunt  haa  taken  the  oppuatunity  to  fl 
a  good  huge  meaanre  from  the  aquaie  bottto.  '*lfake  jomadf 
welcome,**  nyB  the  Littte  Siator,  in  her  gay  artteaa  way ;  ^thcR^f 
more  whoe  that  came  from!"  And  Hunt  diinka  Ida  hoataHft 
health ;  and  ahe  bowa  to  him,  and  amika,  and  aipa  a  fittk  ft«im  her 
own  gjaaa ;  and  the  littk  kdy  looka  quite  pretty,  and  may,  and 
bright.  Her  cheeka  are  like  applea,  her  figure  k  trim  and  granliil, 
and  always  attired  in  the  neateat-fitting  gown.  By  the  oomfortaUe 
llfjtkt  of  the  candlea  on  bar  aparkling  taUea,  yon  aoaree  aee  the  aihvr 
linea  in  her  light  hair,  or  the  marka  which  time  haa  made  rooad  her 
eyea.    Hunt  gaiea  on  her  with  admiration. 

"Why,"  aaya  he,  '*I  tow  yon  look  younger  and  ptettier  thaa 
when — ^when  I  aaw  you  firat** 

''Ah,  Mr.  Hunt!"  cries  Mra.  Brandon,  with  a  lluah  on  her 
cheek  which  becomes  it,  "  don't  recall  that  time,  or  that — ^that  wretch 
who  served  me  so  cruel  I " 

"  He  was  a  scoundrel,  Caroline,  to  treat  as  he  did  such  a  woman 
as  you  !  The  fellow  has  no  principle ;  he  was  a  Ivui  one  from  the 
beginning.  Why,  he  ruined  nie  as  well  as  you :  got  me  to  play  : 
run  nie  into  debt  by  introducing  me  to  his  fine  companions.  I  was 
a  simple  young  fellow  then,  and  thought  it  was  a  fine  thing  to  live 
with  fcllow-comui oners  and  noblemen  who  drove  their  tandems  and 
gave  their  grand  dinners.  It  was  he  that  led  me  astray,  I  tell  you. 
I  mis^ht  have  been  Fellow  of  my  college — had  a  living — marrieil 
a  good  wife — risen  to  be  a  bishop,  by  GJeorge! — for  I  had  great 
talents,  Caroline  ;  only  I  was  so  confounded  idle,  and  fond  of  tlie 
canls  and  the  bones." 

"  The  bones  1 "  cries  Caroline,  with  a  bewildered  look. 

"  The  dice,  my  dear !  *  Seven's  the  main '  was  my  ruin. 
*  Seven's  the  main,'  and  eleven's  the  nick  to  seven.  That  used  to 
be  the  little  game ! "  And  he  made  a  gracefiil  gesture  with  hi> 
empty  wine-glass,  as  though  he  were  tossing  a  pair  of  dice  on  the 
table.  ^'  The  man  next  to  me  in  lecture  is  a  bishop  now,  and  I 
couKl  knock  his  head  off  in  Greek  iambics  and  Latin  hexameters 
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toa     In  my  second  year  I  got  the  Latin  declamation  prize,  I  tell 
you 


"  Brandon  always  said  you  were  one  of  the  cleverest  men  at  the 
college.  He  always  said  that,  I  remember,"  remarks  the  lady,  very 
reqiectfully. 

"  Did  he  ?  He  did  say  a  good  woni  for  nie  then  ]  Brummell 
Firmin  wasn't  a  clever  man  ;  he  wasn't  a  reading  man.  Whereas  I 
would  back  myself  for  a  Sapphic  ode  against  any  man  in  my  coUoge 
— against  any  man !  Thank  you.  You  do  mix  it  so  uncommon 
hot  and  well,  there's  no  saying  no ;  indeed,  there  ain't !  Thougli  I 
have  had  enough — upon  my  honour,  I  have." 

'*  Lor' !  I  thought  you  men  could  drink  anything !  And  Mr. 
Brandon — Mr.  Firmin  you  said ?" 

'*  Well,  I  said  Brummel  Firmin  was  a  swell  somehow.  He  huti 
a  sort  of  grand  manner  with  him " 

''Yes,  he  had,^  sighed  Caroline.  And  I  daresay  her  thou^ts 
wandered  back  to  a  time  long  long  ago,  when  this  grand  gentleman 
had  captivated  her. 

"  And  it  was  trying  to  keep  up  with  him  that  ruined  me ! 
I  quarrelled  with  my  poor  old  governor  about  money,  of  course  ; 
grew  idle,  and  lost  my  fellowship.  Then  the  bills  came  down 
upon  me.  I  tell  you,  there  are  some  of  my  college  ticks  ain't 
paid  now." 

"  College  ticks  I     Law  ! "  ejaculates  the  kdy.     "  And " 

"  Tailors'  ticks,  taveni  ticks,  livery-stable  ticks — for  there  were 
fiimous  hacks  in  our  days,  and  I  used  to  hunt  with  the  tip-top  men. 
I  wasn't  bad  across  country,  I  wasn't.  But  we  ain't  kcfp  the  pa(*e 
with  those  rich  fellows.  We  try,  and  they  go  ahcail — they  ride  us 
down.  Do  you  think,  if  I  hadn't  been  ver}'  hanl  up,  I  would  have 
done  what  I  did  to  you,  Caroline  ?  You  p(X)r  little  innocent  suffiT- 
ing  thing.     It  was  a  shame.     It  was  a  shame ! " 

''Yes,  a  shame  it  was,"  cries  Caroline.  "And  that  I  never 
gainsay.     You  did  deal  hard  with  a  pcnir  girl,  both  of  you." 

"  It  was  rascally.  Hut  Firmin  wjis  the  worst.  Ho  ha<l  me  in 
his  power.  It  was  he  le<i  me  wnnig.  It  wum  he  drove  me  into 
debt,  and  then  abroad,  and  then  into  <}U —  into  gaol,  perhaiM :  and 
then  into  this  kind  of  thing."  ("  TIum  kind  of  thing  "  has  before 
been  explained  elegantly  to  signify  a  tumbler  of  hot  gn^^'.)  "And 
my  father  wouldn't  see  me  on  his  death-b(*d  ;  and  my  bmthers  and 
sisters  broke  with  me :  and  I  owe  it  all  to  Bnmimell  Firmin — all. 
Do  you  think,  after  ruining  me,  he  oughtn't  to  pay  me  ? "  and  again 
he  thumps  a  dusky  hand  upon  the  table.  It  niaile  <lin^  marks  on 
the  poor  Little  Sister's  B|)otleH8  tablecloth.  It  nibliwl  its  owner's 
foreheail,  and  lank  grizzling  hair. 
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"And  me,  Mr.   Huiitl     Whut  do  he  otp  mcl"  ask*  I 


"OaroliDel"  raies  Hunt,  "I  liaTp  made  Bminind  PtniAi|Bf' 
me  ft  good  bit  b«sh  ulnvidy,  liut  I'll  have  more  : "  :uid  he  thnmiad 
hia  bnut^  and  thni^t  \\ie.  h»utl  into  his  breaatpocki-t  as  he  qwkp, 
and  datched  »X  aranetliitii;  withiu. 

"  It  ia  there  I "  tlioui^ht  Caraline.  She  mi^it  tiirti  pak :  bai 
ba  did  not  remark  tier  juillor.  He  was  all  intent  on  drink,  «a 
Twiit7,  on  revenge. 

"  I  bare  him,  I  h^iv.  He  ovc^s  me  a.  good  bit :  and  h«  baa  pui 
me  ft  good  bit;  atnl  li«^  sIimII  pay  me  a  ip*)d  bit  more.  I>o  jun 
think  I  am  ft  Mom-  wI>i>  ivlit  he  niincl  ami  insaltt^l,  nn.I  iroot 
tereage  mTwlfl  Yaa  ahoald  haTo  aeen  hia  bea  wtaea  I  tmai 
up  at  New  York  at  the  ■Aatm'  Howk^'  and  aud,  'BraBudl,  eld 
Mlow,  here  I  am,*  I  nud :  and  bt  tiiiiied  aa  whits — ■■  whhe  m 
this  tftblecloUi.  TU  never  leave  joo,  nny  boy,'  I  aid.  'Oths 
fellows  may  go  fipm  yoo,  bat  old  Tom  Hmit  will  stick  to  joa. 
Let's  go  into  the  bar  and  have  a  diink  I '  and  be  wm  ofai^ed  to 
omie.  And  I  hftve  him  now  in  mj  power,  I  tdl  jokl  Aad  whm 
I  ear  to  him,  *  Bnimmell,  have  a  drink,'  drink  be  mnaL  Hh  haU 
old  bead  most  go  into  the  paO  I "  And  Hr.  Hunt  '■"g'Td  a  langh 
whidi  I  dareeajr  was  not  agreeable. 

Afto-  a  pause  he  went  on :  "  Cardine  I  Do  yon  hftta  Um,  I 
sajT  or  do  jou  like  a  fellow  who  deserted  you  and  treated  yon 
like  a  scoundrel  1  Some  women  da  I  could  tell  of  women  who 
<li>.  I  could  tell  fou  of  other  fellows,  perhaps,  but  I  won't.  Do 
you  hate  Bruinmell  Firmin,  that  bald-headed  Brum— hypocrite, 
and  that — thiit  insolent  niscnl  nlio  laid  hia  ham]  on  a  clergyman, 
and  an  old  man,  by  George,  :ind  hit  me — an^l  hit  me  in  that 
street  1  Do  you  hate  him,  I  suyl  Hoo!  hoo  1  hick!  Tve  got 
'em  both  ! — here,  in  my  pocket — both  ! " 

"You  hiive  got — what)"  jjasped  Caroline. 

"  I  have  got  their — hallo !  Mop,  what's  that  to  you  what  Tre 
guti"  And  lie  sinks  back  in  liia  cliair,  anil  grins,  and  leera,  ami 
triumphantly  tosses  his  gloss. 

"  Well,  it  ain't  much  to  me ;  1 — I  never  got  any  good  out 
of  either  of  'ecn  yet,"  says  poor  Caroline,  with  a  sinking  heart. 
"  Let's  talk  about  somebody  else  than  them  two  ptaguex.  Because 
you  were  a  little  merry  one  night — and  I  don't  mind  what  a 
gentleman  says  when  be  has  ha<l  a  glass — for  a  great  big  strong 
man  to  hit  an  old  one " 

"  To  strike  a  clergj-man  !  "  yells  Hunt 

"  It  was  a  shame — a  cowanlly  shame !  And  I  gave  it  him  for 
it,  I  promise  you  ! "  cries  Mrs.  Brandon. 
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"On  your  honour,  now,  do  you  hate  'emt"  cries  Hunt,  start- 
ing up,  and  clenching  his  fiHt,  ami  dropping  again  into  hi  a  chair. 

"  Have  I  any  reason  to  love  'em,  Mr.  Hunt  ?  Do  sit  down  and 
have  a  little " 

"No:  you  have  no  reason  to  like  *em.  You  hate  'em — I  hate 
*cm.  Look  here.  Promise — *pon  your  honour,  now,  Caroline — 
IVe  got  'era  both,  I  tell  you.  Strike  a  clergyman,  will  he  ?  Wliat 
<lo  you  say  to  that  ? " 

And  starting  from  his  chair  once  more,  and  supporting  himself 
as^ainst  the  wall  (where  hung  one  of  J.  J.'s  pictures  of  Philip), 
Hunt  pulls  out  the  greasy  pocket-book  once  more,  'and  fumbles 
amongst  the  greasy  contents :  and  as  the  ]Niper8  flutter  on  to  the 
floor  and  the  table,  he  ]MmncoR  down  on  one  ^ith  a  dingy  hand, 
and  yells  a  laugh,  and  says,  "  I've  cotche<l  you  !  That  s  it.  What 
do  you  say  to  that  ? — *  London,  July  4th. — Five  months  after  date, 
I  promise  to  pay  to '     No,  you  don't." 

"  La !  Mr.  Hunt,  won't  you  let  me  look  at  it  ? "  cries  the 
hostess.     "  Whatever  is  it  ?     A  bill  1     My  pa  had  plenty  of  'em." 

"  What  ?  with  candles  in  the  room  ?     No,  you  <lon't,  I  say." 

"  What  is  it !     Won't  you  tell  me  1 " 

"  It's  the  young  one's  acceptance  of  the  old  man's  draft,"  says 
Hunt,  hissing  and  laughing. 

"  For  how  much  ? " 

"  Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  four  three — that's  all ;  and  I 
guess  I  can  get  more  where  that  came  from  ! "  says  Hunt,  laughing 
more  and  more  cheerfully. 

"What  will  you  take  for  it?  I'll  buy  it  of  you,"  cries  the 
Little  Sister.  "  I — I've  seen  plenty  of  my  pa's  bills ;  and  I'll — 
111  discount  this,  if  you  like." 

"What!  are  you  a  little  discounter?  Is  that  the  way  you 
nuike  your  money,  and  the  silver  spoons,  and  the  nice  supi^er,  an<l 
everything  delightful  about  you?  A  little  discountess,  are  you— 
you  little  rogue  ?  Little  discountess,  by  George  !  How  much  will 
you  give,  little  dis<*ountess  ? "  And  the  reverend  gentleman  laughs 
ami  winks,  and  drinks  and  laughs,  and  tears  twinkle  out  of  his 
tipsy  old  eyes,  as  he  wii>cs  them  with  one  Imnd,  and  again  says, 
"  How  much  will  you  give,  little  tliscountess  ? " 

W*hen  poor  Caroline  went  to  her  cupl)oanl,  and  from  it  took 
the  notes  and  the  gi»ld  which  she  had  lia<l  we  know  fn)m  whom, 
ami  added  to  these  out  of  a  cunning  box  a  little  heap  of  her  own 
private  savings,  and  with  trembling  hands  poun*<l  the  notes,  and  the 
sovereigns,  and  the  shillings  into  a  dish  on  the  table,  I  never  heard 
accurately  how  nnicli  she  laid  down.  But  she  mtiKt  have  spreaii 
out  everything  she  ha<l  in  the  world  ;  for  she  felt  her  }iockets  and 
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emptied  than;  and,  tapping  her  head,  aha  apun  amilied  to  the 
capboaidy  and  took  from  thenoe  a  little  alote  of  apoona  and  iak% 
and  thai  a  faioodi,  and  then  a  waftdi;  and  aha  pOed  thaw  all  ly 
in  a  diah,  and  she  aaid,  *<  Now,  Mr.  Hnnt^  I  wfll  giro  joo  dl 
lor  that  IhH"  And  she  looked  up  at  Phflip^a  pMave^  widdi 
over  the  pancm'a  bloodahot  aa^  ftoa.  ^Tiike  theaa^*  dba  aaid, 
"and  giTe  me  that!  There'a  two  hundred  pound,  I  know;  and 
there'a  thurty-foor,  and  two  eighteen,  thirty-aiz  c^teeo,  and  theic^ 
the  plate  and  watch,  and  I  want  that  hOL" 

** What !  haTe  yoa  gpt  all  thia^  yon  little  dearl*  cried  Hnt» 
dropping  back  into  his  chair  again.  **  Why,  yoaVe  a  little  fatm^ 
by  Jove — a  pretty  little  fintime^  a  little  diaooonteaa,  a  litde  wiIb^ 
a  little  fbrtone.  I  aay,  Tm  a  Univeiflity  man;  I  ooold  wiite 
akaica  once  aa  well  aa  any  man.  Fm  a  gsntlenian.  I  aay,  hov 
much  have  yoa  got  t    Count  it  over  again,  my  dear." 

And  again  she  told  him  the  amount  of  the  gold,  and  the  notBi» 
and  the  ailTer,  and  the  number  of  the  poor  little  apoona. 

A  thought  came  acroaB  the  Show's  boosy  bndn :  **  If  you  oftr 
80  much,"  Basra  he,  "and  you're  a  little  diaooanteaa,  tiie  biD'a  worth 
more ;  that  ftUow  must  be  making  hia  fortune !  Or  do  you  know 
about  itt  I  aay,  do  you  know  about  itf  Na  IH  have  aij 
bond,  m  have  my  bond ! "  And  he  gave  a  tipay  imitatyfB  of 
Shylock,  and  lurched  back  into  hia  chair,  and  laughed. 

"  Let's  have  a  little  more,  and  talk  about  things,"  aaid  the  poor 
Little  Sister;  and  she  daintily  heaped  her  little  treasures  and 
arranged  them  in  her  dish,  and  smiled  upon  the  parson  laughing 
in  his  chair. 

"  Caroline/'  says  he,  after  a  pause,  "  you  are  stiU  fond  of  that 
old  bald-headed  scoundrel !  That's  it !  Just  like  you  women — 
just  like,  but  I  won't  telL  No,  no,  I  won't  tell !  You  are  fond 
of  that  old  swindler  still,  I  say !  Wherever  did  you  get  that  lot 
of  money  ?  Look  here  now — ^with  that  and  this  little  bill  in  my 
pocket,  there's  enough  to  carry  us  on  for  ever  so  long.  And  when 
this  money's  gone,  I  tell  you  I  know  who'll  give  us  more,  and  who 
can't  refuse  us,  I  tell  you.  Look  here,  Caroline,  dear  Caroline! 
Fm  an  old  fellow,  I  know ;  but  I'm  a  good  feUow :  I'm  a  classical 
scholar :  and  I'm  a  gentleman." 

The  classical  scholar  and  gentleman  bleared  over  his  words  as 
he  uttered  them,  and  with  his  vinous  eyes  and  sordid  lace  gave  a 
leer,  which  must  have  frightened  the  poor  little  lady  to  whom  he 
proffered  himself  as  a  suitor,  for  she  started  back  with  a  pallid  £ice, 
and  an  aspect  of  such  dislike  and  terror,  that  even  her  guest  rv- 
markwi  it. 

**  I  said  I  was  a  scholar  and  gentleman,"  he  shrieked  again.    '*Do 
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you  doubt  it  ?  I  am  as  good  a  man  aa  Bnimroell  Firmin,  I  say.  I 
ain't  00  tall.  But  111  do  a  copy  of  Latin  ak^aics  or  Greek  iambics 
against  him  or  any  other  of  my  weight.  Do  you  mean  to  insult 
me  ?  Don't  I  know  who  you  are  ?  Are  you  better  than  a  Master 
of  Arts  and  a  clergyman  ?  He  went  out  in  medicine,  Firmin  did. 
Do  you  mean  when  a  Master  of  Arts  and  classical  scholar  offers 
you  his  han<l  and  fortune,  that  you're  above  him  and  refuse  him, 
by  Georgel" 

The  Little  Sister  was  growing  bewildere<i  and  frightened  by 
the  man's  energy  and  horrid  looks.  "  Oh,  Mr.  Hunt !  "  she  crietl, 
"  see  here,  take  this !  See — there  are  two  hundred  and  tliirty — 
thirty-six  pounds  and  all  these  things !  Take  them,  and  give  me 
that  paper." 

'*  Sovereigns,  and  notes,  and  spoons,  and  a  watch,  and  what  I 
have  in  my  pocket — ami  that  ain't  much— and  Firmin's  bill! 
Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  four  three.  Its  a  fortune,  my  dear, 
with  economy  !  I  won't  have  you  going  on  being  a  nurse  and  that 
kind  of  thing.  I'm  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman — I  am — and  that 
place  ain't  fit  for  Mrs.  Hunt  We'll  first  8i>end  your  money.  No : 
we'll  first  spend  my  money — three  hundred  and  eighty-six  and — 
and  hang  the  change — and  when  that's  gone,  we'll  have  another 
bill  from  that  bald-headed  old  scoundrel :  and  his  son  who  struck  a 
poor  cler We  iri7/,  I  say,  Caroline — we " 

The  wretch  was  suiting  actions  to  his  wonis,  and  rose  once 
more,  advancing  towards  his  hostess,  who  shrank  back,  laughing 
half-hysterically,  and  retreating  as  the  other  neared  her.  Behind 
her  was  that  cupboani  which  had  contained  her  ixmr  little  treasure 
and  other  stores,  and  appended  to  the  lock  of  which  her  keys  were 
still  hanging.  As  the  bnite  approached  her,  she  flung  back  the 
cupboard-door  smartly  upon  him.  The  keys  stnick  him  on  the 
head ;  and  bleeding,  and  witli  a  curse  and  a  cry,  he  fell  back  on 
his  chair. 

In  the  cupboard  was  that  bottle  which  she  had  received  from 
America  not  long  since ;  and  about  which  she  hail  tjilked  with 
Goodenough  on  that  very  day.  It  had  been  used  twice  or  thrice 
by  his  direction,  by  hospital  surgeons,  and  under  her  eye.  She 
muidenly  seized  this  bottle.  As  the  ruftian  before  her  uttered  his 
imprecations  of  wrath,  she  poured  out  a  quantity  of  the  contents 
of  the  bottle  on  her  handkerchief.  She  said,  '*  Oh  !  Mr.  Hunt, 
have  I  hurt  you  ?  I  didn't  nioiin  it.  But  you  shouldn't  -  you 
shouldn't  frighten  a  lonely  woman  so !  Here,  let  me  liuthe  you ! 
Smell  this!  It  will — it  will  do  you — jrno<i — it  will  it  will, 
indeed."  The  handken'hicf  was  <>vor  bin  i'lu-o.  B<'wildcred  by 
drink  before,  the  fumes  of  the   liquor   which    he   wus   absorbing 
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aerred  almost  instantly  to  overoome  hinu  H0  stnig^ed  ftr  s 
moment  or  two.  "Stop — stopl  yonll  be  better  in  a  moasil^* 
she  whispered.  <*0h,  yes!  better,  qinte  better!"  She  aqpeoBi 
more  of  the  liquor  from  the  bottle  on  to  the  ImndkevdiieC  b  s 
minute  Hunt  was  quite  inanimata 

Then  the  little  pale  woman  leant  ofer  him,  and  took  tkepodst- 
book  out  of  his  pocket,  and  from  it  the  biD  whidi  bare  PUl9% 
name.  As  Hunt  lay  in  stupor  before  her,  she  now  aqneead  wn 
of  the  liquor  over  his  head ;  and  then  throat  the  bill  into  the  in^ 
and  saw  it  bum  to  ashes.  Then  ahe  put  back  the  poekeMiook  iaiD 
Hunfs  breast.  She  said  afterwards  that  she  neiver  Should  haie 
thou^t  about  that  Chloroform,  but  for  her  brief  coiifciaatkm  witt 
Dr.  Goodenough  that  eyenini^  regarding  a  case  in  whidk  dbe  hii 
employed  the  new  remedy  under  his  onkvL 

How  long  did  Hunt  lie  in  that  stoport  It  aeeosed  a  whole 
long  night  to  Caroline.  She  said  afterwards  that  tlie  tiioq^  of 
that  act  that  night  made  her  hair  grow  grey.  Poor  Htde  ha^  1 
Indeed,  she  would  have  laid  it  down  for  PhOip. 

Hunt,  I  suppose,  came  to  himself  when  the  Iwnillniai  Mef  wv 
withdrawn,  and  the  fumes  of  the  potent  liqnar  renaed  to  wwk  ei 
his  Inrain.  He  was  T«ry  much  frightened  and  bewikkrad.  ''mal 
was  it  t    Where  am  1 1 "  he  asked,  in  a  bosky  Toieeu 

*'  It  was  the  keys  struck  you  in  the  capboaid-door  whm  jm 
yon  ran  against  it,"  said  pale  Caroline.      ''Look!   yon  are  all 
bleeding  on  the  head.     Let  me  dry  it." 

"  No ;  keep  off !  "  cried  the  terrified  man. 

"  Will  you  have  a  cab  to  go  home  1  The  poor  gentkmna  Ut 
himself  against  the  cupboard-door,  Mary.  Tou  remember  him  here 
before,  don't  you,  one  night  ? "  And  Caroline,  with  a  shn^  pointed 
out  to  her  maid,  whom  she  had  summoned,  the  great  aqnara  bottle 
of  spirits  still  on  the  table,  and  indicated  that  there  lay  the 
of  Hunt's  bewilderment 

'*  Are  you  better  now  ?    Will  you — ^¥rill  you — ^take  « littto 
refreshment  ? "  askc<l  Caroline. 

"  No ! "  he  cric<l  with  an  oath,  and  with  ghuring  bloodabofe  cfes 
he  lurched  towanls  his  hat. 

"  Lor',  mum  !  whatever  is  it  ?  And  this  smell  in  the  room,  and 
all  this  here  heap  of  money  and  things  on  the  table  ? " 

Caroline  flung  0{>en  her  window.  "It's  medicine,  which  Dr. 
GkxMlenough  has  oniercd  for  one  of  his  patients.  I  must  go  and  aee 
her  to-night/'  she  said.  And  at  midnight^  looking  as  pole  as  death, 
the  Little  Sister  went  to  the  Doctor's  house,  and  roused  him  up  from 
his  bed,  and  told  him  the  story  here  narrated.  "  I  offered  him  all 
you  gave  me,"  she  said,  "and  all  I  had  in  the  world  besides,  and  he 
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wouldn't — ami "     Here  she  broke  out  into  a  fit  of  liysterit^s. 

Tlie  <l(M*tor  lioil  to  ring  up  his  servants ;  to  administer  remedies  to 
Ins  little  nurse  ;  to  put  her  to  bed  in  his  own  house 

"  By  the  immortal  Jove,"  he  said  afterwards,  "  I  had  a  great 
mind  to  beg  her  never  to  leave  it !  But  that  my  housekeeper  would 
tear  Caroline's  eyes  out,  Mrs.  Brandon  should  be  welcome  to  stay 
for  ever.  Except  her  h%  that  woman  has  every  virtue :  constancy, 
gentleness,  generosity,  cheerfulness,  and  the  courage  of  a  lioness ! 
To  think  of  that  fool,  that  dandified  idiot,  that  triple  ass,  Firmin  " 
— (there  were  few  men  in  the  world  for  whom  Groodenough  enter- 
tained a  greater  scorn  than  for  his  late  confrere,  Firmin  of  Old  Parr 
Street) — "  think  of  the  villain  having  possessed  such  a  treasure — 
let  alone  his  having  deceived  and  deserted  her — of  his  having 
possessed  such  a  treasure,  and  flung  it  away !  Sir,  I  always 
admire<i  Mrs.  Brandon ;  but  I  think  ten  thousand  times  more  highly 
of  her,  since  her  glorious  crime,  and  most  righteous  robbery.  If 
the  villain  had  die<l,  dropped  dead  in  the  street — the  drunken 
miscreant,  forger,  housebreaker,  assassin — so  that  no  punishment 
could  have  £edlen  upon  poor  Brandon,  I  think  I  should  have 
resfiected  her  only  the  more !  " 

At  an  early  hour  Dr.  Goodenough  had  thought  proper  to  send 
off  messengers  to  Philip  and  myself,  and  to  make  us  acquainted 
with  the  strange  adventure  of  the  previous  night  We  both 
hastened  to  him.  I  myself  was  summoned,  no  doubt,  in  consequence 
of  my  profound  legal  knowledge,  which  might  be  of  use  in  poor  little 
Caroline's  present  trouble.  And  Philip  came  because  she  longed  to 
see  him.  By  some  instinct  she  knew  when  he  arrived.  She  crept 
down  from  the  chamber  where  the  Doctor's  housekeeper  had  laid 
her  on  a  be<i.  She  knocke<l  at  the  Doctor's  study,  where  we  were 
all  in  consultation.  She  came  in  quite  pale,  and  tottered  towards 
Philip,  and  flung  herself  into  his  arms,  with  a  burst  of  tears  that 
greatly  relieve<i  her  excitement  and  fever.  Firmin  was  scarcely 
less  moved. 

"  You'll  pardon  me  for  what  I  have  done,  Philip  1 "  she  sobbed. 
"  If  they — if  they  take  me  up,  you  won't  forsake  me  ? " 

*' Forsake  you?  Panlon  you?  Come  and  live  with  us,  and 
never  leave  us  ! "  cried  Philip. 

''I  don't  think  Mrs.  Philip  would  like  that,  dear,"  said  the 
little  woman  sobbing  on  his  arm :  *'  but  ever  since  the  Greyfriara 
school,  when  you  was  so  ill,  you  have  been  like  a  son  to  me,  and 
somehow  I  couldn't  help  doing  that  last  night  to  that  villain—  I 
couldn't." 

"Serve  the  scoundrel  right.  Never  deserve*!  to  come  to  life 
again,  my  dear,"  said  Dr.  (ifNMlenou^'li.     *'l>(in't  you  l)e  exciting 
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younel^  litUe  BnuKkm !  I  nmst  have  yoo  ami  Ixidc  to  Ih  dowi 
on  your  bed.  Take  her  np^  Y^a&^  to  die  litUe  room  aflst  mmt\ 
end  order  her  to  lie  down  and  be  as  quiet  at  a  mooacL  Yoaave 
not  to  move  till  I  give  70a  leaver  BnmdoB — mind  that;  aad  eone 
back  to  QB,  Ilnnin,  or  we  shall  have  the  patienti  eommg." 

So  Philip  led  away  this  poor  Little  ffister ;  and  treotblimt  aai 
clinging  to  Mb  arm,  she  letnnied  to  the  room  awignad  to  her. 

'*She  wants  to  be  alone  with  him,"  the  Doctor  aaid;  aad  he 
spoke  a  brief  word  or  two  of  that  atnoge  ddoaion  under  wfaiA  the 
little  woman  labonred,  that  this  waa  her  dead  duULoomefaadEloha-. 

"  I  know  that  is  in  her  mind,"  Goodenoiifl^  aaid ;  '^ahe  netcr 
got  over  that  brain  fever  in  wlddi  I  ibimd  her.  If  I  were  to 
swear  her  on  the  book,  and  say,  *  Brandon,  don't  yoa  bdieve  he 
is  your  son  alive  again  t '  ahe  woidd  not  dare  to  say  na  She  wiD 
leave  him  ever3rthing  she  has  got  I  only  gave  her  so  modi  lea 
than  that  8cx>Qndrel*a  bill  yesterday,  because  I  knew  ahe  would  fike 
to  contribute  her  own  ahare.  It  would  have  offsnded  her  mortally 
to  have  been  left  out  of  the  subscription.  They  like  to  aacrifiee 
themselvea.  Why,  there  are  women  in  India  who,  if  not  allowed 
to  roaat  with  their  dead  huabanda,  would  die  of  vemtioD."  And 
by  this  time  Mr.  Philip  came  atriding  back  into  the  room  agsia, 
rubbing  a  pair  of  very  red  eyes. 

«Long  ere  this,  no  doubt^  that  drunken  niflSan  is  sobered,  and 
knows  that  the  biU  is  graie.  He  is  likely  enough  to  accuse  her 
of  the  robbery,"  says  the  Doctor. 

"  Suppose/'  says  Philip's  other  friend,  "  I  had  put  a  pistol  to 
your  heail,  and  was  going  to  shoot  yoo,  and  the  Doctor  took  the 
pistol  out  of  my  hand,  and  flung  it  into  the  sea,  would  you  help 
me  to  prosecute  the  Doctor  for  robbing  me  of  the  pistol  I " 

"  You  don't  suppose  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  pay  that 
bill  t "  said  Philip.  *'  I  said,  if  a  certain  bill  were  presented  to  me. 
purporting  to  be  accepted  by  Philip  Firmin,  I  would  pay  it.  But 
if  that  scoundrel.  Hunt,  only  says  that  he  had  such  a  bill,  and  has 
lost  it ;  I  will  cheerfully  take  my  oath  that  I  have  never  signed 
auy  bill  at  all — and  they  can't  find  Brandon  guilty  of  stealing  a 
thing  which  never  existeti." 

"  Let  us  hope,  then,  that  the  bill  was  not  in  duplicate ! " 

And  to  this  wish  all  three  gentlemen  heartily  said  Amen  ! 

And  now  the  Doctor's  door-bell  began  to  be  agitated  by  arrivins: 
patients.  His  dining-room  was  already  full  of  them.  The  Little 
Sister  must  lie  still,  and  the  discussion  of  her  affairs  must  Ir 
deferred  to  a  more  convenient  hour;  and  Philip  and  his  friend 
agreed  to  reconnoitre  tlie  house  in  Thomhaugh  Street,  and  see  if 
anything  had  hap|)eucd  since  its  mistress  had  left  it. 
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Yes:  something  had  happened.  Mrs.  Brandon's  maid,  who 
uiihered  us  into  her  mistress's  little  room,  told  us  that  in  the  early 
morning  that  horrible  man  who  had  (;ome  over  night,  an<l  been  so 
tipsy,  and  behaved  so  ill, — the  very  same  man  who  had  come  there 
tipsy  afore  once,  and  whom  Mr.  Philip  had  flung  into  the  street — 
liad  come  battering  at  the  knocker,  and  pulling  at  the  bell,  and 
Hwearing  and  cursing  most  dreadful,  and  calling  for  *'  Mrs.  Brandon  ! 
Mns.  Brandon  !  Mrs.  Brandon  ! "  and  frightening  the  whole  street 
After  he  had  nmg,  he  knocked  and  battere<l  ever  so  long.  Mary 
looked  out  at  him  from  her  upper  window,  and  told  him  to  go  along 
home,  or  she  would  call  the  police.  On  this  the  man  roared  out 
that  he  would  call  the  police  himself  if  Mary  did  not  let  him  in  ; 
and  as  he  went  on  calling  "  Police ! "  and  yelling  from  the  door, 
Mary  v»me  downstairs,  and  oi)eneil  tlic  hall-<loor,  keeping  the  chain 
fiistened,  and  asked  him  what  he  wanted. 

Hunt,  from  the  steps  without,  began  to  swear  and  rage  more 
loudly,  and  to  demand  to  be  let  in.  He  must  and  would  see  Mrs. 
Brandon. 

Mary,  from  behind  her  chain  barricade,  said  that  her  mistress 
was  not  at  home,  but  that  she  had  been  called  out  that  night  to  a 
patient  of  Dr.  Goodenough's. 

Hunt,  with  more  shrieks  and  curses,  said  it  was  a  lie :  and  that 
she  was  at  home ;  and  that  he  would  see  her ;  and  that  he  must  go 
into  her  room  ;  and  that  he  had  left  something  there ;  that  he  had 
lost  something ;  and  that  he  would  have  it. 

"  Lost  something  here  ? "  cried  Mary.  "  Why  here  1  when  you 
reeled  out  of  this  house,  you  coukln't  scarce  walk,  and  you  almost 
fell  into  the  gutter,  which  I  have  seen  you  there  l^efore.  Oct  away, 
and  go  home !     You  are  not  8ol)er  yet,  you  horrible  man  ! " 

On  this,  clinging  on  to  the  area-railings,  aii<l  demeaning  himself 
like  a  madman.  Hunt  continued  to  call  out,  *'  Police,  police !  I 
have  been  robbed,  I've  been  robbe<l !  Police ! "  until  astonished 
heads  appeared  at  various  windows  in  the  quiet  street,  and  a  ]iolice- 
man  actually  came  up. 

When  the  policeman  appeared,  Hunt  began  to  sway  and  pull 
at  the  door,  confined  by  its  chain :  and  he  franticidly  reiterate<l  his 
charge,  that  he  had  been  robl)ed  and  hocrussed  in  tliat  house,  that 
night,  by  Mrs.  Bnmdon. 

The  policeman,  by  a  familiar  expression,  (*onveye<l  his  utter 
disbelief  of  the  statement,  and  told  the  dirty  <URrcput;iblc  man  to 
move  on,  and  go  to  bed.  Mrs.  Bnuidoii  was  known  and  respected 
all  round  the  neighliourluNNl.  She  had  lM>friended  numen>us  ]MM>r 
round  about;  and  was  known  for  a  hnndn'<l  charities.  She  at- 
tended many  res|)ectable  families.     In  tlmt  |>arish  there  was  no 
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woman  more  esteemed.  And  lifikBiwmd^Qtmmim,''  Ae  paBee- 
man  ezpresBed  hu  aense  <tf  the  attar  abnndttj  of  tiie  dbige  ag^ 
the  good  lady. 

Hunt  stUl  oontinQed  to  yell  oat  iiiailia  had  been  vohbedaad 
hocoaeed ;  and  Mary  finom  b^imd  h«r  door  vqpeafted  to  tin  oftoer 
(with  whom  ahe  pei^pa  had  lelatioaB  not  anftioBdly)  iMr  alaiaaeat 
that  the  beast  had  gone  reeling  awa^^  finom  ^ho  Imobo  tin  wa(^ 
before,  and  if  he  had  lost  any^Oft  who  koowa  where  he  nq^ 
not  haye  lost  it! 

<at  waa  taken  oat  <tf  this  podDBt^  and  oat  of  tina  jMMtotbook," 
howled  Hunt^  clinging  to  the  niL  **I  |^  her  In  ckogBL  I gm 
the  house  in  charge !    If  s  a  den  of  tiiieviBB ! " 

Daring  this  shooting  and  tarmoO,  tiie  aadi  of  a  wndov  m 
Ridley's  stadio  was  thrown  afi.  The  painter  waa  goiqy  to  hh 
morning  wih^  He  had  ^q^ointed  an  early  modeL  The  am  eoald 
not  rise  too  soon  for  Ridley ;  and,  as  soon  as  ever  it  gave  tta  IS^ 
found  him  happy  at  hia  kiboor.  He  had  heard  ftom  hk  bedmom 
the  brawl  ginng  on  aboat  the  docnr. 

**  Mr.  Ridley ! "  says  the  pdioeman,  touching  tiie  i^aad  hut 
with  much  respect — (in  fibct^  a^  out  of  onifoim,  Z  35  haa  %aed 
in  more  than  one  of  J.  J.'s  pietures) — **  Here's  a  fisDow  distuilasg 
the  whole  street^  and  shouting  out  that  Mia.  Bnmdon  have  lohbed 
and  hocuased  him ! " 

Ridley  ran  downstairs  in  a  high  state  of  indignation.  He  is 
neryoufl,  like  men  of  his  tribe :  quick  to  feel,  to  pity,  to  lore,  to 
be  angry.     He  undid  the  chain,  and  ran  into  the  street 

"  I  remember  that  fellow  drunk  here  before,"  said  the  painter : 
"  and  lying  in  that  very  gutter." 

'*  Drunk  and  disorderly  !  Come  along ! "  cries  Z  25 ;  and  his 
hand  was  quickly  fastened  on  the  parson's  greasy  collar,  and  under 
its  strong  grasp  Hunt  is  forced  to  move  on.  He  goes,  stiU  yelling 
out  that  he  has  been  robbed. 

"  Tell  that  to  his  worship,"  says  the  incredulous  Z.  And  this 
was  the  news  which  Mrs.  Brandon's  friends  received  from  her  maid, 
when  they  called  at  her  house. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX 

IS  WHICH  SEVERAL  PEOPLE  HAVE   THEIR  TRIALS 

[F  Philip  anil  his  friend  had  happened  to  jkuw  through  High 
Street,  Marylcbone,  on  their  way  to  Thomhaugh  Street  to 
reconnoitre  the  Little  SisterV  house,  they  would  have  seen  the 
leverend  Mr.  Hunt,  in  a  very  dirty,  lNittere<l,  crestfallen,  and  un- 
Atisfactory  sbite,  nian*hing  to  MarylelMine  from  the  station,  where 
he  reverend  gentleman  hml  jiassed  the  night,  and  under  the  custody 
f  the  police.  A  convoy  of  street-boys  followwl  the  prisoner  and  his 
iiani,  making  sarca^^tic  remarks  on  both.  Hunt's  api)earance  was 
ot  improve<l  since  we  had  the  pleasure  of  meetinji:  him  on  the 
ireTious  evening.  With  a  grizzle<l  beard  and  hair,  a  tiiiig>'  face,  a 
ingy  shirt,  and  a  countenance  mottled  with  tlirt  and  drink,  we 
[lay  fancy  the  Reverend  man  pairing  in  tattereil  raiment  through 
he  street  U)  make  his  appearance  liefore  the  magistrate. 

You  have  no  doubt  ft>rgotten  the  narrative  which  api>eared  in 
he  morning  impers  two  days  after  the  Thomhaugh  Street  incident ; 
ait  my  clerk  has  been  at  the  jutins  to  hunt  up  and  copy  the  police 
eport,  in  which  events  connected  with  our  history  are  briefly 
eoorded. 

"  Martlebone,  Wednesday, — Thomas  Tufton  Hunt,  professing 
o  be  a  clergyman,  but  wearing  an  api>earance  of  extnMue  8(|ualor, 
raa  brought  before  Mr.  Beaksby  at  this  office,  charge<l  by  Z  25 
rith  being  drunk  and  very  disorderly  on  TucHday  se'nnight,  and 
ndeavouring  by  force  and  threats  to  effe<'t  hin  re-entrance  int<»  a 
lotise  in  Thomhaugh  Street,  from  which  he  had  been  previounly 
jected  in  a  most  unclericid  and  inebriatc<l  state. 

**  On  being  taken  to  the  station-house,  the  reverend  gentleman 
iwlged  a  comprint  on  his  own  side,  and  avernMl  that  he  had  l)een 
tupefie<l  and  ho<*ussed  in  the  house  in  Thomhaugh  Street  by  mesins 
»f  some  dmg,  and  that,  whilst  in  this  state,  he  had  l)een  n)bbe<l 
»f  a  bill  for  X386,  48.  3d.,  <lniwn  by  a  person  in  New  York,  and 
icoepted  by  Mr.  P.  Firniin,  barrister,  of  Pan-hment  Buildingn, 
Temple. 

*'  Mrs.  Brandon,  the  landlady  of  the  houik*,  No.  —  Thomhaugh 
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Street^  has  been  in  the  habit  of  btting  Indgmgi  hr  laaay  jmn 
pasti  and  aermd  of  her  fiteidfli  jndodmg  Mr.  Fmnin,  Mr.  Bidkgr, 
the  Royal  Academician,  and  oUmt  geBtknan,  wen  in  aHfrfaawt 
to  speak  to  her  character,  which  ia  moat  gBapeotabla.  After  Z  35 
had  given  evideooei  the  aenrant  depoaed  thai  Hunt  had  beeo  bor 
than  once  disorderly  and  dmnk  befen  in  thai  hooae^  and  had  bea 
forcibly  ejected  from  it  On  the  nigjit  when  tiie  aHqgad  lohbeiy 
was  said  to  have  taken  i^aoe,  he  had  Tiaited  the  honaa  im  Then- 
hani^  Street,  had  left  it  in  an  inebriated  ataie^  aad  letmned  aoaK 
boon  afterwardi,  vowing  that  he  had  been  robbed  €i  tiie  AicMmrat 
in  question. 

**  Mr.  P.  Flrmin  said :  '  I  am  a  bairiater,  and  haewe  diainben  at 
Parchment  Buildings,  Temple^  and  know  the  person  calling  himsdf 
Hunt  I  have  not  accepted  any  bill  of  ezchangB,  nor  la  my  «gna- 
tnre  affixed  to  any  such  docoment' 

'*  At  this  stage  the  worthy  magistrate  inteipoaed,  and  said  that 
this  only  went  to  prove  that  the  bfll  waa  not  completed  1^  Mr.  F.'s 
acceptance,  and  woold  by  no  meana  condnde  the  case  aet  np  befm 
him.  Dealing  with  it,  however,  on  the  merits^  and  kx^iqg  at  the 
way  in  which  the  charge  had  been  preferred,  and  the  entire  abaenoe 
of  sufficient  testimony  to  warrant  him  in  deciding  that  even  a  piece 
of  p^per  had  been  abstracted  in  that  houae^  or  by  the  penon  accused, 
and  believing  that  if  he  were  to  commit^  a  conviction  would  be  im- 
possible,  be  dismissed  the  chaige. 

"The  lailv  left  the  court  with  her  friends,  and  the  accuser, 
when  called  upon  to  pay  a  fine  for  drunkenness,  broke  out  into  very 
unclerical  language,  in  the  midst  of  which  he  was  forcibly  removed^ 

Philip  Firmin's  statement,  that  he  had  given  no  biU  of  exchancr, 
was  made  not  without  hesitation  on  his  part,  and  indeed  at  his 
friends'  strong  entreaty.  It  was  addressed  not  so  much  to  the 
sitting  ma^tnitc,  as  to  that  elderiy  individual  at  New  York,  who 
was  warned  no  more  to  forge  his  son's  name.  I  fear  a  coolnes:? 
ensuetl  between  Philip  and  his  parent  in  consequence  of  the  youn^r 
man's  behaviour.  The  Doctor  had  thought  better  of  his  boy  than 
to  suppose  that,  at  a  moment  of  necessity,  Philip  would  desert  him. 
He  foi^vc  Philip,  nevertheless.  Perhajw  since  his  marriage  oihrr 
in  Justices  were  at  work  upon  him,  &c.  The  parent  made  further 
remarks  in  this  strain.  A  man  who  takes  your  money  is  naturully 
offended  if  vou  remonstrate ;  you  wound  his  sense  of  delicacv  bv 
prote8tiu<j;  iisfainst  his  putting  his  hand  in  your  pocket.  The  elegant 
Doctor  in  New  York  continued  to  speak  of  his  unhappy  son  with 
a  mournful  shake  of  the  head :  he  said,  perhaps  believed,  that 
Philip's  imprudence  was  in  part  the  cause  of  his  own  exile.     *'  This 
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is  not  the  kind  of  entertainment  to  which  I  would  have  invited  yon 
at  my  own  house  in  England,"  he  would  say.  "  I  thought  to  have 
ended  my  days  there,  and  to  have  left  my  son  in  comfort — nay, 
splendour.  I  am  an  exile  in  poverty :  ami  he — but  I  will  use  no 
hani  words."  And  to  his  female  patients  he  would  say  :  "  No !  my 
dear  madam  ! — not  a  syllable  of  reproach  shall  escape  these  lips 
regarding  that  misguided  boy !  But  you  can  feel  for  me ;  I  know 
you  can  feel  for  mo."  In  the  old  clays,  a  high-spirited  highwayman, 
who  took  a  coach-passenger's  purse,  thought  himself  ii\jure<l,  and 
the  traveller  a  shabby  fellow,  if  he  secreted  a  guinea  or  two  under 
the  cushions.  In  the  Doctor's  now  rare  letters,  he  breathed  a 
manly  sigh  here  and  there,  to  think  that  he  had  lost  the  confi<lence 
of  his  boy.  I  do  believe  that  certain  ladies  of  our  acquaintance 
were  inclined  to  think  that  the  elder  Firmin  had  been  not  altogether 
well  used,  however  much  they  loved  and  admired  the  Little  Sister 
for  her  lawless  act  in  her  boy's  defence.  But  this  main  point  we 
had  won.  The  Doctor  at  New  York  took  the  warning,  and  wrote 
his  son's  signature  upon  no  more  bills  of  exchange.  The  good 
(loodenough's  loan  was  carried  back  to  him  in  the  very  coin  which 
he  had  supplied.  He  said  that  his  little  nurse  Brandon  was  itpUn- 
dide  ffiendax,  and  that  her  robbery  was  a  sublime  and  courageous 
act  of  war. 

In  so  far,  since  his  marriage,  Mr.  Philip  had  been  pretty  fortu- 
nate. At  need,  friends  had  come  to  him.  In  moments  of  peril  he 
had  had  succour  and  relief  Though  he  had  married  without  money, 
fate  had  sent  him  a  sufficiency.  His  flask  had  never  been  empty, 
and  there  was  always  meal  in  his  bin.  But  now  hard  trials  were 
in  store  for  him :  hard  trials  which  we  have  said  were  endurable, 
and  which  he  has  long  since  lived  through.  Any  man  who  has 
played  the  game  of  life  or  whist,  knows  how  for  one  while  he  will 
have  a  series  of  good  canls  dealt  him,  and  again  will  get  no  trumps 
at  all.  After  he  got  into  his  house  in  Milman  Street,  and  quitted 
the  Little  Sisters  kind  roof,  our  friend's  good  fortune  seemed  to 
desert  him.  "  Perhaps  it  was  a  punishment  for  my  pride,  because 
I  was  haughty  with  her,  and — and  jealous  of  that  dear  good  little 
creature,"  poor  Charlotte  afterwanls  owned  in  conversation  with 
other  friends : — *'  but  our  fortune  seemed  to  change  when  we  were 
away  from  her,  and  that  I  must  own." 

Perhaps,  when  she  was  yet  under  Mrs.  Brandon's  roof,  the 
Little  Sister's  provident  care  liad  <lone  a  great  deal  more  for  Char- 
lotte than  Charlotte  knew.  Mrs.  Philip  \\su\  the  nuwt  simple  tastes 
in  the  world,  and  upon  herself  never  spent  an  unnecessary  shilling. 
Indeed,  it  was  a  wonder,  considering  her  small  expenses,  how  neat 
and  nice  Mrs.  Philip  ever  looked.    But  she  never  anM  deny  herself 
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when  tbo  <lillilrai  were  in  queetion  ;  uid  bad  them  armjei]  i*  all 
■oiti  of  fiiM  dotiies;  and  stitched  and  hmumed  all  day  and  ni^hl  lu 
daoonto  thdr  little  persons ;  and  in  tvplf  to  the  renionstmioeE  of 
the  toatmm  ha  frieuils,  bIiowliI  how  it  vaa  imposaible  eliildm 
cemtd  be  dmnd  for  le»  coat  If  onytliin^  ailed  them,  <|uick.  Ok 
doctor  mnrt  be  sent  fur.  Not  vorthy  <joodenough,  wlio  ome 
without  ft  too,  ami  pooh-pixilied  her  nlonus  and  anxieties ;  but  deu- 
Hr.  BImmI,  who  had  a  feeling  heart,  and  tiis  himself  a  btimr  cf 
childKO,  and  who  supported  those  chililren  by  the  produo:  of  the 
pilla,  dniif^t^  powdera,  viiiiU,  which  he  liestoxred  on  all  famBifa 
into  irtHM  doow  he  entered,  Blaiids  aympnllij  Wiis  very  miuDb- 
toiy;  bat  it  was  fniml  i.i  'v  verv  ■:,.~{]y  ;,t  the  trjii  of  the  vm. 
"And,  what  thoW  .,iv-^  i 'i,,rl..n,.,  «ii!i  kin. Hi. i-  .  Ii..-k^,  "l*., 
70a  sappooe  we  shoald  grudge  that  money,  which  waa  to  givn  health 
to  ooT  deanat  deaieet  baliM  I  No.  Ton  can't  hare  aodi  a  bad 
uinnion  of  me  aa  that  1 "  And  aocordin|^y  Hr.  Bland  raeeivad  a 
nice  littie  annnitT  ftom  our  fnmda.  Philip  had  a  joke  about  tm 
wife'*  honaciiJeciRng  which  perfaape  may  ^»ply  to  other  yaang  wmn 
who  am  kept  by  orer-watthfol  mothna  too  modi  M»  atofM  jMipiillan. 
When  they  were  married,  or  aboat  to  be  tnairied,  liiitqi  aAed 
Ohadotte  what  ahe  woold  wder  Ba  dinner.  She  promptlj  aid  Ab 
wDold  wder  kg  of  mutton.  "  Andaft«rlegaf  mattont"  "X^ggaf 
bod,  to  be  sore ! "  aaya  Hn.  Chailotte,  kioking  Jttf  idiaiwri  aad 
knowing.  And  the  &ct  is,  aa  this  little  honsekeeper  was  oUiged 
demurely  to  admit,  their  household  bills  increased  pndigumtiji 
after  they  left  Thonihaugh  Street  "And  I  can't  understuid,  my 
dear,  how  the  grocer's  book  should  mount  up  so ;  and  the  batter- 
man's,  and  the  beer,"  &c.  &c.  We  have  often  seen  the  pretty  little 
head  bent  over  the  dingy  volumes,  puzzling,  puzzling :  and  the 
eldest  child  would  hold  up  a  warning  finger  to  ours,  and  tell  them 
to  be  very  quiet,  as  mamma  was  at  her  "atounts." 

And  now,  I  grieve  to  say,  money  became  scarce  for  the  payment 
of  these  accounts ;  and  though  Philip  &ncied  he  hid  his  aniietiee 
from  his  wife,  be  sure  she  loved  him  too  much  to  be  deceived  by 
one  of  the  clumsiest  hypocrites  in  the  world.  Only,  being  a  much 
cleverer  hypocrite  than  her  husband,  she  pretenilnl  to  be  deceived, 
and  acted  her  piirt  so  well  that  poor  Philip  was  mortified  with  her 
gaiety,  and  chose  to  fancy  his  wife  was  indifferent  to  their  mis- 
fortunea.  She  ought  not  to  be  so  smiling  and  happy,  he  thought ; 
and,  as  usual,  bemoaned  his  lot  to  his  friends.  "  I  come  home 
nicked  with  care,  and  thinking  of  those  inevitable  bUls  ;  I  shudder, 
sir,  at  every  note  that  lies  on  the  hall  tabic,  and  would  tremble  as 
I  dashe<l  them  open  us  thoy  do  on  the  atjige.  But  I  laugh  and  put 
on  a  jaunty  air,  and  humbug  Char.     And  I  hear  her  singing  aboat 


H       ^" 
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the  house  and  laughing  and  cooing  with  the  children,  by  Jove. 
Sh^$  not  aware  of  anything.  She  cloes  not  know  how  dreadfully 
the  rt9  domi  is  squeezing  me.  But  be/ore  marriage  she  did,  I  tell 
you.  Then,  if  anything  annoyed  me,  she  divined  it.  If  I  felt  ever 
so  little  unwell,  you  should  have  seen  the  alarm  on  her  face !  It 
was  *  Philip  dear,  how  pale  you  are ; '  or,  *  Philip,  how  flushed  you 
are ;  *  or,  *  I  am  sure  you  have  had  a  letter  from  your  father.  Why 
do  you  conceal  anything  from  me,  sirl  You  never  should — never  ! ' 
An<i  now  when  the  fox  is  gnawing  at  my  side  under  my  cloak,  I 
laugh  and  grin  so  naturally  that  she  believes  I  am  all  right,  and 
she  comes  to  meet  me  flouncing  the  children  about  in  my  face,  and 
wearing  an  air  of  consummate  happiness  !  I  would  not  deceive  her 
for  the  world,  you  know.  But  it's  mortifying.  Don't  tell  me.  It 
is  mortifying  to  be  tossing  awake  all  night,  and  racked  with  care 
all  day,  and  have  the  wife  of  your  bosom  chattering  and  singing 
and  laughing,  as  if  there  were  no  cares,  or  doubts,  or  duns  in  the 
world.  If  I  had  the  gout  and  slie  were  to  laugh  and  sing,  I  should 
not  call  that  sympathy.  If  I  were  arreste<l  for  debt,  ond  she  were 
to  come  grinning  and  laughing  to  the  spunging-house,  I  should  not 
call  that  consolation.  Why  doesn't  she  feel?  She  ought  to  feel. 
There's  Betsy,  our  parlour-maid.  There's  the  old  fellow  who  comes 
to  clean  the  boots  and  knives.  They  know  how  hanl  up  I  am. 
And  my  wife  sings  and  dances  whilst  I  am  on  the  verge  of  ruin,  by 
Jove  ;  and  giggles  and  laughs  as  if  life  was  a  itantomime  ! " 

Then  the  man  and  woman  into  whooe  ears  poor  Philip  roared 
out  his  confessions  and  griefs,  hung  down  their  blushing  heads  in 
humbled  silence.  They  are  tolerably  prosperous  in  life,  and,  I  fear, 
are  pretty  well  satisfied  with  themselves  and  each  other.  A  woman 
who  scarcely  ever  does  any  wrong,  and  niles  and  governs  her  own 

house  and  family,  as  my as  the  wife  of  the  readers  humble 

servant  most  notoriously  does,  often  becomes-  must  it  be  said  % — 
too  certain  of  her  own  virtue,  and  is  too  sure  of  the  correct- 
ness of  her  own  opinion.  We  virtuous  |)eoj)le  give  advice  a  good 
<leal,  and  set  a  considerable  value  upon  that  advice.  We  meet 
a  certain  man  who  has  fallen  among  thieves,  let  us  say.  We 
succour  him  readily  enough.  We  take  him  kin<Uy  to  the  inn, 
and  pay  his  score  there ;  but  we  say  to  the  landlonU  **  You  must 
give  this  poor  man  his  bed ;  his  nie<licine  at  such  a  time,  an<l  his 
broth  at  such  another.  But,  mind  you,  he  must  have  that  physic, 
and  no  other;  that  broth  when  we  onter  it.  We  take  his  <*ase 
in  hand,  you  understand.  I>oii't  listen  to  him  or  anybody  else. 
We  know  all  about  everything.  (io<Ml-bvo.  Take  care  f>f  him. 
Mind  the  medicine  and  the  bnith  ! "  And  Mr.  Benefactor  or  Lady 
Bountiful  goes  away,  jierfectly  si*lf-Miitisfied. 
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Do  joa  take  thk  Bllej^rj- 1  When  Pbilip  compUinfid  to  m 
<t  hk  wife's  SMdaam  and  gaiety ;  wheo  he  bittcrl;  oiotnaUd 
har  imij  and  mnkmbens  with  hia  own  dexponilency  asd  doabt, 
C^nriotto^  two  prioc^al  fricDils  were  smittL-D  by  ahameL  "Oh, 
PhOipl  dnr  PUtq^l"  Iiii4  remain  adTiscr  saiil  (faaving  looked  at 
her  hinbiBd  ones  or  twiif.  i\s  Finuin  spoke,  and  in  Tain  endeaTMiml 
to  keep  her  gnittj  ejtm  down  on  her  work),  "  t'h&riotu  has  d^or 
tUa,  beeaoaa  abe  ia  hninlile,  nud  beauise  she  take*  the  advice  of 
ftienda  wbo  an  sot.  She  knows  everything,  and  more  than  eveir. 
ttung;  ferWdear  tender  henrt  is  filleil  with  npprclicDsioa.  Bui 
we  told  bar  to  ahow  no  Hii:i)  nf  ntre,  lett  her  husliand  ehoold  he 
dktorbed.  And  abe  tiu»t<.-<<  in  ii»;  nnd  she  puts  )irr  mist  eke- 
^Mn^  Philip;  and  abe  haa  bidden  btr  own  aozietiee,  lest  yam 
•hooU  be  ineieMed;  and  haa  met  jon  gaOy  iriun  her  heart  wm 
fiillofdraad.  We  think  die  baa  done  wnngsow;  hot  abe  fid  aa 
bacanae  aha  waa  ao  aimpk^  and  trated  in  m  who  aJiiaud  ka 
wnn^.  How  we  aee  tbt*  there  on^t  to  have  ben  porfaet 
eonfidenee  atwi^a  between  700,  asd  tiiat  it  ia  her  ■n(4n^  mi 
fldth  in  OB  wfaidi  hare  mialed  her." 

Unl  fanag  down  hia  bead  tar  a  momon^  and  Ud  Ui  tjtm ;  ud 
we  knew,  dmtig  that  ninnte  wbon  hia  flue  wae  eoBeealad  ftnaa  m, 
bow  hia  gnteftil  heart  waa  emplc^ed. 

"  And  yon  know,  dear  Ptdl^ **  m^  iMira,  l"">-™g  at  her 

hnaband,  tuid  nodding  to  that  pmon,  wbo  ceitunlj  mtderatood 
tiie  hint 

"And  I  Bay,  Firmin,"  breaks  in  the  lady'a  hnaband,  "yon 
ludeTBtond,  if  you  ore  at  all — that  is,  if  you — that  ia,  if  we 
can " 

"  Hold  your  tongue  i "  abouta  Fimiin,  with  a  laoe  beaming  over 
with  happiness.  "  I  know  what  you  mean.  You  beggar,  you  are 
going  to  offer  me  money  !  I  see  it  in  your  face ;  bteaa  yon  both  ! 
But  well  try  and  do  without,  please  Heaven.  And — and  it'e 
worth  feeling  a  pinch  of  poverty  to  find  such  friends  as  I  have  bad, 
and  to  share  it  with  stich  a — such  a — dash — dear  little  tlung  as 
I  have  ut  homa  And  I  won't  try  and  humbug  Char  any  more. 
I'm  bad  at  that  sort  of  business.  And  good-night,  and  I'll  never 
foi^t  your  kindness,  never  !  "  An<)  he  is  off  s  moment  afterwards, 
and  jumping  down  the  steps  of  our  door,  and  so  into  the  park. 
And  though  there  were  Dot  five  pounds  in  the  poor  little  bouse 
in  Uilman  Street,  there  were  not  two  happier  people  in  London 
that  night  than  Charlotte  and  Philip  Finnin.  If  be  had  his 
troubles,  our  friend  had  his  immense  consols tions.  Fortunate  be, 
however  poor,  who  has  fiieuds  to  help,  and  love  to  coneote  hin 
in  his  tnala. 


CHAPTER   XL 

IS  WHICH  THE  LUCK  GOES  VERY  MUCH  AGAINST  US 

EVERY  man  and  woman  amongst  us  has  made  his  voyage  to 
Lilliput,  and  his  tour  in  the  kingdom  of  Brobdingnag.  When 
I  go  to  my  native  country  town,  the  local  paper  announces 
our  arrival ;  the  labourers  touch  their  hats  as  the  pony-chaise 
passes,  the  girls  and  old  women  drop  curtseys;  Mr.  Hicks,  the 
grocer  and  hatter,  comes  to  his  door  and  makes  a  bow,  and  smirks 
and  smiles.  When  our  neighbour  Sir  John  arrives  at  the  Hall,  he 
is  a  still  greater  personage ;  the  bell-ringers  greet  the  Hall  family 
with  a  peal ;  the  Rector  walks  over  on  an  early  day,  and  pays  his 
visit;  and  the  farmers  at  market  press  round  for  a  nod  of  recogni- 
tion. Sir  John  at  home  is  in  Lilliput :  in  Belgravc  Square  he  is  in 
Brobdingnag,  where  almost  ever}'body  we  meet  is  ever  so  much 
taller  than  ourselves.  "Which  do  you  like  best:  to  be  a  giant 
amongst  the  pigmies,  or  a  pigmy  amongst  the  giants  f'  I  know 
what  sort  of  company  I  prefer  myself :  but  that  is  not  the  point 
What  I  would  hint  is,  that  we  possibly  give  ourselves  patronising 
airs  before  small  people,  as  folks  higher  placed  than  oiurselves  give 
themselves  sin  before  iu.  Patronising  airs?  Old  Miss  Mumbles, 
the  half-pay  lieutenant's  daughter,  who  lives  over  the  plumber's, 
with  her  maid,  gives  herself  in  her  degree  more  airs  than  any 
duchess  in  Belgravia,  and  would  leave  the  room  if  a  tradesman's 
wife  sat  down  in  it. 

Now  it  has  been  said  that  few  men  in  this  city  of  London  are 
so  simple  in  their  manners  as  Philip  Firroin,  and  that  he  treated 
the  patron  whose  bread  he  ate,  and  the  wealthy  relative  who  con- 
de^rended  to  visit  him,  with  a  like  freedom.  Ho  is  blunt,  but  not 
familiar,  and  is  not  a  whit  more  polite  to  my  Lnnl  than  to  Jack 
or  Tom  at  the  coffee-house.  He  resents  familiarity  from  vulgar 
persons,  an<l  those  who  venture  on  it  retire  maimed  and  mortified 
after  coming  into  collision  with  him.  As  for  the  people  he  loves, 
he  grovels  before  them,  worships  their  boot-tips  and  their  gown- 
hems.  But  he  submits  to  them,  not  for  their  wealth  or  rank,  but 
for  love's  sake.  He  submitte<l  very  magnanimously,  at  first,  to 
the  kindness  and  caresses  of  Lady  Ringwood  ond  Iter  daughters, 
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being  ■oftened  and  won  by  the  r^&rd  irbicb  ihej-  shoired  lor  }m 
wife  nnd  ehildnn. 

Although  Sir  John  «u  fiir  the  Rights  of  Man  cvnTvbeir, 
all  over  the  woild,  and  had  pictures  of  Fnutkliu,  Lafayette,  ui<t 
Waahington  is  bia  libmj,  he  likewise  bad  [wrtraits  of  bis  enrn 
anceatma  io  that  apartment,  and  cDt«rtai!i(d  a  rci?  liigfa  Dpiniin 
of  Mm  present  rqwMentatiye  of  the  Ringwood  family.  The  thts- 
aeter  of  the  late  duef  of  the  hooa?  n  ns  noloriouB.  Lord  RingirDoilV^ 
life  had  been  imgnlar  and  bia  m<inils  l<K>ae.  His  talents  wen 
eonaidenUe^  no  dimbt,  but  tfaej  hud  not  been  deroled  to  senots 
atodf  or  directed  to  tnefid  ende.  A  wiM  mau  ia  earljr  life,  hf 
had  oatj  changed  hia  pnetieea  in  luier  lite  in  nnnsp'^iifiKT  <>f  I'l 
health,  and  benme  a  hMmit  aa  a  Certain  Peiaon  hecama  a  momk. 
He  waa  a  frivohna  panoo  to  the  end,  and  waa  not  to  be  fmnaidrml 
aa  a  pablie  man  and  atatewwn;  ud  this  li^t-Biinded  mu  cf 
pkaaore  had  been  advanced  to  the  third  rank  of  &e  peerage  wtSkt 
hii  saooeemr,  hia  Biqterior  in  intdlect  and  mMvli^,  tBmained  a 
Bamnet  atOL  How  bUnd  the  IGnietfT  waa  iriiic^  lUuaul  to  re~ 
eogniae  ao  mndi  talmt  and  worth  I  ibd  there  beoi  pabtie  virtae 
or  common  senee  in  the  gonmon  of  the  natioo,  merita  like  fir 
Jt^'a  nem  eould  hare  been  oreriooked.  Bnt  *'■■■■*—■  wen 
notMianalj  a  fenulj  diqoa,  and  onlj  hdped  fuA  other,  ^—rr^"— 
and  patrooage  wwe  dtagiaeefbllr  inoeopediaed  bjr  the  BMnboa  (tf 
a  very  few  &miUea  who  were  not  better  men  of  bunneaa,  men  of 
better  character,  meu  of  more  ancient  lineage  (though  birth,  of 
couree,  was  a  mere  accident)  than  Sir  John  himself.  In  a  won), 
until  they  gave  him  a  peerage,  he  saw  very  little  hope  for  the 
cabinet  or  the  countrj'. 

In  a  very  early  page  of  thia  history  mention  was  made  i^ 
a  certain  Philip  Ringwood,  to  whose  protection  PbiUp  Fannin's 
mother  confided  her  boy  when  he  was  first  sent  to  sdiooL  Philip 
Ringwood  waa  Firmiii's  senior  by  seven  years;  be  came  to  Old 
Parr  Street  twice  or  thrice  during  his  stay  at  school,  condeecendnl 
to  take  the  "  tip»,"  of  which  the  poor  Doctor  was  liberal  enoogti, 
but  never  deigned  to  take  any  notice  of  young  Firmin,  who  looked 
up  to  bia  kinsman  with  awe  and  trembling.  From  school  Philip 
liUngwood  speedily  departed  to  college,  and  then  entered  upon 
public  life.  He  was  the  eldest  son  of  Sir  John  Ringwood,  with 
whom  our  friend  has  of  late  made  acquaintance. 

Mr.  Ringwood  whb  a  mucli  gTcat«r  personage  tlian  the  Baronet 
his  tather.  Even  when  the  latter  succeeded  to  Lord  Ringwood's 
estates  and  came  to  London,  he  could  scarcely  be  said  to  equal 
bis  son  in  social  rank  ;  and  the  younger  patronised  his  pturnt. 
What  is  the  secret  of  great  social  succeesi     It  is  not  to  be  gained 
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by  beauty,  or  wealth,  or  birth,  or  wit,  or  valour,  or  emiuence  of 
any  kiucL  It  is  a  gift  of  Fortune,  bcfltowecl,  like  that  goddeRs'a 
favours,  capriciously.  Look,  dear  madam,  at  the  most  ^hionable 
ladies  at  present  reigning  in  London.  Are  they  better  bred,  or 
more  amiable,  or  richer,  or  more  beautiful  than  yourself  t  See, 
good  sir,  the  men  who  lead  the  fashion,  and  stand  in  the  bow 
window  at  "  Black's  "  :  are  they  wiser,  or  wittier,  or  more  agreeable 
people  than  you?  And  yet  you  know  what  your  fate  would  be 
if  you  were  put  up  at  that  club.  Sir  John  Ringwood  never  dared 
to  be  proposed  there,  even  after  his  great  accession  of  fortune  on 
the  EarVfi  death.  His  son  did  not  encourage  him.  People  even 
said  that  Ringwood  would  blackball  his  father  if  he  dared  to  offer 
himself  as  a  candidate. 

I  never,  I  say,  could  understand  the  reason  of  Philip  Ringwood's 
success  in  life,  though  you  must  acknowledge  that  he  is  one  of  our 
most  eminent  dandies.  He  is  affable  to  dukes.  He  patronises 
marquises.  He  is  not  witty.  He  is  not  clever.  He  does  not  give 
good  dinners.  How  many  baronets  are  there  in  the  British  empire  t 
Look  to  your  book,  and  see.  I  toll  you  there  are  many  of  these 
whom  Philip  Ringwood  would  scarcely  admit  to  wait  at  one  of  his 
bad  dinners.  By  calmly  asserting  liinLnelf  in  life,  this  man  has 
achieved  his  social  eminence.  We  may  hate  him ;  but  we  acknow- 
ledge his  superiority.  For  instance,  I  should  as  soon  think  of 
asking  him  to  dine  with  me,  as  I  should  of  slapping  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury  on  the  hack. 

Mr.  Ringwood  has  a  meagre  little  house  in  Mayfair,  and  belongs 
to  a  public  office  where  he  patronises  his  chef.  His  own  fiimily 
bow  down  before  him ;  his  mother  is  humble  in  his  comjiany  ;  his 
sisters  are  respectful ;  his  father  does  not  brag  of  his  own  Liberal 
principles,  and  never  allmles  to  the  Rights  of  Man  in  the  son's 
presence.  He  is  callo<i  "  Mr.  Ring>)v'oo<l "  in  the  family.  The 
person  who  is  least  in  awe  of  liini  is  his  younger  brother,  who  has 
been  known  to  make  fatres  liehind  the  elder's  l)ack.  But  he  is  a 
dreadfully  hemlstmiig  and  ignorant  child,  and  respects  nothing. 
Lady  Ringwootl,  by  the  way,  is  Mr.  Ring^'oo<rs  stepmother.  His 
own  mother  was  the  daughter  of  a  noble  house,  and  die<l  in  giving 
birth  to  this  paragon. 

Philip  Firmin,  who  had  not  set  eyes  upon  his  kinsman  since 
they  were  at  school  together,  rcniembere<l  some  stories  which  were 
current  about  Ringwoo<I,  and  by  no  means  to  that  eminent  dandy's 
credit — stories  of  intrigue,  of  phiy,  of  various  lihertine  exploits  on 
Mr.  Ringwood's  jiart.  One  day  Philip  and  (Mmrlotte  <limH|  with 
Sir  John,  who  was  talking'  and  chiri)ing,  and  laying  down  the  law, 
mnd  bragging  away  acconling  to  his  wont,  when  his  son  entered  and 
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Miked  fer  diDBfr.  He  hid  wcepted  an  invitfttton  to  tliae  it 
QartotEMi  HooasL  Tlw  Dolce  ln*l  oue  of  his  Kitniks  of  gout  jort 
belbn  diBBer.  Tbe  dimur  vu  otT.  If  Lady  Hingwooil  wonld  ^re 
him  »  iBoe  «rf  mnttaB,  he  voold  be  very  much  dMi')^  to  bet.  A 
(bee  wu  eoaa  femd  fbr  him.  "  Aud,  Phiiip,  this  is  ymir  luiiir- 
nke^  and  our  eoonn,  Hr,  HuHp  Finuin,"  said  the  BaitiD^t,  preeoit- 
iag  hit  mt  to  hie  kinmuoL 

"Tear  bthcrmed  to  gire  me  aofenigm  wfeia  I  vas  i^aAmL 
I  hkra  ft  bint  reeoUeetkn  itf  yon,  tea  litfle  iridMMMM  hv> 
mrwtroal    How  iittw  Doctor,  aid  Ibi.  Rimbil    ADii^l' 

"Vhr,  dent  joa  know  hie  fttber  am  Mnrt"  »0>  o^tbe 
TODngertmanberoftbefiunilr.  "DmMcttm^  bnlj.  fieattl 
run  amy." 

Then  Hr.  Bingwood  nmemfaerad,  aad  «  faint  falnrii  tiiged  im 
face.  "Idfeeof  timft.  I  know.  atoBldnt  hwe  Mfad  ■fiariwh 
ft  I^pee  ik  time."  And  be  mentiaDed  ft  can  in  wfaidi  a,  dn^  vhe 
was  -nrj  targeUM,  had  aaked  ft  maiqoii  about  hia  vifa  who  had 
nm  avqr  irith  aa  eari,  asd  made  inqniiiei  abont  the  dskA  mm, 
who,  aa  vtajhoAy  knew,  waa  not  on  tenna  with  hia  father. 

"Thk  ia  Hn,  Flnnio — Iba.  Fhilqi  nnninl"  cried  Jmij 
Bingwood,  Tftther  nerrowdr ;  aad  I  ai^aae  Mia.  Philip  bbnfad, 
and  the  Uuah  became  her;  far  Hr.  Bingwood  ftftenrndn  eeade- 
aeanded  to  mj  to  one  of  hk  drtna,  that  tlteir  Dew-faond  lulatiie 
Beamed  one  of  yoor  roog^i-aod-readjr  sort  of  gentlemen,  bat  hia  wife 
wu  really  rery  well-bred,  and  quite  a  pretty  young  woman,  and 
piesentaUe  anywhere — really  anywhere.  Charlotte  was  aaked  ta 
nng  one  or  two  of  her  little  songs  after  diimer.  Mr.  Bingwood 
was  delighted.  Her  voice  was  perfectly  true.  What  she  san^  she 
nng  admirably.  Aud  he  was  good  enough  to  hum  over  one  of  her 
aongB  (during  whi(;h  performance  be  showed  that  Au  voice  waa 
not  exempt  from  little  frailties),  and  to  aay  he  had  heard  I^t^ 
Philomela  Shakerloy  sing  that  very  song  at  Glenmavis,  last  ftutunm; 
and  it  was  such  a  favourite  that  the  Duchess  asked  fbr  it  evoy 
night — actually  every  night  When  our  Mends  were  going  boat, 
Mr.  Ringwood  gave  Philip  almost  the  whole  of  one  finger  to  shake ; 
and  while  Philip  was  inwardly  raging  at  his  impertinence,  bdieved 
that  he  had  entirely  fascinat«l  his  humble  relatives,  and  that  he 
had  been  moet  good-natured  and  friendly. 

I  cannot  tell  why  this  man's  patronage  chafed  and  goaded  our 
worthy  friend  so  as  to  drive  bim  beyond  the  bounds  of  all  pobteoeH 
and  reason.  The  artless  remarks  of  the  little  boy,  and  the  occasoBBl 
simple  speeches  of  the  young  ladies,  had  only  tickled  Philip's 
bumour,  and  serve<l  to  amuse  him  when  he  met  his  relatives.  I 
suspect  it  was  a  certain  &ee-and-easy  manner  which  Mr.  Ringwood 
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choBe  to  adopt  towards  Mrs.  Philip,  which  annoy e<l  her  huHlKind. 
He  had  sjiid  nothing  at  which  oflfence  could  be  taken :  perhaps  he 
was  quite  unconscious  of  offending  ;  nay,  thought  himself  eminently 
pleasing.  Perhaps  he  was  not  more  impertinent  towards  her  than 
towards  other  women  :  but  in  tidking  about  him,  Mr.  Firmin's  cvch 
flashed  very  fiercely,  and  he  spoke  of  his  new  acquaintance  an<l 
H'lative,  with  his  usual  extreme  candour,  as  an  u{)start,  and  an 
arrogant  conceited  puppy  whose  ears  he  would  like  to  pidl. 

How  do  good  women  learn  to  dis<N>ver  men  wiio  are  not  goo<n 
Is  it  by  instinct?  How  do  tlicy  learn  tliose  stories  alxnit  men] 
I  protest  I  never  told  my  wife  anything  goo<l  or  bad  regarding  this 
Mr.  Ringwood,  though  of  course,  as  a  man  about  town,  I  have 
heard — who  has  not? — little  anecdotes  regarding  his  career.  His 
conduct  in  that  affair  with  Miss  Willowby  was  heartless  and  cruel ; 
his  behaviour  to  that  unhappy  Blanche  Painter  nolKxiy  can  defend. 
My  wife  conveys  her  opinion  regarding  Philip  Ringwood,  his  life, 
primriples,  and  morality,  by  looks  and  silences  which  are  more  awful 
and  killing  than  the  bitterest  words  of  sarcasm  or  reproof  Philip 
Firmin,  who  knows  her  ways,  watches  her  features,  and,  as  I  have 
said,  humbles  himself  at  her  feet,  marked  the  lady's  awful  looks 
when  he  came  to  descril)e  to  us  his  meeting  with  his  cousin,  and 
the  magnificent  patronising  airs  which  Mr.  Ringwood  assunuHl. 

"  What  ? "  he  said,  "  you  don't  like  him  any  more  than  I  do  ? 
I  thought  you  would  not ;  and  I  am  so  glad." 

Philip's  friend  said  she  did  not  know  Mr.  Ringwood,  and  had 
never  spoken  a  word  to  him  in  her  life. 

"  Yes ;  but  you  know  of  him,"  cries  the  imi>etuou8  Finnin. 
*'What  do  you  know  of  him,  with  his  monstrous  puppyism  and 
arrogance?"  Oh,  Mrs.  Laura  knew  very  little  of  him.  She  <lid 
not  believe — she  had  much  rather  not  believe — what  the  world  said 
aljout  Mr.  Ringi^ood. 

**  Sup()ose  we  were  to  ask  the  Woolcombs  their  opinion  of  your 
character,  Philip  ? "  cries  that  gentleman's  biographer,  with  a  laugh. 

"  My  dear ! "  siiys  Laura,  with  a  yet  severer  look,  the  severity 
of  which  glance  I  must  explain.  The  differences  of  Woolcomb  and 
his  wife  were  notorious.  Their  unhappiness  was  known  to  all  the 
world.  Society  was  beginning  to  look  with  a  very  very  cold  face 
ujion  Mrs.  Woolcomb.  Aft4'r  quarrels,  jealousies,  luittles,  re«*oncilia- 
tions,  scenes  of  renewed  violen<»e  and  furious  language,  had  come 
indiffereui^e,  and  the  most  rc<'kless  gaiety  on  the  woman's  pjirt. 
Her  home  was  splendid,  but  mean  and  miscRible  ;  all  sorts  of 
stories  were  rife  reganling  her  husliand  s  bnitul  trejitment  of  poor 
Agnes,  and  her  own  imprudent  InOiaviour.  Mrs.  Ijaum  was  in«lig- 
iiunt  when  this  unhappy  woman's  name  was  ever  mentioned,  except 
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when  she  thought  how  our  warm  tni»4ietfted  Philip  liad  cMapol 
from  the  heartless  creature.  '*What  a  Ueniiig  it  waa  tiiat  job 
were  ruined,  Philip,  and  that  the  deserted  jaa ! "  Ijmra  would  waj. 
**  What  fortune  would  repay  you  for  manyiog  audi  a  mMnanf ' 

"Indeed  it  was  worth  all  I  had  to  lose  her,"  aaja  Plii%  "md 
80  the  Doctor  and  I  are  quits.  If  he  had  not  qpent  my  ftrtnae; 
Agnes  would  hare  married  me.  If  she  had  married  m^  I  aqgjbt 
have  turned  OtheUo,  and  have  been  hanged  lor  amoiheripg  ho: 
Why,  if  I  had  not  been  poor,  I  shoold  never  have  been  naiiied  to 
little  Char — and  fimcy  not  being  mairied  to  Char !**  Tbe  worthy 
fellow  here  lapses  into  ulence,  and  indulges  in  an  inward  nftmt  it 
the  idea  of  his  own  excessive  happiness.  That  be  ia  acared  agus 
at  the  thouglit  which  his  own  imagination  has  laiaed. 

"I  say!  Fancy  being  without  the  kida  and  Char!*  he  criei 
with  a  bUnk  look. 

"That  horrible  fiither — that  dreadful  mother — pardon  me, 
Philip;  but  when  I  think  of  the  worldliness  of  those  onhai^ 
people,  and  how  that  poor  unhai^y  woman  has  been  bred  in  it, 
and  ruined  by  it — I  am  so,  so,  so  Mim^ei,  that  I  can't  keqi  ny 
temper!"  cries  the  lady.  **Is  the  woman  answerabie,  or  the 
parents,  who  hardened  her  hearty  and  sold  her — sold  her  to  tint 

O ! "    Our  illustrious  friend  Wookomb  was  aignified  by  "  thst 

O ;"  and  the  lady  once  more  paused,  choked  with  wrath  as  she 
thought  about  that  O,  and  that  (Vs  wife. 

"  I  wonder  he  has  not  Othello'd  her,"  remarks  Philip,  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets.  '*  I  should,  if  she  had  been  mine,  and  gone  on 
as  they  say  she  is  going  on." 

'*  It  is  dre:ulful  dreadful  to  contemplate ! "  continues  the  lady. 
*'  To  think  she  was  sold  by  her  own  parents,  poor  thin^  poor  thing ! 
The  giiilt  is  with  them  who  led  her  wrong." 

"  Nay,"  says  one  of  the  three  interlocutors.  "  Why  stop  at  poor 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Twysden  ?  Why  not  let  them  off,  and  accuse  their 
parents,  who  lived  worldly  too  in  their  generation  t  Or  stay  :  they 
descend  from  William  the  Conqueror.  Let  us  absolve  poor  Talbot 
Twysden  and  his  heartless  wife,  and  have  the  Norman  into  court" 

"  Ah,  Arthur !  Di<l  not  our  sin  begin  with  the  banning  ? " 
cries  the  lady,  "and  have  we  not  its  remedy?  Oh,  this  poor 
creature,  this  poor  creature  I  May  she  know  where  to  take  refuge 
from  it,  and  leam  to  repent  in  time ! " 

The  Greorgian  and  Circassian  girls,  they  say,  used  to  submit  to 
their  lot  very  complacently,  and  were  quite  eager  to  get  to  market 
at  Constantinople  and  be  sold.  Mrs.  WooU*omb  wanted  nobody  to 
tempt  her  away  from  p<K>r  Philip.  She  hopped  away  from  the  old 
love  as  soon  as  ever  the  new  one  appeared  with  his  bag  of  money. 
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She  knew  quite  well  to  whom  she  was  selling  herself,  and  for  what. 
The  tempter  needed  no  skill,  or  artifice,  or  elo(|uence.  He  had 
none.  But  be  showed  her  a  purse,  and  three  fine  houses — and  she 
came.  Innocent  child,  forsooth  !  She  knew  quite  as  much  about 
the  world  as  papa  and  mamma ;  and  the  lawyers  did  not  look  to 
her  settlement  more  warily,  and  c(H)]ly,  than  she  herself  did.  Did 
she  not  live  on  it  afterwanls  ?  I  do  not  say  she  lived  reputably, 
but  most  comfortably  :  as  Paris,  and  Rome,  and  Naples,  and  Florence 
can  tell  you,  where  she  is  well  known ;  wliere  she  receives  a  great 
deal  of  a  certain  kind  of  company  ;  where  she  is  8come<l  and  flattered, 
and  splendid,  and  lonely,  and  miserable.  She  is  not  miserable  when 
she  sees  children  :  she  d(K?s  not  care  for  other  [)er8on'8  children,  as 
she  never  did  for  her  own,  even  when  they  were  taken  from  her. 
She  is  of  course  hurt  and  angry,  when  quite  common  vulimr  people, 
not  in  society,  you  understand,  turn  away  fmm  her,  and  avoid  her, 
and  won't  come  to  her  jwirties.  She  gives  excellent  dinners  which 
jolly  fogeys,  rattling  bachelors,  and  doubtful  ladies  frequent :  but 
she  is  alone  and  unhappy — unhappy  bei^ause  she  does  not  see  [Kirents, 
sister,  or  brother]  Allonsj  mon  ban  monsieur !  She  never  cared 
for  parents,  sister,  or  brother  ;  or  for  baby  ;  or  for  man  (except  once 
for  Philip  a  little  little  bit,  when  her  pulse  would  soiuetimes  go  up 
two  beats  in  a  minute  at  his  ap{)earance).  But  she  is  unhappy, 
because  she  is  losing  her  figure,  and  from  tight  lacing  her  nose  has 
become  very  red,  and  the  i)earl  jmwder  won't  lie  on  it  somehow. 
And  though  you  may  have  thought  Woolcomb  an  (xlious,  ignorant, 
and  underbred  little  wretch,  you  must  own  that  at  legist  he  had  red 
blood  in  his  veins.  Did  he  not  s{>end  a  great  part  of  his  fortune  for 
the  possession  of  this  cold  wife  ?  For  whom  did  she  ever  make  a 
sacrifice,  or  feel  a  pjing?  I  am  sure  a  greater  misfortune  than  any 
which  has  befallen  friend  Philip  might  have  hapi)ened  to  him,  and 
so  congratulate  him  on  his  es<*ai)e. 

Having  vente<l  his  wrath  ujMin  the  am)gance  and  impertinence 
of  this  solemn  puppy  of  a  Philip  Kingwotxl,  our  friend  went  away 
somewhat  s<K)thed  to  his  club  in  St.  James's  Street.  The  "  Mega- 
therium Club  "  \a  only  a  very  few  doors  from  the  much  njon*  aristo- 
cratic establishment  of  **  Black's."  Mr.  Philip  Rin^<KMl  and  Mr. 
Woolcomb  were  standing  on  the  steps  of  "  Black's."  Mr.  Kingwood 
wave<l  a  graceful  little  kid-gloved  hand  to  Philip,  and  smiled  on 
him.  Mr.  Woolmmb  glared  at  our  friend  out  of  his  ojmU  eyeballs. 
Philip  ha*!  once  [)ro|K)6etl  to  kick  Woolcomb  into  the  sea.  He 
somehow  felt  as  if  he  would  like  to  treat  KingwoiMl  to  the  same 
bath.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  Hing^o<Hi  Iaboure<l  under  the  notion  that 
he  and  his  new-found  accjuaintancc  were  on  the  very  best  possible 
terms. 
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At  one  time  poor  little  Woolcomb  loved  to  be  seen  with  Fliifip 
Ringwood.  He  thought  he  acquired  distiiictioii  from  the  oompanion- 
ship  of  that  man  of  fashion,  and  would  hang  on  Ringwood  as  thej 
walked  the  Pall  Mall  pavement. 

''Do  you  know  that  great  hulking  overbearing  Inntet"  savs 
Woolcomb  to  his  companion  on  the  steps  of  "  Black'ft."  Perhaps 
somebody  overheard  them  from  the  bow  window.  (I  tell  you  cverr- 
thing  is  overheard  in  London,  and  a  great  deal  more  too.) 

''Brute,  is  he?''  says  Ringwood:  "seems  a  rough  overbearing 
sort  of  chap." 

"  Blackguard  Doctor's  son.  Bankrupt.  Father  ran  away,"  says 
the  dusky  man  with  the  opal  eyeballs. 

"I  have  heard  he  was  a  rogue — the  Doctor;  but  I  like 
him.  Remember  he  gave  me  three  sovereigns  when  I  wai  at 
school.  Always  like  a  fellow  who  tips  you  when  you  are  at 
school"  And  here  Ringwood  beckoned  his  brougham  iduch  wai 
in  waiting. 

"Shall  we  see  you  at  dinner?  Where  are  you  going f  asked 
Mr.  Woolcomb.     "  If  you  are  going  towards " 

'^  Towards  Gray's  Inn,  to  see  my  lawyer ;  have  an  appointeient 
there ;  be  with  you  at  eight ! "  And  Mr.  Ringwood  skipped  into 
his  little  brougham  and  was  gone. 

Tom  Eaves  told  Philip.  Tom  Eaves  belongs  to  "  Black's  Club,'* 
to  "  Rays's,"  to  the  "  Megatherium,"  I  don't  know  to  how  many 
ohiKs  iu  St.  James's  Street.  Tom  Eiives  knows  evervbodv's 
business,  and  all  the  seandal  of  all  the  clubs  for  the  last  fortv  vears. 
He  knows  who  has  lost  monev  and  to  whom  ;  what  is  the  talk  of 
the  opera-b^)x  and  what  the  scaiKlal  of  the  coulisses  ;  who  is  making 
love  to  whose  daughter.  Whatever  men  and  women  are  doing  in 
Mayfair,  is  the  farrago  of  Tom's  liU'l.  He  knows  so  many  stories, 
that  of  course  he  makes  mistakes  in  names  sometimes,  and  says 
that  Jones  is  on  the  verge  of  ruin,  when  he  is  thriving  and  prosper- 
ous, and  it  is  p(X)r  Brown  who  is  in  dithiMilties :  or  informs  us  that 
Mrs.  Fanny  is  flirting  with  Ca])tain  Ogle  when  both  are  jw  innocent 
of  a  flirtation  ius  vou  and  I  are.  Tom  certaiulv  is  niisi^hievous, 
and  often  is  wrong ;    but  when   he  sjKxiks  of  our  neiirhbours  he 


IS  amusmg. 


"  It  is  as  go<Hl  as  a  play  to  see  Kingwooil  and  Othello  together," 
says  Tom  to  Philip.  "  H«»w  prou«l  the  black  man  is  to  1h?  seen  with 
him  I  Heard  him  abuse  you  to  Ringwoo<l.  Ringwoo<l  stuck  up  for 
you  and  for  your  ]MKir  govenior— sjioke  up  like  a  man — like  a  man 
who  sticks  uj>  for  a  fellow  who  is  down.  How  the  black  n^an 
braids  about  having  Kingwood  to  dinner  I  Always  having  him  t«» 
dinner  !     You  should  have  sren  Kingwood  shake  him   oflT  I     S;iid 
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he  was  goiog  to  Gra3r's  Idd.     Heard  him  say  Gray's  Inn  Lane 
to  his  man.     Don't  believe  a  word  of  it." 

Now  I  daresay  you  are  much  too  fashionable  to  know  that 
Mibnan  Street  is  a  little  ctU  de  sac  of  a  street,  which  leads  into 
Chiilford  Street,  which  leads  into  Gray's  Inn  Lane.  Philip  went 
his  way  homewards,  shaking  off  Tom  Eaves,  who,  for  his  part, 
trotted  off  to  his  other  clubs,  telling  people  how  he  had  just  been 
talking  with  that  bankrupt  Doctor's  son,  and  wondering  how  Philip 
should  get  money  enough  to  pay  his  club  subscription.  Philip  then 
went  on  his  way,  striding  homewards  at  his  usual  manly  pace. 

Whose  black  brougham  was  that  ? — the  black  brougham  with 
the  chestnut  horse  walking  up  and  down  Guilford  Street.  Mr. 
Ringwood's  crest  was  on  the  brougham.  Wlien  Philip  entered  his 
drawing-room,  having,  opened  the  door  with  his  own  key,  there  sat 
Mr.  Ringwood,  talking  to  Mrs.  Charlotte,  who  was  taking  a  cup  of 
tea  at  five  o'clock.  She  and  the  children  liked  that  cup  of  tea. 
Sometimes  it  served  Mrs.  Char  for  dinner  when  Philip  dined  from 
home. 

"  If  I  had  known  you  were  coming  here,  you  might  btive  brought 
me  home  and  saved  me  a  long  walk,"  said  Philip,  wiping  a  burning 
forehead. 

"  So  I  might — BO  I  might,"  sai<l  the  other.     "  I  never  thought 
of  it.     I  had  to  see  my  lawyer  in  Gray's  Inn ;  and  it  was  then 
I  thought  of  coming  on  to  see  you,  as  I  was  telling  Mrs.  Firmin  : 
and  a  very  nice  quiet  place  you  live  in  ! " 

This  was  very  well.  But  for  the  first  and  only  time  of  his  life 
Philip  was  jealous. 

"  Don't  rub  so  with  your  feet !  Don't  like  to  ride  when  you 
jog  80  on  the  floor,"  8ai<l  Philip's  eldoflt  <larling,  who  had  clambered 
on  papa's  knee.  '*  Why  do  you  look  so  1  Don't  squeeze  my  arm, 
papa!" 

Mamma  was  utterly  unaware  that  Philip  had  any  cause  for 
afdtation.  "  You  have  walked  all  the  way  from  Westminster,  and 
the  club,  and  you  are  quite  hot  and  tired  !  "  she  said.  *'  Some  tea, 
my  dearl" 

Philip  nearly  choked  with  the  tea.  From  under  his  hair, 
which  fell  over  his  forehead,  he  looked  into  his  wife's  fare.  It 
wore  such  a  sweet  look  of  innocence  and  wonder,  that,  as  he 
regarded  her,  the  spasm  of  jealousy  iKisActl  off.  No:  there  was  no 
look  of  guilt  in  those  tender  eyes.  Philip  nnihl  only  read  in  them 
the  wife's  tender  love  and  anxiety  for  hinirtelf. 

But  what  of  Mr.  Ringwood's  fm^]  When  the  first  little  bluHli 
and  hesitation  had  passeil  away,  Mr.  Rin;;w(NMi  h  jisde  couiiienamv 
roMBumed  that  calm  self-satisfied  nuile,  which  it  customarily  wore. 
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^The  eoolnen  of  the  man  maddened  m%^  fliid  PhO^  %Mag 
aboat  the  little  ooettrrenoe  aftervaid%  moA  t^  Mininiil  amMnl. 

''Ckadous  Powen^"  cries  tiie  otiwr.  ^M  I  mM  ti  an 
Chariot  and  the  cfaildreny  would  joa  he  jeakna  ef  flH^fii 
heaided  Turk!  Are  you  prepared  intih  Mk  «mI  iMfMitiq^  Jlr 
every  man  who  Tiaita  Mrs.  Plrmint  Jiywkwsr^tommmm^iktlm 
character,  yoa  will  lead  yonraelf  «id  jwr  wU^  psM^  ttmL  Of 
comae  yoa  qnanelled  with  Lovehuse  thai  and  Ihen^  and  tlnettlMHi 
to  throw  him  oat  of  window  then  'wd  tiieiet<  Tear  caatan  ia  ii 
strike  when  yoo  are  hot,  witneaa *^ 

"^  Oh  dear  no !"  cried  Philip,  iirteni9«ii«  mei  «*!  kM  «t 
qoarrelled  with  him  yet"  And  he  groond  kla  ieeHi,  «ad  gaia  a 
▼ery  fierce  g^are  with  his  eyes.  *'  I  sat  him  oot  quite  civil^.  I 
went  with  htm  to  the  docNr;  and  I  ha^e  left  diractiana  Ant  he  ii 
nerer  to  pass  it  again — ^that's  alL  Bat  I  haye  not  qoanellad  witt 
him  in  the  least.  Two  men  never  faehayed  more  politely  tiwa  we 
did.  We  howed  and  grinned  at  eadi  other  qaite  amialily.  Bat  I 
own,  when  he  held  out  his  hand,  I  waa  obliged  to  keep  none  hehiad 

my  hack,  for  they  felt  very  misehievoosy  and  inclined  to Wci^ 

nevw  mind.  Perfai^  it  is.as  yoa  s^y ;  and  he  meant  no  aost  ef 
harm." 

Where,  I  say  again,  dowomenleaniaU  themiadiief  th^ksswl 
Why  shoald  my  w^  have  sn^  a  mistrast  and  honor  of  thia  geatl^ 
mant  She  took  Philip's  nde  entirdy.  She  said  she  thoai^t  he 
was  quite  right  in  keeping  that  person  out  of  his  house.  What  did 
she  know  about  that  person  ?  Did  I  not  know  myself  t  He  was  a 
libertine,  and  led  a  bad  life.  He  had  led  young  men  asteay,  and 
taught  them  to  gamble,  and  helped  them  to  ruin  themselyea.  We 
have  all  heard  stories  about  the  late  Sir  Philip  Ringwood :  that  last 
scandal  in  which  he  was  engaged,  three  years  ago,  and  which  brought 
his  career  to  an  end  at  Naples,  I  need  not,  of  course,  allude  ta 
But  fourteen  or  fifteen  years  ago,  about  which  time  this  present 
portion  of  our  little  story  is  enacted,  what  did  she  know  about 
Ringwood's  misdoings? 

No :  Philip  Firmin  did  not  quarrel  with  Philip  Ringwood  oa 
this  occasion.  But  he  shut  his  door  on  Mr.  Ringwood.  He 
refused  all  invitations  to  Sir  John's  house,  which,  of  course,  came 
less  frequently,  and  which  then  ceased  to  come  at  alL  Itich  foUa 
do  not  like  to  be  so  treated  by  the  poor.  Had  Lady  Ringwood  a 
notion  of  the  reason  why  Philip  kept  away  from  her  house  t  I  think 
it  is  more  than  possible.  Some  of  Philip's  friends  knew  her ;  and 
she  seemed  only  pained,  not  surprised  or  angry,  at  a  quarrel  which 
somehow  did  tike  place  between  the  two  gentlemen  not  rery  long 
after  that  visit  of  Mr.  Ringwood  to  his  kinsman  in  Milman  Street 
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"Your  friend  seems  very  hot-headed  and  violent-tempered," 
Lady  Ringwood  said,  Bi)eaking  of  that  very  quarrel.  '^  I  am  sorry 
he  keeps  that  kind  of  company.  I  am  sure  it  must  be  too  expensive 
for  him." 

As  luck  would  have  it,  Philip's  old  school-friend.  Lord  Egham, 
met  us  a  very  few  days  after  the  meeting  and  parting  of  Philip  and 
hia  cousin  in  Milman  Street,  and  invited  us  to  a  bachelor's  dinner 
on  the  river.  Our  wives  (without  whose  sanction  no  good  man 
would  surely  ever  look  a  whitebait  in  the  face)  gave  us  permission 
to  attend  this  entertainment,  and  remained  at  home,  and  partook  of 
a  tea-dinner  (blessings  on  them  !)  with  the  dear  children.  Men 
grow  young  again  when  they  meet  at  these  ])arties.  We  talk  of 
flogging,  proctors,  old  cronies ;  we  recite  old  school  and  college 
jokes.  I  hope  that  some  of  us  may  carry  on  these  pleasant  enter- 
tainments until  we  are  fourscore,  and  that  our  toothless  old  gums 
will  mumble  the  old  stories,  and  will  laugh  over  the  old  jokes  with 
erer-renewed  gusto.  Does  the  kind  reader  remember  the  account 
of  such  a  dinner  at  the  commencement  of  this  hist  or}'  ?  On  this 
afternoon,  Egham,  Maynard,  Burroughs  (several  of  the  men  fonnerly 
mentioned),  reassembled.  I  think  we  actually  like  each  other  well 
enough  to  be  pUuised  to  hear  of  each  other's  successes.  I  know  tliat 
one  or  two  good  fellows,  upon  whom  fortune  has  frowned,  have 
found  other  good  fellows  in  that  comiuiny  to  help  and  aid  them ; 
and  that  all  are  lietter  for  that  kindly  freemasonry. 

Before  the  dinner  was  served,  the  guests  met  on  the  green  of  the 
hotel,  and  examined  that  fair  landscape,  which  surely  does  not  lose 
its  charm  in  our  eyes  because  it  is  commonly  seen  before  a  gtxKl 
dinner.  The  crested  elms,  the  shining  river,  the  enunild  mea(h»w«, 
the  painted  parterres  of  flowers  around,  all  waiting'  an  agreeable 
smell  of  friiurty  of  flowers  and  flounders  exquisitely  conmiingled. 
W^ho  has  not  enjoyed  these  deli^'hts?  May  some  of  ns,  I  say,  live 
to  drink  the  '58  claret  in  the  year  1900  !  I  have  n<>  (i<«u)»t  that 
the  survivors  of  our  society  will  still  laugh  at  the  jokes  whirh  mc 
used  to  relish  when  the  [iresent  centurj'  was  still  only  niiddle-ngcd. 
Egham  was  going  to  Ikj  nuirried.  Would  he  be  allowed  to  dine 
next  year?  Frank  Berry's  wife  would  not  let  him  conic.  l)o  you 
remember  his  tn'inendous  fi«,dit  with  Biggs  ?  Kenu  iiibcr  .'  w  ho 
didn't?  Marston  was  Berry's  bottle-holder;  j)oor  Mnrett)n,  who 
was  killed  in  India.  And  Biggs  and  Berry  wen-  the  clos<»st  friends 
in  life  ever  after.  Who  would  ever  have  thought  of  Brackley  !«- 
(»ming  serious,  and  l)eiiJi:  made  an  archdeacon  ?  Do  you  rememl^er 
his  fight  with  KingW(Mj<l  ?  What  an  infenial  Imlly  he  was,  and 
how  gbul  we  all  wen'  when  Brackley  thrashinl  him.  What  different 
fates  await  men  !     Who  would  ever  have  imairineil  Nosey  Brackley 
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a  eimte  in  the  mining  disfcrictiy  and  ending  I17  waniiqg  a  raKttt 
in  his  hat!  Who  would  ever  ha^e  thooi^t  of  Bingwood  beeaaim 
soehaprodigioiiBBwelland  kadflr  of  fiMhiont  HewaaaTvyihj 
ieQow ;  not  at  all  a  good-4ooking  Mkm :  and  what  a  vild  Mkm 
he  had  become^  and  what  a  ladj-ldDer  1  Imt  he  aonie 
of  yoaia,  Finnin  f  Hiilip  aeid  yei|  bat  that  he  had  aeamij 
Ringwood  at  alL  And  one  man  aftur  another  told  aneedetei  ef 
Ringwood:  how  he  had  yoong  men  to  play  in  hia  hooae;  howhs 
had  played  in  that  retj  *'  Star  and  Garter " ;  and  bow  he  alwi^a 
won.  Ton  mnst  pkaae  to  remember  thet  oar  atory  dataa  ba^ 
some  Bixteoi  yean^  when  the  dioe-boz  atill  mttied  nnraafnnaHy,  and 
the  king  waa  turned. 

Aa  this  old  achool  goarip  ia  gnng  on,  Lord  Ei^iam  aitiYea^  and 
with  him  thia  rery  Ringwood  about  whom  the  old  achoolfeihmi 
had  just  been  talking.  He  came  down  in  ^gham'b  phaeton.  Of 
oourae,  the  greatoBt  man  of  the  party  always  waita  for  Ringwood. 
*'If  we  had  had  a  duke  at  Greyfkiara^''  aaya  aome  gnmdikr, 
*'  Ringwood  would  have  made  the  dv^  bring  lum  down." 

Philip'a  friend,  when  he  behdd  the  airhal  of  Ifr.  Ringwood, 
aeiaed  flrmin'a  big  arm,  and  whiapered — 

*'  Hold  your  t<mgue.  No  fighting.  No  qnarrda.  Let  bygonet 
be  bygones.     Remember,  there  can  be  no  earUdy  nae  in  a  acandaL" 

^Lea^e  me  akne,"  eaya  Philip^  ''and  doat  be  afraid." 

I  thought  Ringwood  seemed  to  start  back  for  a  moment,  and 
perhaps  fancied  that  he  looked  a  little  pale,  but  he  advanced  with 
a  gracious  sinile  towards  Philip,  and  remarked,  "  It  b  a  long  time 
since  we  have  seen  you  at  my  father's." 

Philip  grinned  and  smiled  too.  "  It  was  a  long  time  since  he 
ha4  been  in  Hill  Street."  And  Philip's  smile  was  not  at  all  pleasioj^ 
to  behold.  Indeed,  a  worse  performer  of  comedy  than  our  friend 
does  not  walk  the  stage  of  this  life. 

On  this  the  other  gaily  remarked  he  was  g]ad  Philip  had  leave 
to  join  the  bachelor's  party.  "  Meeting  of  old  schooliellowB  very 
pleasant  Hadn't  been  to  one  of  them  for  a  long  time :  though  the 
*  Friars '  was  an  abominable  hole  :  that  was  the  truth.  Who  was 
that  in  tlie  shovel-hat — a  bishop]  what  bishop?" 

It  was  Brarkley,  the  Archdeacon,  who  turned  very  red  on  seeing 
Rinj^'ood.  For  the  fact  is,  Brackley  was  talking  to  Pennystone, 
the  little  boy  about  whom  the  quarrel  and  fight  had  taken  place  at 
school,  when  RingwoocI  had  proposed  forcibly  to  take  Pennystone's 
money  fn>m  him.  '*I  think,  Mr.  Ringwood,  that  Pennystone  is 
big  enough  to  hold  his  own  now,  don't  you  f  "  said  the  Archdeacon  ; 
and  with  this  the  Venerable  man  turned  on  his  heel,  leaving  Rini;- 
wood  to  fiice  the  little  Pennystone  of  former  years :  now  a  gigantic 
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country  squire,  with  health  ringing  iu  his  voice,  and  a  pair  of  great 
arms  and  fists  that  would  have  demolished  six  Ringwoods  in  the 
field. 

The  sight  of  these  quondam  enemies  rather  disturbed  Mr. 
Kingwood's  tranquillity. 

'*  I  was  dreadfully  bullied  at  that  srhool/'  he  said  in  an  appeal- 
ing manner  to  Mr.  Pennystone.  **  I  did  as  others  did.  It  was  a 
horrible  place,  and  I  hate  the  name  of  it.  I  say,  Eghuni,  don't  you 
think  that  Bamaby's  motion  last  night  was  very  ill-timed,  and  that 
the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  answered  him  very  neatly  1 " 

This  became  a  cant  phrase  amongst  some  of  us  wags  afterwanls. 
"Whenever  we  wished  to  change  a  conversation,  it  was,  "  I  Bay, 
Egham,  don't  you  tiiink  Bamaby's  motion  was  very  ill-timed  ;  and 
that  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  answereil  him  very  neatly  1 " 
You  know  Mr.  Ringwood  would  scarcely  have  thought  of  coming 
amongst  such  common  i)eo[>1e  as  his  old  schoolfellows,  but  seeing 
Loni  Egham's  phaeton  at  "  Black's,"  he  condescended  to  drive  down 
to  Richmond  with  his  Lonlship,  and  I  hoi>e  a  great  numlier  of  his 
friends  in  St.  James's  Street  saw  him  in  that  noble  company. 

Windham  was  tlie  chairman  of  the  evening — elected  to  that 
post  because  he  is  very  fond  of  making  siieorhes  to  which  he  does 
not  in  the  least  ex)>ect  you  to  listen.  All  men  of  sense  are  glad  to 
hand  over  this  othce  to  him  :  and  I  ho})e,  for  niy  [mrt,  a  day  will 
soon  arrive  (but  I  own,  mind  you,  that  I  «lo  not  (*ane  well)  when 
we  shall  have  the  sjiecchcs  done  by  a  skilled  waiter  at  the  side- 
table,  as  we  now  have  the  carving.  Don't  you  find  that  you  sj)la8h 
the  gravy,  that  you  mangle  the  meat,  that  you  can't  nick  the  joint 
in  hel[)ing  the  comjMiny  to  a  dinncr-8i>etMh  ?  I,  for  my  jMirt,  own 
that  I  am  in  a  state  of  tn^nior  and  alisence  of  mind  before  the 
o)H*ration  ;  in  a  con<lition  of  indHM*ility  during  the  business  ;  and 
that  I  am  sure  of  a  headache  and  indigestion  the  next  morning. 
What  then  1     Have  I  not  hocii  <»no  of  the  bnivi'st  njen  in  the  worhl, 

at  a  City  dinner  last  year,  in  a  state  of  e<|Ual  piuiir  f 1  feel  that 

I  am  wamlering  fnnn  IMjilip's  a<lventiin's  t<>  his  biographer's,  and 
confess  I  am  thinking  of  the  <lisinal  fi*i*co  I  myself  mmle  on  tlus 
iNx^on  at  the  Hirhuiond  dinner. 

You  see,  the  ord«*r  t>f  the  day  at  the>e  meetings  is  to  joke  at 
everything-  -to  joke  at  the  chainnan,  at  all  the  s|H»akers,  at  the 
anny  an<l  navy,  at  the  venerable  the  legislatun*,  at  the  bur  anil 
lieneh,  and  so  forth.  If  we  toast  a  Iwirrister,  we  8h<»w  how 
admirablv  he  wouM  have  tiiruretl  in  the  <liK*k  :  if  a  sailor,  how 
lament4iblv  s<>a-sick  he  wiis  :  it'  a  soldier,  how  nimbi v  he  ran  awav. 
For  example,  we  dnjnk  the  ^*ene^able  .Arehdtmeoii  Bnickley  and  the 
army.      vVe  deplored  the  isTVei-senesii  which  had  letl  him  to  adopt 
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aUackoMit  instead  of  a  red.  War  had  endniijr  been  loB 
as  he  had  shown  by  the  fireqnent  hattiea  m  vhidi  be  bad 
en^iged  at  schod.  For  what  was  the  olW  gnat  wanior  ef  §m 
age  fiunons  f  fx  that  Rnrnwi  feature  In  hia  fiuse^  whidi  iUOt^iUkt^ 
iHuch  gave  a  nume  to,  oar  Braddqr — a  name  bf  idneli  wa  tm§f 
dung  (cries  of  <<  Nosey,  Nos^ !  *%  m^  tbat  ftatnm  iwaiawf 
ere  k>ng  the  &oe  of— -of  <me  of  tiie  dii^  of  that  amy  fit  wlidk 

ba  was  a  distinguished  field-officer !    IGi^t Hero  I  eoBfesi  I 

fiurly  Itfoke  down,  lost  the  thread  of  my  joke — at  wbidi  Bndiqr 
aeen^  to  look  rather  sevoe — and  finished  tiie  speedi  wHb  a  gsbUi 
about  regard,  esteem,  everybody  respect  you,  and  good  beaWit  oU 
boy — which  answered  quite  as  wdl  as  a  finished  ontioo,  bowcvcr 
the  author  might  be  discontented  with  il 

The  Ardideaoon's  little  sermon  was  very  biie^  as  the  diaooones 
of  sensible  divines  sometunes  will  be.  He  was  fjt^  to  meet  «U 
friends — to  make  friends  with  old  foes  (loud  cries  of  ^B»vii^ 
Nosey ! ").  In  the  battle  of  life,  erery  man  must  meet  wHb  a  blow 
or  two ;  and  every  brave  one  would  take  his  fiicer  with  good-hnmom; 
Had  he  quarrelled  with  any  old  schoolfidlow  in  old  tunesf  B» 
wore  peace  not  only  on  his  coat,  but  in  his  heart  Peace  and 
goodwill  were  the  words  of  the  day  in  the  army  to  which  be  he- 
kmged ;  and  he  hoped  that  all  officers  in  it  woe  animated  by  one 
mprti  d$  eorpt, 

A  silence  ensued,  during  which  men  looked  towards  Mr.  Bing- 
wood,  as  the  ''old  foe''  towards  whom  the  Archdeacon  had  held 
out  the  hand  of  amity :  but  Ringwood,  who  had  listened  to  the 
Archdeacon's  speech  with  an  expression  of  great  disgust,  did  not 
rise  from  his  chair — only  remarking  to  his  neighbour  Egham,  ''  Why 
should  I  get  up  ?  Hang  him,  I  have  nothing  to  say.  I  say,  Fgham^ 
why  did  you  induce  me  to  come  into  this  kind  of  thing  I " 

Fearing  that  a  collision  might  take  place  between  Philip  and 
his  kinsman,  I  had  drawn  Philip  away  from  the  place  in  the  room 
to  which  Lord  E^ham  beckoned  him,  saying,  "  Never  mind,  Philip, 
about  sitting  by  the  lord,"  by  whose  side  I  knew  perfectly  well 
that  Mr.  Ringwood  would  find  a  place.  But  it  was  our  lot  to  be 
separated  from  his  Lordship  by  merely  the  table's  breadth,  and 
some  intervening  vases  of  flowers  and  fniits  through  which  we  could 
see  and  hear  our  opposite  neighbours.  When  Ringwood  spoke  of 
'*  this  kind  of  thing,"  Philip  glarerl  across  the  table,  and  started  as 
if  he  was  going  to  speak  ;  but  his  neighbour  pinched  him  on  the 
knee,  and  whispered  to  him,  "Silence — no  scandal.  Remember." 
The  other  fell  back,  swallowed  a  glass  of  wine,  and  made  me  hi 
from  comfortable  by  pcrfonning  a  tattoo  on  my  chair. 

The  speeches  went  on.     If  they  were  not  more  eloquent  they 
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were  more  noisy  aud  lively  than  before.  Then  the  aid  of  song  was 
called  in  to  enliven  the  banquet.  The  Archdeacon,  who  had  looked 
a  little  uneai^y  for  the  last  half-hour,  rose  up  at  the  call  for  a  song, 
and  quitted  the  room.  *<Let  us  go  too,  Philip,''  said  Philip's 
neighbour.  "You  don't  want  to  hear  those  dreadful  old  college 
8ong8  over  again?"  But  Philip  sulkily  said,  "You  go,  I  should 
like  to  stay." 

Lord  Egham  was  seeing  the  last  of  his  bachelor  life.  He  liked 
those  last  evenings  to  be  merry  ;  he  lingered  over  them,  and  did 
not  wish  them  to  end  too  quickly.  His  neighbour  was  long  since 
tired  of  the  entertainment,  and  sick  of  our  company.  Mr.  Ring- 
wood  had  lived  of  late  in  a  world  of  such  fashion  that  ordinary 
mortals  were  despicable  to  him.  He  had  no  affectionate  remem- 
brance of  his  early  days,  or  of  anybody  belonging  to  them.  Whilst 
Philip  was  singing  his  song  of  "Doctor  Luther,"  I  was  glad 
that  he  could  not  see  the  face  of  surprise  and  disgust  which  his 
kinsman  bore.  Other  vocal  performances  follow e<l,  including  a 
song  by  Lord  Egham,  which,  I  am  bound  to  say,  was  hideously 
out  of  tune ;  but  was  received  by  his  near  neighbour  complacently 
enough. 

The  noise  now  began  to  increase,  the  choruses  were  fuller,  the 
speeches  were  louder  and  more  incoherent.  I  don't  think  the 
company  heard  a  speech  by  little  Mr.  Van  John,  whose  health  was 
drunk  as  representative  of  the  British  Turf,  and  who  said  that  he 
had  never  known  anything  about  the  turf  or  about  play,  until  their 
old  schoolfellow,  his  dear  friend — his  swell  friend,  if  he  might  be 
permitted  the  expression — Mr.  Ring^'ood,  taught  him  the  use  of 
cards ;  and  once,  in  his  own  house,  in  Mayfair,  and  once  in  this 
very  house,  the  "  Star  and  Garter,"  showed  him  how  to  play  the 
noble  game  of  Blind  Hookey.  "  The  men  are  drunk.  Let  us  go 
away,  Egham.  I  ilidn't  coiue  for  tliis  kind  of  thing ! "  cried  Ring- 
wood,  furious,  by  Lord  Egham '«  side. 

This  was  the  expression  which  Mr.  Ringwtxxl  had  used  a  short 
time  before,  when  Philip  was  al)out  to  interrupt  him.  He  had 
lifted  his  gun  to  fire  then,  but  his  hand  had  Itecn  hel<i  back.  The 
bird  passed  him  once  more,  and  he  could  not  help  taking  aim. 
" Thi«  kind  of  thing  is  ver>'  dull,  isn't  it,  Ring^iKHJ  I "  he  called 
acro68  the  table,  pulling  away  a  flower,  and  glaring  at  the  other 
through  the  little  open  space. 

"Dull,  old  boy  ?  I  call  it  doose<l  good  fun,"  cries  Lord  Egham, 
in  the  height  of  good-humour. 

"  Dull  ?     What  do  you  mean  1 "  a^ked  my  Lord's  neighbour. 

"  I  mean  you  would  prefer  having  a  couple  uf  jmcks  of  canla, 
and  a  little  room,  where  vou  could  win  thrcH>  or  four  hundred  from 
11  '  2q 
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a  young  fellow!     It's  more  profitable  and  more  quiet  than  'thii 
kind  of  tiling/  " 

"  I  say,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean ! "  cries  the  other. 

"  What !  You  have  forgotten  already  ?  Has  not  Van  John 
just  told  you,  how  you  and  Mr.  Deuceace  brou^t  him  down  here, 
and  won  his  money  from  him;  and  then  how  you  gave  him  hk 
revenge  at  your  own  house  in " 

"  Did  I  come  here  to  be  insulted  by  that  fellow  t "  crieB  Mr. 
Ringwood,  appealing  to  his  neighbour. 

'^  If  that  is  an  insult,  you  may  put  it  in  your  pipe  and  smoke 
it,  Mr.  Ringwood  ! "  cries  Philip. 

*'  Come  away,  come  away,  Egham !  Don't  keep  me  here 
listening  to  this  bla " 

"  If  you  say  another  word,"  says  Philip,  "  I'll  send  this 
decanter  at  your  head  ! " 

"  Come,  come — nonsense !  No  quarrelling !  Make  it  up ! 
Everybody  •  has  had  too  much !  Get  the  bill,  and  order  the 
omnibus  round  ! "  A  crowd  was  on  one  side  of  the  table,  and  the 
other.  One  of  the  cousins  had  not  the  least  wish  that  the  quarrel 
should  proceed  any  further. 

When,  being  in  a  quarrel,  Philip  Firmin  assumes  the  calm  and 
stately  manner,  he  is  perhaps  in  his  most  dangerous  state.  Lord 
Egham's  phaeton  (in  which  Mr.  Ringwood  showed  a  great  unwilling- 
ness to  take  a  seat  by  the  driver)  was  at  the  hotel  gate,  an  onmibus 
and  a  private  carritige  or  two  were  in  readiness  to  take  home  the 
other  guests  of  the  feiist.  Egham  went  into  the  hotel  to  light  a 
final  cig-ar,  aiul  now  Philip,  springing  forward,  caught  by  the  arm 
the  gentleman  sitting  on  the  front  seat  of  the  phaeton. 

**  St^ip  !  "  he  Siiid.     "  You  use<l  a  wonl  just  now " 

"  What  wonl  I  I  don't  know  anything  about  words  I "  cries 
the  other  in  a  loud  voice. 

'*  You  said  '  insulted,'  "  murmured  Philip,  in  the  gentlest  tone. 

"  I  don't  know  what  I  said,'  said  Ringwoo<l  peevishly. 

*'  I  Siiid,  in  reply  to  the  wonls  which  you  forget,  *  that  I  would 
knock  you  do\^^l,'  or  words  to  that  effect.  If  you  feel  in  the  least 
aggrieved,  you  know  where  my  chambers  are — with  Mr.  Van  John, 
whom  you  and  your  mistress  inveigle<l  to  play  cards  when  he  was 
a  bov.  You  are  not  fit  t^>  come  into  an  honest  man's  house.  It 
was  only  be<'ause  I  wished  to  spare  a  lady's  feelings  that  I  refrained 
from  turning  you  out  of  mine.  Gaxl  night,  Egham  ! ''  and  with 
great  majesty  Mr.  Philip  returned  to  his  companion  and  the  hansom 
cab  which  was  in  waiting  to  convey  these  two  gentlemen  to 
London. 

I   was  quite  correct  in    my  surmise   that   Philip's   antagonist 
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lid  take  no  further  notice  of  the  quarrel  to  Philip  |)erBonaIly. 
eed,  he  affected  to  treat  it  as  a  drunken  brawl,  regarding  which 
man  of  sense  would  allow  himself  to  be  seriously  disturbed.  A 
rrel  between  two  men  of  the  same  family  : — between  Philip  and 

own  relative  who  had  only  wished  him  well  7—  It  was  absurd 
.  impossible.  What  Mr.  Hingwood  deplored  was  the  obstinate 
emper  and  known  violence  of  Philip,  which  were  for  ever  leading 
1  into  these  brawls,  and  estranging  his  fomily  from  him.  A  man 
ed  by  the  coat,  insulted,  threatened  with  a  de<'anter !  A  man 
station  so  treated  by  a  person  whose  own  position  was  most 
stionable,  whose  father  was  a  fugitive,  and  who  himself  was 
jggling  for  precarious  subsistence !  The  arrogance  was  too 
&t.  With  the  best  wishes  for  the  unhappy  young  man,  and  his 
iable  (but  empty-headed)  little  wife,  it  was  impossible  to  take 
ther  notice  of  them.  Let  the  visits  cease.  Let  the  carriage  no 
re  drive  from  Berkeley  Square  to  Milman  Street.  Let  there 
no  presents  of  game,  poultry,  legs  of  mutton,  old  clothes,  and 
at  not.  Henceforth,  therefore,  the  Ringwood  carriage  was  un- 
>wn  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Foundling,  and  the  Ringwood 
tmen  no  mure  scented  with  their  i>owdered  heads  the  Firmins' 
le  hall  ceiling.  Sir  John  said  to  the  end  that  he  was  about 
procure  a  comfortable  p\su*e  for  Philip,  when  his  deplorable 
lence  obligeil  Sir  John  to  break  off  all  relations  with  the  most 
iguided  young  man. 

Nor  was  the  end  of  the  mischief  here.     We  have  all  read  how 

gods  never  ap|)ear  alone — the  gods  bringing  good  or  evil 
tune.     When  two  or  three  little  pieces  of  good  luck  had  befallen 

poor  friend,  my  wife  triumphantly  crie<l  out,  "  I  told  you  so ! 
I  I  not  always  say  that  Heaven  would  befriend  that  dear  inniM^ent 
e  and  children  ;  that  brave,  generous,  imprudent  father  1"  And 
w  when  the  evil  days  came,  this  monstrous  logician  insisted  that 
rerty,  sickness,  dreadful  doubt  and  terror,  hunger  and  want 
lost,  were  all  etjually  intended  for  Philip's  advantage,  and  would 
rk  for  good  in  the  end.  So  that  rain  was  g<K)d,  and  sunshine 
I  good ;  so  that  sickness  was  goiNl,  and  health  was  good  ;  that 
ilip  ill  was  to  be  as  happy  as  Philip  well,  and  an  thankful  for 
iick  house  and  an  empty  pocket  as  for  a  wanii  fireside  and  a 
ofortable  larder.  Mind,  I  ask  no  Christian  philos(»pher  to  revile 
hb  ill  fortunes,  or  to  despair.  I  will  accept  a  tiMithache  (or  any 
I  of  life)  and  bear  it  without  too  much  gnimbling.     But  1  cannot 

that  to  have  a  tooth  pulle<l  out  is  a  blessing,  or  fondle  the 
id  which  wrenches  at  my  jaw. 

"  They  can  live  without  their  fine  relations,  and  their  donations 
mutton  and  turnips,"  cries  my  wife  with  a  toss  of  her  bead. 
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"The  way  in  which  those  people  patronised  Philip  and  dar 
Charlotte  was  perfectly  intolerable.  Lady  Ringwood  knows  ham 
dreadful  the  conduct  of  that  Mr  Ringwood  is,  and — ^and  I  haie 
no  patience  with  her  ! "  How,  I  repeat,  do  women  know  about 
men  ?  How  do  they  telegraph  to  each  other  their  notices  of  ahnn 
and  mistrust  ?  and  fly  as  birds  rise  up  with  a  rush  and  a  aknnr 
when  danger  appears  to  be  near  ?  All  this  was  very  welL  But 
Mr.  Tregarran  heard  some  account  of  the  dispute  between  I^iilip 
and  Mr.  Ringwood,  antl  applied  to  Sir  John  for  ftirther  partknlan ; 
and  Sir  John — liberal  man  as  he  was  and  erer  had  been,  and 
priding  himself  little,  Heaven  knew,  on  the  privilege  of  rank,  which 
was  merely  adventitious — was  constrained  to  confess  that  this 
young  man's  conduct  showed  a  great  deal  too  much  laisaez  aUfr, 
He  had  constantly,  at  Sir  John's  own  house,  manifested  an  inde- 
pendence which  had  bordered  on  rudeness ;  he  was  always  notorioiB 
for  his  quarrelsome  disposition,  and  lately  had  so  disgraced  himself 
in  a  scene  with  Sir  John's  eldest  son,  Mr.  Ringwood — had  exhilnted 
such  brutality,  ingratitude,  and — and  inebriation,  that  Sir  John 
was  free  to  confess  he  had  forbidden  the  gentleman  his  door. 

"  An  insubordinate,  ill-conditioned  fellow,  certainly ! "  thinks 
Tregarvan.  (And  I  do  not  say,  though  Philip  is  my  friend,  that 
Tregarvan  and  Sir  John  were  altogether  wrong  regarding  their 
proUg^.)  Twice  Tregarvan  had  invited  him  to  break^ist,  and 
Philip  ha<l  not  appeared.  More  than  once  he  had  contradict^ 
Trcijrarvan  about  tlie  Review.  He  had  said  that  the  Rtrietr  was 
not  getting  on,  and  if  you  a.skeil  Philip  his  candid  opinion,  it  would 
not  get  on.  Six  numbers  had  ap]»eared,  and  it  dicl  not  meet  with 
that  attention  which  the  public  ought  to  pay  to  it.  The  public 
wiLs  careless  as  to  the  designs  of  that  Great  Power,  which  it  was 
Tregarvan's  aim  to  <lefy  an<l  n)nfoun<l.  He  took  counsel  with 
himself.  He  walkctl  over  to  the  publisherX  and  inspecteii  the 
Injoks  :  an«l  the  result  of  that  ins^M^ction  was  so  disagreeable,  liiai 
he  went  home  straightway  and  wn»te  a  letter  to  Philip  Finnin. 
Esii.,  New  Miluiau  Street,  Guilfonl  Street,  which  that  poor  felK»w 
brought  to  his  usual  a«lvisers. 

That  letter  c«>ntaiue<l  a  chetpie  fof  a  quarter's  salary,  and  Kuie 
adieu  to  Mr.  Firniin.  The  writer  wouhl  not  recapitulate  the  causes 
of  dissatisfaction  which  he  felt  res|)ecting  the  conduct  of  the  Berirtc. 
He  was  much  <lisiipi)<»inte<l  in  its  progress,  and  dissatistietl  with  its 
general  manairenient.  He  thought  an  opportunity  was  lost  which 
never  could  l)e  nvovered  f«)r  exjMjsing  the  dt»signs  of  a  Power  which 
nienactMJ  the  lilK-rty  and  tninquillity  of  Europe.  Had  it  been 
directed  with  ])ro|>er  energy  that  Review  might  have  been  an  a?i^i^ 
to  that  thi*eatened  lil)erty,  a  lamp  to  lighten  the  darkness  of  that 
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menaced  freedom.  It  might  have  pointed  the  way  t<i  the  cultiva- 
tion bonarum  literarum ;  it  might  have  fostered  rising  talent,  it 
might  have  chaatised  the  arn>gance  of  so-called  critics ;  it  might 
haTe  aerveti  the  cause  of  tnith.  Tregarvan's  hopes  were  disai)- 
pointed :  he  would  not  say  by  whose  remissness  or  fault.  He  had 
done  hu  utmost  in  the  good  work,  ami,  finally,  would  thank  Mr. 
Firmin  to  print  off  the  articles  alrea<iy  purchased  and  paid  for,  and 
to  prepare  a  brief  notice  for  tlie  next  number,  announcing  the  dis- 
continuance of  the  Reiyi^o ;  and  Tregarvan  showed  my  wife  a  cold 
shoulder  for  a  considerable  time  afterwanis,  nor  were  we  aske<i  to 
his  tearparties,  I  forget  for  how  many  seasons. 

This  to  us  was  no  great  loss  or  subject  of  annoyance :  but  to 
poor  Philip  t  It  was  a  matter  of  life  and  almost  death  to  him. 
He  never  could  save  much  out  of  his  little  pittance.  Here  were 
fifty  pounds  in  his  hand,  it  is  tnie ;  but  bills,  taxes,  rent,  the 
hundred  little  obligations  of  a  house,  were  due  and  pressing  upon 
him ;  and  in  the  midst  of  his  anxiety,  our  dear  little  Mrs.  Philip 
was  about  to  present  him  with  a  third  ornament  to  his  nursery. 
Poor  little  Tertius  arrived  duly  enough  ;  and,  such  hyjjocrites  were 
we,  that  the  poor  mother  was  absolutely  think inv;  of  calling  the 
child  Tregarvan  Firmin,  as  a  compliment  to  Mr.  Tregarvan,  who 
had  been  so  kind  to  them,  and  Tregarvan  Firmin  would  be  such  a 
pretty  name,  she  thought.  We  imagined  the  Little  Sister  knew 
nothing  alx)ut  Phili[)'s  anxieties.  Of  coudm*  she  attended  Mrs. 
Philip  through  her  tn)ubles,  and  we  vow  that  we  never  said  a  word 
to  her  reganling  Philip's  own.  But  Mrs.  Hrandon  went  in  to 
Philip  one  day,  as  he  was  sitting  very  grave  and  sad  with  his  two 
first-born  children,  and  she  took  both  his  hands,  and  said,  **  You 
know,  dear,  I  have  save<l  ever  so  much  :  and  I  always  intended  it 
for — you  know  who."  And  here  she  looH<»ne<l  t»nc  hand  from  him, 
ami  felt  in  her  pocket  for  a  purse,  and  put  it  into  Philip  s  hand, 
and  wept  on  his  shouhlcr.  And  Philip  kis8c<l  her,  and  thanke<] 
God  for  sending  him  surli  a  dear  fricn<l,  antl  gave  Iht  Iwick  her 
purse,  though  indecMl  he  had  )Mit  five  iNurnds  left  in  his  own  when 
this  benefactrei<s  came  to  him. 

Yes :  but  there  were  (h'bts  owing  to  him.  Then*  wjis  his  wife's 
little  porticm  of  fifty  |M»un<ls  a  year,  which  iiail  never  Invn  |)aid 
since  the  second  (jnarter  after  their  marriage,  which  had  happenetl 
now  more  than  three  years  ago.  As  Philip  liail  s<'an*e  a  guinea  in 
the  worhl,  he  wn)te  to  Mrs.  Baynes,  his  wife's  mother,  to  explain 
his  extreme  want,  and  to  remind  her  that  this  money  was  due. 
Mm.  (General  Baynes  was  living  at  Jersey  at  this  time  in  a  choice 
society  of  half-i)ay  la4li<'s,  rlerirymen,  captaiins,  and  the  like,  among 
whom  I  liave  no  doubt  she  move<l  as  a  great  laily.     She  wore  a 
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laige  medallion  of  the  deoeaaed  General  on  her  nedL  She  vepi 
dry  tenia  orer  that  intereating  cameo  at  freqiMot  ten-pnrtiea.  She 
ner^  ooold  foigiTe  Philip  for  taking  away  Imt  diild  from  her,  and 
if  any  one  would  take  away  otheia  of  her  giiia^  ahe  would  be  eqndy 
nnfingiTing.  Endowed  with  that  wooderfid  logic  with  whidi 
women  are  bkaeed,  I  believe  ahe  nerer  admitted,  or  baa  been  abk 
to  admit  to  her  own  mind,  that  ahe  did  PhiMp  or  her  daoc^tcr  a 
wrong.  In  the  tearpartiea  of  her  aoqnaintanee  ahe  groaiied  otcr 
the  extravagance  of  her  aon-in-law  and  hia  bnilai  treatmcBt  of  hfr 
blesBed  diild.  Many  good  people  agreed  with  her  and  ahook  their 
reapectaUe  noddles  when  the  name  of  that  prodigal  Philip  wai 
mentioned  over  her  muffins  and  Bohea.  He  was  pr^fad  §it;  hii 
dear  widowed  mother-in-^aw  was  jutied,  and  blesaed  with  aD  ^ 
comfort  reverend  gentlemen  could  aopply  on  the  apoi.  "  Upon  my 
honour,  Firmin,  Emily  and  I  were  made  to  believe  that  yoa  woe  a 
monster,  sir,"  the  atont  M^jor  IfacWhirter  once  aaid ;  ''and  now  I 
have  heard  jroor  stoiy,  by  Jove,  I  think  it  is  you,  and  not  Eha 
Baynes,  who  were  wnmged.  She  baa  a  deuce  of  a  tongue^  Eha 
baa :  and  a  temper — poor  Chaiies  knew  what  thai  waa ! "  In  finc^ 
when  Philip,  reduced  to  his  laat  guinea,  aaked  Charlotte  mother 
to  pay  her  debt  to  her  aick  daughter,  Mn.  Ckneral  B.  aent  Philip  a 
ten-pound  note,  open,  by  Oaptain  Swang,  of  the  Indian  army,  who 
happened  to  be  coming  to  England.  And  that»  Philip  aaya,  of  all 
the  hard  knocks  of  &te,  has  bera  the  very  hardest  which  he  has 
had  to  enclure. 

But  the  poor  little  wife  knew  nothing  of  this  cnielty,  nor,  indeed, 
of  the  very  poverty  which  was  hemming  rountl  her  curtain ;  and  in 
the  midst  of  his  griefs,  Philip  Firmin  was  immensely  consoled  by 
the  tender  fidelity  of  the  friends  whom  God  had  sent  him.  Their 
griefs  were  drawing  to  an  end  now.  Kind  readers  all,  may  yoor 
sorrows,  may  mine,  leave  us  with  hearts  not  embittered,  and 
humbly  acquiescent  to  the  Great  Will ! 


CHAPTER  XLI 

IN  WHICH  U^E  REACH  THE  LAST  STAGE  BUT 
ONE  OF  THIS  JOURNEY 

LTHOUGH  poverty  was  knocking  at  Philip's  humble  door, 
L  little  Charlotte  in  all  her  trouble  never  knew  how  menai*ing 
^  the  grim  visitor  had  been.  She  did  not  quite  understand 
,  her  husband  in  his  last  necessity  sent  to  her  mother  for  his 

and  that  the  mother  turned  away  and  refu8e<l  him.  '^Ah/' 
ight  poor  Philip,  groaning  in  his  despair,  **  I  wonder  whether 
thieves  who  attacked  the  man  in  the  parable  were  robbers  of 
own  family,  who  knew  that  he  carried  money  vrith  him  to 
laalem,  and  waylaid  him  on  the  journey?"  But  again  and 
n  he  has  thanked  God,  with  grateful  heart,  for  the  Samaritans 
m  be  has  met  on  life's  road,  and  if  he  has  not  forgiven,  it  must 
wued  he  has  never  done  any  wrong  to  those  who  robbed  him. 
Charlotte  did  not  know  that  her  husband  was  at  his  last  guinea, 
a  prey  to  dreadfiil  anxiety  for  her  dear  sake,  for  after  the  birth 
ler  child  a  fever  came  upon  her;  in  the  delirium  consequent 
I  which  the  poor  thing  was  ignorant  of  all  that  happened  round 
A  fortnight  with  a  wife  in  extremity,  with  crj'ing  infants, 
I  hunger  menacing  at  the  door,  passed  for  Philip  somehow, 
young  man  became  an  old  man  in  this  time.     Indee<],  his  fair 

was  streaked  with  wiiite  at  the  temples  afterwards.  But  it 
t  not  be  imagined  that  he  hod  not  friends  during  his  affliction, 
he  always  can  gratefully  count  up  the  names  of  many  ))er8ons 
horn  he  might  have  applied  iiad  he  been  in  neeil.     He  did  not 

or  ask  for  these  succours  from  his  relatives.  Aunt  and  Uncle 
aden  shrieked  and  cried  out  at  his  extravagance,  imprudence, 
iblly.     Sir  John  Ringwood  said  he  must  really  wasii  his  hands 

young  man  who  menaced  the  life  of  his  own  sou.  Orenville 
»lcomb,  with  many  oaths,  in  which  brother-in-law  Ringwood 
id  chorus,  cursed  Philip,  and  said  he  didn't  care,  and  the 
ar  ought  to  be  hung,  and  his  father  ought  to  ))e  hung.  But  I 
k  I  know  half-a-ilozen  good  men  and  tnie  who  told  a  different 

and  who  were  ready  with  their  sympathy  and  succour.  Did 
Mrs.  Flanagan,  the  Irish  laundress,  in  a  voice  broken  by  sobt 
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and  ^n,  oflcr  to  go  wtd  dure  at  Flulip'i  boon  fer  nothing  mi 
none  Uie  d«u  children  t  Did  not  Goodnon^  nay,  **  If  jxm  aic 
in  need,  mj  dear  fellow,  of  oonrse  70a  know  wlwra  to  eonw ;"  nd 
did  he  not  actoall;  gire  two  preaoriptkHM,  one  Ibr  poor  CiaAMa, 
and  one  fiir  fift^  ponnds  to  be  taken  immtdhtfly.  i^k^  ho  hudtd 
to  tiie  nime  by  mutake  f  Yon  maj  ba  aura  ebe  did  not  mppnpai^ 
the  mooer,  ibr  of  conrae  joa  know  that  tbo  none  waa  ICn.  Bnadta. 
Ohariotte  baa  one  mnorae  in  her  life.  She  owna  ebe  was  jealooi  of 
tbe  Little  Sister.  And  now  irtien  that  gratia  life  is  ovor,  wba 
PhiHp'a  porertf  triala  aie  ended,  when  the  children  go  mMmMimM 
and  look  wiatfiillr  at  tha  gnre  of  thnr  dear  Canine,  biead 
Ohariotte  leaoa  ber  head  agunat  her  husband's  ahoolder,  aod  vwm 
hnmUy  how  good,  how  braTS,  bow  genwov  a  fiimd  Heona  a 
tbem  in'  that  humble  defender. 

Hata  joa  erer  felt  tbe  pindi  of  porerty  1  In  many  eaaea  il 
like  the  dentirt's  chur,  more  dreadful  in  the  cmtamplatkn  than  ia 
tho  actaal  sufiering.  Philip  aar*  he  Derer  waa  feiriy  boat«i  but  oa 
that  day  when,  in  nplj  to  hk  ac^dtatioo  to  haYS  bia  do^  Mia. 
Bajnes's  friend,  Captain  Swang,  brought  him  tbe  open  ten-pouad 
note.  It  was  not  much  of  a  blow  :  the  hand  which  dealt  it  11 
tbe  hurt  so  keen.  "  I  remember,"  says  he,  "  bureting  oat  CTyio$ 
at  school,  because  a  big  boy  hit  me  a  slight  tap,  and  other  bori 
Nud,  '  Oh,  you  coward ! '  It  was  that  I  knew  the  boy  at  home, 
and  my  parents  had  been  kind  to  him.  It  seemed  to  me  a  « 
that  Bumps  should  strike  me,"  said  Philip ;  and  he  looked,  ^ 
telling  the  story,  as  if  he  could  cry  about  this  injury  now.  I  hopt 
he  has  revenged  himself  by  presenting  coals  of  fire  to  his  wife'i 
relations.  But  to  this  day,  when  he  is  enjoying  good  health  and 
competence,  it  is  not  safe  to  mention  mothers-in-law  in  his  presenn. 
He  fumes,  shouts,  and  rages  ngainst  them,  as  if  all  were  like  his; 
and  his,  I  have  been  told,  ia  a  lady  perfectly  well  satisfied  witk 
herself  and  her  conduct  in  this  world  ;  and  as  for  the  neit — 
our  story  does  not  dare  to  point  bo  far.  It  only  interests  itadf 
about  a  little  clique  of  people  here  below — their  griefs,  their  triak, 
their  weaknesses,  their  kindly  hearts. 

People  there  are  in  our  history  who  do  not  seem  to  n 
hare  kindly  hearts  at  all ;  and  yet  perhaps,  if  a  bi<^raphy  could 
lie  written  from  their  point  of  view,  some  other  novelist  might  show 
how  Philip  and  kin  biographer  were  a  pair  of  selfish  worldlings  in- 
worthy  of  credit :  how  Uncle  and  Aunt  Twysden  were  most  e 
plary  people,  and  so  forth.  Have  I  not  told  you  how  many  peofli 
at  New  York  shook  their  heads  when  PhiUp's  name  was  inentioo(4 
and  intinidted  a  strong  opinion  that  he  used  his  lather  very  iDI 
When  he  fell  wounded  and  bleeding,  patron  Tr^arvan  dropped  hia 
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off  his  hone,  and  Cousin  Ringwood  did  not  look  behind  to  see  how 
he  fined.  But  these,  again,  may  have  had  their  opinion  regarding 
our  friend,  who  may  have  been  misrepresented  to  them 1  pro- 
test as  I  look  back  at  the  past  portions  of  this  history,  I  begin  to 
have  qualms,  and  ask  myself  whether  the  folks  of  whom  we  have 
been  prattling  have  hacl  justice  done  to  them :  whether  Agnes 
Twysden  is  not  a  suffering  martyr  justly  offended  by  Philip's 
turbulent  behaviour,  and  whether  Philip  deserves  any  particular 
attention  or  kindness  at  all.  He  is  not  transceiidently  clever ;  he 
is  not  gloriously  beautiful  He  is  not  about  to  illuminate  the  dark- 
ness in  which  the  people  grovel,  with  the  flashing  emanations  of  his 
truth.  He  sometimes  owes  money,  which  he  cannot  pay.  He 
slips,  stumbles,  blunders,  brags.  Ah  1  he  sins  and  repents — pray 
Heaven — of  &ults,  of  vanities,  of  pride,  of  a  thousand  shortcomings ! 
This  I  say — Ego — as  my  friend's  biographer.  Perhaps  I  do  not 
understand  the  other  characters  round  about  him  so  well,  and  have 
overlooked  a  number  of  their  merits,  and  caricatured  and  exaggerated 
their  little  defects. 

Among  the  Samaritans  who  came  to  Philip's  help  in  these  hia 
straits,  he  loves  to  remember  the  name  of  J.  J.,  the  painter,  whom 
he  found  sitting  with  the  children  one  day  making  drawings  for 
them,  which  the  good  painter  never  tired  to  sketch. 

Now,  if  those  children  would  but  have  kept  Ridley's  sketches, 
and  waited  for  a  good  season  at  Christie's,  I  have  no  doubt  they 
might  have  got  scores  of  pounds  for  the  drawings ;  but  then,  you 
see,  they  chose  to  improve  the  drawings  with  their  own  hands. 
They  painted  the  soldiers  yellow,  the  horses  blue,  and  so  forth. 
On  the  horses  they  put  soldiers  of  tlieir  own  construction.  Ridley's 
landiicapes  were  enriched  with  representations  of  "  omnibuses,"  which 
the  children  saw  and  admired  in.  the  neighbouring  New  Road.  I 
dareitay,  as  the  fever  left  her,  and  as  she  came  to  see  things  as  they 
were,  Charlotte's  eyes  dwelt  fondly  on  the  pictures  of  the  omnibuses 
inserted  in  Mr.  Ridley's  sketches,  and  she  put  some  artide,  and 
showed  them  to  her  friends,  and  said,  "  Doesn't  uur  darling  show 
extraordinary  talent  for  dniwingt  Mr.  Ridley  says  he  does.  He 
did  a  great  part  of  this  etrliiii^.'* 

But,  besides  the  drawings,  what  do  you  think  Master  Ridley 
offered  to  draw  for  his  frieiidrt )  BesideH  the  pn^'riptions  of 
medicine,  what  drafts  did  Dr.  GotMlenough  prescribe]  When 
Nune  Brandon  came  to  Mrs.  Philip  in  her  anxious  time,  we  know 
what  sort  of  payment  she  pru{NNMNl  fur  her  services.  Who  says  the 
world  is  all  cold  \  Hiere  is  the  nun  and  the  nhadows.  And  the 
Heaven  which  ordains  poverty  and  sickness,  sends  pity,  and  love, 
and  succour. 
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During  Charlotte's  fever  and  fllness,  the  Little  Sioter  had  kit 
her  but  for  one  day,  when  her  patient  waa  quiet,  and  pronomieed  to 
be  mending.  It  i4>pear8  that  Mrs.  Charlotte  was  veiy  ill  indeed 
on  this  oocaaion;  so  iU  that  Dr.  Qoodenough  thou^t  ahe  might 
have  given  us  all  the  slip :  so  ill  that,  but  for  Bnndoiiy  she  vodd, 
in  all  probability,  have  escaped  out  of  this  troubloiia  woild,  and  left 
Philip  and  her  orphaned  little  onea.  Chariotte  mended  tiwn :  eoold 
take  food,  and  liked  it»  and  was  specially  pleased  with  some  chickens 
which  her  nurse  informed  her  were  "  from  the  country."  "  From 
Sir  John  Ringwood,  no  doubt!"  said  Mrs.  Flrmin,  remembeting 
the  presents  sent  from  Berkeley  Square,  and  the  matton  and  the 
turnips. 

"Well,  eat  and  be  thankful !"  says  the  Little  Siater,  wlw wm 
as  gay  as  a  little  sister  could  be,  and  who  had  fHepared  a  Iwauiiful 
bread  sauce  for  the  fowl ;  and  who  had  tossed  the  bal^,  mad  who 
showed  it  to  its  admiring  brother  and  sister  ever  so  maqy  liia : 
and  who  saw  that  Mr.  Philip  had  his  dinner  comfortable ;  and  «ho 
never  took  so  much  as  a  drop  of  porter — at  home  a  littla  ^»m 
sometimes  was  comfortable,  but  on  duty,  never,  never  1  No^  not  if 
Dr.  €k)odenough  ordered  it !  she  vowed.  And  the  Doctor  wished 
he  could  say  as  much,  or  believe  as  much,  of  all  his  nurses. 

Mil  man  Street  is  such  a  quiet  little  street  that  our  friends  had 
not  carpetcil  it  in  the  usual  way :  and  three  days  after  her  temporar}* 
absence,  as  Nurse  Brandon  sits  by  her  patient's  bed,  powdering  the 
back  of  a  small  pink  infant  that  makes  believe  to  swim  upon  her 
apron,  a  rattle  of  wheels  is  heard  in  the  quiet  street — of  four  wheels, 
of  one  horse,  of  a  jingling  carriage,  which  stops  before  Philip's  door. 
"  It's  the  trap,"  says  Nurse  Brandon,  delighted.  '*  It  must  be 
those  kind  Ringw-oods,"  says  Mrs.  Philip.  "But  stop,  Brandon. 
Did  not  they,  did  not  we] — oh,  how  kind  of  them!"  She  was 
trying  to  recall  tlie  past.  Past  and  present  for  days  had  been 
strangely  mingleil  in  her  fevered  brain.  "  Hush,  my  dear !  you 
are  to  be  kep'  quite  still,"  says  tlie  nurse — and  then  proceeded  to 
finish  the  polishing  and  powdering  of  the  pink  frog  on  her  lap. 

The  bedroom  window  was  o})en  towards  the  sunny  street :  hut 
Mrs.  Philip  did  not  hear  a  female  voice  sjiy,  "  'Old  the  'orse^s  'ead, 
Jim,"  or  she  might  have  l)cen  ai^itated.  The  horse's  head  was  held, 
and  a  gentleman  and  a  lady  ^ith  a  srreat  basket  containing  pea«. 
butter,  greens,  flowers,  and  other  niral  pnxiuce,  descended  from  the 
vehicle,  and  rang  at  the  bell. 

Philip  openeil  it;  with  his  little  ones,  as  usual,  trotting  at 
hia  knees. 

**  Why,  my  darlings,  how  you  air  grown  ! "  cries  the  lady. 

"Bygones  be   bygones.      Give  us  your  'and,   Firmin:   here's 
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mine.  My  miBsus  has  brought  some  country  butter  and  things 
for  your  dear  good  lady.  And  we  hoped  you  liked  the  chickens. 
And  Gkxi  bless  you,  old  fellow,  how  are  youf  The  tears  were 
rolling  down  the  good  roan's  cheeks  as  he  spoke.  And  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford  was  likewise  exceedingly  hot,  and  very  much  affected.  And 
the  children  said  to  her,  "  Mamma  is  better  now :  and  we  have  a 
little  brother,  and  he  is  crying  now  upstairs." 

"  Bless  you,  my  darlings  !  "  Mrs.  Mugford  was  off  by  this  time. 
She  put  down  her  peace-offering  of  carrots,  chickens,  ba^*on,  butter. 
She  cried  plentifully.  "It  was  Brandon  c:ime  and  told  us,"  she 
said  ;  "  and  when  she  told  us  how  all  your  great  people  had  flung 
you  over,  and  you'd  been  quarrelling  again,  you  naughty  fellar,  I 
says  to  Mugford,  *  Let's  go  and  see  after  tliat  dear  thing,  Mugford,' 
I  says.  And  here  we  are.  And  year's  two  ni<*e  cakes  for  your 
children  "  (after  a  forage  in  the  cornucopia),  "  and,  lor',  how  they 
are  grown  ! " 

A  little  nurse  from  the  upstairs  regions  here  makes  her  appear- 
ance, holding  a  bundle  of  caslimere  shawls,  part  uf  which  is  removed, 
and  discloses  a  being  pronounced  to  Ite  ravisiiingly  beautiful,  and 
"jest  like  Mrs.  Mugford's  Emaly  !  " 

"  I  say,"  says  Mugfonl,  *'  the  old  shop's  still  oihii  to  you. 
T'other  chap  wouldn't  do  at  all.  He  was  wild  when  he  got  the 
drink  on  bc^rd.  Hirish.  Pitchetl  into  Bickerton,  and  black'd  'is 
eye.  It  was  Bickert<m  who  told  you  lies  about  that  poor  lady. 
Don't  see  'im  no  more  now.  Borroweil  some  money  of  me  ;  haven't 
seen  him  since.  We  were  both  wrong,  and  we  must  make  it  up — 
the  missus  says  we  must." 

"  Amen  !  "  said  Philip,  with  a  grasp  of  the  honest  fellow's  hand. 
And  next  Sunday  he  and  a  trim  little  sister,  and  two  children, 
went  to  an  ohl  church  in  Queen  Square,  Bioomsbury,  which  was 
fashionable  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  when  Kichanl  Steele  kept 
house,  and  did  not  pay  rent,  hard  by.  And  when  the  clergyman 
in  the  Thanksgiving  particularised  those  wiio  <ip>«ired  now  to  "  offer 
up  their  praises  and  thanksgiving  for  lat«*  mercies  vouchsafe<l  to 
them,"  once  more  Philip  Firmin  said  "  Amen,"  on  his  knees,  and 
with  all  his  heart 


CHAPTER  XLII 

THE  REALMS   OF  BLISS 

YOU  know — all  good  boys  and  girls  at  Christmas  know — that, 
before  the  last  scene  of  the  pantomime,  when  the  Good  Fairy 
ascends  in  a  blaze  of  glory,  and  Harlequin  and  Colombtne 
take  hands,  having  danced  tlirough  all  their  tricks  and  troubles  and 
tumbles,  there  is  a  dark,  brief,  seemingly  meaningless,  penultimate 
scene,  in  which  the  performers  appear  to  grope  about  perplexed, 
whilst  the  music  of  bassoons  and  trombones,  and  the  like,  groans 
tragically.  As  the  actors,  with  gestures  of  dismay  and  outstretched 
arms,  move  hither  and  thither,  the  wary  frequenter  of  pantomimes 
sees  the  illuminators  of  the  Abode  of  Bliss  and  Hall  of  Prismatic 
Splendour  nimbly  moving  behind  tlie  canvas,  and  streaking  the  dark- 
ness with  twinlding  fires — fires  which  shall  blaze  out  presently  in 
a  thousand  colours  roimd  the  (jroo<l  Fairy  in  the  Revolving  Temple 
of  Blinding  Bliss.  Be  happy,  Harlequin  !  Love  and  be  happy  and 
dance,  pretty  Columbine  !  Children,  mamma  bids  you  put  your 
shawls  on.  An<l  Jack  and  Mary  (who  are  young  and  love  panto 
mimes)  look  lini^eriiigly  still  over  the  leilge  of  the  box,  whilst  the 
fair}'  temple  yet  revolves,  whilst  the  fireworks  play,  and  ere  the 
Great  Dark  Curtain  desceinls. 

My  dear  youni(  i)ei^ple,  who  have  sat  kindly  through  the 
scenes  diirini^  which  our  entertainment  has  lastetl,  be  it  known  to 
you  that  hust  chapter  was  the  <lark  scene.  Ltx)k  to  your  cloaks, 
and  tie  up  your  little  thn^ats,  for  I  tell  you  the  great  baize  will 
soon  fall  down.  Have  I  had  anv  secrets  from  vou  all  throudi  the 
piece  ?  I  tell  you  the  house  will  \w  empty  and  you  will  be  in  the 
cold  air.  When  the  boxes  have  got  their  nightgowns  on,  and  you 
are  all  gone,  and  I  have  tume<l  off  the  gas,  and  am  in  the  empty 
theatre  alone  in  the  darkntss,  I  promise  you  I  shall  not  l>e  mern. 
Never  mind  I  We  can  make  jokes  though  we  are  ever  so  sad. 
We  can  jump  over  head  and  heels,  though  I  declare  the  pit  is  half 
ein]»tied  already,  and  the  last  orange- woman  has  slunk  away.  Encore 
une  pirouette,  Columbine  !  Saute,  Arlequin,  nion  ami  !  Though 
there  are  but  five  bars  more  of  the  music,  my  gocxl  people,  we  must 
jump  over  them  briskly,  and  then  go  home  to  supper  and  bed. 
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Philip  Finn  in,  then,  was  immensely  moved  by  this  magnanimity 
and  kindness  on  the  part  of  his  old  employer,  and  has  always  con- 
sidered Mugford's  arrival  and  friendliness  as  a  special  interposition 
in  his  favour.  He  owes  it  all  to  Brandon,  he  says.  It  was  she 
who  bethought  herself  of  his  condition,  represented  it  to  Mugford, 
and  reconciled  him  to  his  enemy.  Others  were  most  ready  with 
their  money.  It  was  Brandt »n  who  brought  him  work  rather  than 
alms,  and  enabloil  him  to  face  fortune  cheerfully.  His  interval  of 
poverty  was  so  short,  that  he  actually  had  not  occasion  to  borrow.  A 
week  more,  and  he  could  not  have  held  out,  and  poor  Brandon's  little 
marriage  present  must  have  gone  to  the  cenotaph  of  sovereigns — the 
dear  Little  Sister's  gift  which  Philip's  family  cherish  to  this  hour. 

So  Philip,  with  a  humbled  heart  and  demeanour,  clambered  up 
nn  his  sub-editorial  stool  once  more  at  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette^  and 
again  branilished  the  paste-pot  and  the  scissors.  I  forget  whether 
Bickerton  still  remained  in  command  at  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  or 
was  more  kind  to  Philip  than  Ix'fore,  or  was  afraid  of  him,  having 
heard  of  his  exploits  as  a  fire-cater  ;  but  certain  it  is,  the  two  did 
not  come  to  a  quarrel,  giving  each  other  a  wide  berth,  as  the  saying 
is,  and  each  doing  his  own  duty.  G(Kxl-bye,  Monsieur  Bickerton. 
Except,  mayhap,  in  the  final  group,  roun<l  the  Fairy  Chariot 
(when,  I  promise  you,  there  will  })e  such  a  blaze  of  glory  that  he 
will  Ik!  invisible),  we  shall  never  see  the  little  spiteful  envious 
creature  more.  I/ct  him  pop  down  his  appointed  trap-door :  and, 
quick  fiddles  !  let  the  brisk  music  jig  on. 

Owing  to  the  coolness  which  had  arisen  between  Philip  and  his 
father  on  account  of  their  different  views  reganling  the  use  to  he 
made  of  Philip's  signature,  the  old  gcntlcnuni  drew  no  fiirther  bills 
in  his  son's  name,  and  our  friend  was  s})are<l  from  the  unpleasant 
persecution.  Mr.  Hunt  love<l  Dr.  Kirmin  so  ardently  that  he  could 
not  War  to  W  sejwirated  from  tlic  DcK'tor  long.  Without  the  Doctor, 
Li»ndon  was  a  drear>'  wiMenicss  to  Hunt.  Unfortunate  remem- 
brances of  jwist  pecuniar}'  tnmsartions  haunted  him  here.  We  were 
all  of  us  glad  when  he  finally  retire<l  from  the  Movent  Garden  taverns 
and  betook  himself  to  the  Bowery  once  nM)re. 

And  now  friend  Philip  was  at  work  again,  hanily  earning  a 
scanty  meal  for  self,  wife,  w^rvant,  rhildren.  It  was  indcfMl  a  meagre 
meal,  and  a  small  wage.  Charlotte's  illness,  ami  other  mishaps, 
hail  swept  away  poor  Philip's  little  savings.  It  was  deteimined 
that  we  would  let  the  elcL'antly  fumishe<l  a{)artments  on  the  first 
floor.  You  mi;;ht  have  fan<-ie<l  the  pnuid  Mr.  Finnin  rather  repug- 
nant to  such  a  measure.  And  so  he  wa.**  on  the  score  of  convenience  : 
but  of  dignity,  not  a  whit.  To  this  day,  if  necessity  called,  Philip 
wouM  turn  a  mangle  with  perfect  gravity.     I  believe  the  thought 
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of  Mrs.  Greneral  Baynes's  horror  at  the  idea  of  her  son-in-law  kttmg 
lodgings  greatly  soothed  and  comforted  Philip.  The  lodgings  wen 
absolutely  taken  by  our  country  acquaintance,  Miss  Pybus,  who 
coming  up  for  the  May  meetings,  and  whom  we  persuaded  (Ha 
be  good  to  us)  that  she  would  find  a  most  desirable  quiet  readeoee 
in  the  house  of  a  man  with  three  squalling  children.  Miss  P.  came, 
then,  with  my  wife,  to  look  at  the  apartments ;  and  we  allured  her 
by  describing  to  her  the  delightful  musicd  sendees  at  the  Foundliiig 
hard  by ;  and  she  was  very  much  pleased  with  Mrs.  Philip,  and 
did  not  even  wince  at  the  elder  children,  whose  pretty  fiuses  won 
the  kind  old  lady's  heart :  and  I  am  ashamed  to  say  we  were  mum 
about  the  baby :  and  Pybus  was  going  to  close  for  the  lodgings, 
when  Philip  burst  out  of  his  little  room,  vrithout  his  coat,  I  beliere, 
and  objurgated  a  little  printer's  boy,  who  was  sitting  in  the  haU, 
waiting  for  some  '*  copy  "  regarding  which  he  had  made  a  blunder ; 
and  Philip  used  such  violent  language  towards  the  little  lazy  boy, 
that  Pybus  siiid  *'  she  never  could  think  of  taking  apartments  in 
that  house,"  and  hurried  thence  in  a  panic.  When  Brandon  heard 
of  this  project  of  letting  lodgings,  she  was  in  a  fury.  Sh^  might  let 
lodgin's,  but  it  wasn't  for  Philip  to  do  so.  "  Let  lodgin's,  indeed ! 
Buy  a  broom,  and  sweep  a  crossin* ! "  Brandon  always  thought 
Charlotte  a  poor-spirited  creature,  and  the  way  she  scolded  Mrs. 
Firmin  about  this  transaction  was  not  a  little  amusing.  Charlotte 
was  not,  angry.  She  liked  the  scheme  as  little  as  Brandon.  '  No 
other  person  ever  ii^^ked  for  lodgings  in  Charlotte's  house.  May 
and  its  meetings  came  to  an  end.  The  old  ladies  went  back  to 
their  country  towns.  The  missionaries  retume<l  to  Caffraria,  (Ah  I 
wliere  are  the  plea.^ant-looking  Quakeresses  of  our  youth,  with  their 
comely  faces,  and  pretty  dove-coloured  robes'?  They  say  the  goodly 
sect  is  dwindling  — dwindling.)  The  Quakeresses  went  out  of  town  : 
then  the  fashionable  world  began  to  mrive :  the  Parliament  went 
out  of  town.  In  a  word,  everybody  who  could,  made  awav  for  a 
holiday,  whilst  poor  Philip  remained  at  his  work,  snipping  and 
pasting  his  paragraphs,  and  doing  his  humble  drudgery. 

A  sojourn  on  the  seashore  was  prescribed  by  Dr.  Groodenousrh. 
as  absolutely  necessarj"  for  Charlotte  and  her  young  ones,  and  when 
Philip  pleaded  certain  cogent  rea.sons  why  the  family  coidil  not  tako 
the  medicine  prescribed  by  the  Doctor,  that  eccentric  physician  ha<i 
recourse  to  the  same  pocket-book  which  we  have  kno\ni  him  to 
pnxiuce  on  a  former  occasion  ;  and  took  from  it,  for  what  I  kno\», 
some  of  the  very  same  notes  which  he  had  formerly  given  to  the 
Little  Sister.  "  I  suppose  you  may  as  well  have  them  as  that 
rascal  Hunt,"  said  the  Doctor,  scowling  ver}*  fiercely.  "  Don't  tell 
me.     Stutf  and  nonsense.     Pooh !     Pay  me  when  you  are  a  rich 
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man ! "  And  this  Samaritan  had  jumped  into  his  carriage,  and  was 
gone,  before  Philip  or  Mrs.  Philip  could  say  a  word  of  thanks. 
Look  at  him  as  he  is  going  off.  See  the  green  brougham  drive 
away,  and  turn  westward,  and  mark  it  well.  A  shoe  go  after  thee, 
John  Ckxxlenough ;  we  shall  sec  thee  no  more  in  this  story.  You 
are  not  in  the  secret,  good  reader:  but  I,  who  have  been  living 
with  certain  people  for  many  months  past,  and  have  a  hearty  liking 
for  some  of  them,  grow  very  soft  when  the  hour  for  shaking  hands 
comes,  to  think  we  are  to  meet  no  more.  Go  to !  when  this  tale 
b^^n,  and  for  some  months  after,  a  pair  of  kind  old  eyes  used  to 
read  these  pages,  which  are  now  closed  in  the  sleep  appointed  for 
all  of  us.  And  so  page  is  turned  after  page,  and  behold  Finis  and 
the  volume's  end. 

So  Philip  and  his  young  folks  came  down  to  Periwinkle  Bay, 
where  we  were  staying,  and  the  girls  in  the  two  families  nursed  the 
baby,  and  the  child  and  mother  got  health  and  comfort  from  the 
fresh  air,  and  Mr.  Mugford — who  believes  himself  to  be  the  finest 
sub-editor  in  the  world :  and  I  can  tell  you  there  is  a  great  art  in 
sub-editing  a  paper — Mr.  MugfonI,  I  say,  took  Philip's  scissors  and 
paste-pot^  whilst  the  latter  enjoye<l  his  holiday.  And  J.  J.  Ridley, 
RA.,  came  and  joined  us  presently,  and  we  had  many  sketching 
parties,  and  my  drawings  of  the  various  points  about  the  bay,  viz.. 
Lobster  Head,  the  Mollusc  Rocks,  &c.  &c.,  are  considered  to  be 
▼ery  spirite<l,  though  my  little  boy  (who  certainly  has  not  his 
father's  taste  for  art)  mistook  for  the  rock  a  really  capital  portrait 
of  Philip,  in  a  grey  hat  and  paletot,  sprawling  on  the  sand. 

Some  twelve  miles  inland  from  the  bay  is  the  little  town  of 
Whipham  Market,  and  Whipham  skirts  the  park  imlings  of  that 
castle  where  Lonl  Ring\ioo<l  had  lived,  and  where  Philip's  mother 
was  bom  and  bred.  There  is  a  statue  of  the  late  lord  in  Whipham 
market-place.  Could  he  have  had  his  will,  the  liorough  would  have 
continued  to  return  two  Meml>erR  to  Parlianjent,  as  in  the  good  old 
times  before  us.  In  that  ancient  and  grass-grown  little  place, 
where  your  footstejw  echo  as  you  pass  thnni^h  the  street,  where 
you  hear  distinctly  the  <Teaking  of  the  sign  of  the  "  Ringit'ood 
Arms  "  hotel  and  iK>8ting-hou8e,  and  the  opjKieition  creaking  of  the 
"  Ram  Inn  "  over  the  way — where  the  half-pay  captain,  the  curate, 
and  the  medical  man  stan<l  before  the  fly-blown  window-blind  of 
the  "Ringwoocl  Institute"  and  survey  the  strangers — there  is  still 
a  respect  felt  for  the  memory  of  the  great  lonl  who  dwelt  liehind 
the  oaks  in  yonder  hall.  He  hail  his  faults.  His  Lordship's  life 
was  not  that  of  an  anchorite.  The  company  his  Lordship  kept, 
es{)ecia]ly  in  his  latter  days,  was  not  of  that  select  description 
which  a  nobleman  of  his  Lonlship  s  rank  might  command.     But  he 


624  THE   ADVENTURES   OF  PHILIP 

was  a  good  friend  to  Whipham.  He  was  a  good  landlord  to  a  good 
tenant  If  he  had  his  will,  Whipham  woatd  have  kepi  ita  own. 
His  Lordship  paid  half  the  expense  after  the  bnniing  of  the  tova- 
halL  He  was  an  arbitrary  man,  certainly,  and  he  Hogged  Aldcnna 
Duflle  before  his  own  shop,  but  he  apologised  for  it  most  faaadBome 
afterwards.  Would  the  gentlemmi  IQce  port  or  sherry  t  Claret  not 
called  for  in  Whipham ;  not  at  aU ;  and  no  fish,  becMise  all  the  fiak 
at  Periwinkle  Bay  is  bought  up  and  goes  to  London.  Such  woe  the 
remarks  made  by  the  landloitl  of  the  '*  Bingwood  Aims  ^  to  thne 
cavaliers  who  entered  that  hostelry.  And  yoo  may  be  sore  he  toM 
us  about  Lord  Bingwood's  death  in  the  poetchaiae  as  he  came  from 
Turreys  B^^m ;  and  how  his  Lordship  went  through  them  gitn 
(pointing  to  a  pair  of  gates  and  lodges  which  skirt  the  town),  and  wv 
drove  up  to  the  castle  and  laid  in  state;  and  his  Lordidup  nerrr 
would  take  the  railway,  never ;  and  he  always  trnvelled  like  a  noUe- 
man,  and  when  he  came  to  a  hotel  and  changed  horses,  he  ahriTB 
called  for  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  only  took  a  glass,  and  sometimes  not 
even  that  And  the  present  Sir  John  has  kept  no  company  here  as 
yet ;  and  they  say  he  is  close  of  his  money,  they  say  he  is.  Aod 
this  is  certain,  Whipham  haven't  seen  much  of  it,  Whipham  haven't 

We  went  into  the  inn-yard,  which  may  have  been  once  a 
stirring  place,  and  then  sauntered  up  to  the  park  gate,  surmounted 
by  the  supporters  and  armorial  bearings  of  the  Bingwoods.  "  I 
wonder  whether  my  poor  mother  came  out  of  that  gate  when  vhe 
eloped  ^ith  my  father  ? "  said  Philip.  "  Poor  thing,  poor  thine ! " 
The  great  gates  were  shut.  The  westering  sun  ca*t  shadows  over 
the  sward  where  here  and  there  the  deer  were  browsing,  and  at 
some  mile  distance  lay  the  house,  with  its  towers  and  porticos  and 
vanes  flaming  in  the  sun.  The  smaller  gate  was  open,  and  a  girl 
was  standing  by  the  lodge-door.     Was  the  house  to  be  seen  ? 

"  Yes,''  says  a  little  red-cheeked  girl,  with  a  curtsey. 

"  No  I  '*  calls  out  a  harsh  voice  from  within,  and  an  old  woman 
comes  out  from  the  lodge  and  looks  at  us  fiercely.  "  Nobody  is 
to  go  to  the  house.     The  family  is  a-coming." 

That  was  provoking.  Philip  would  have  liked  to  behold  the 
great  house  where  his  mother  and  her  ancestors  were  bom. 

"  Marry,  goo<l  dame,"  Philip's  companion  said  to  the  old  beldam. 
"  this  goodly  gentleman  hath  a  right  of  entrance  to  yonder  castle, 
which,  I  trow,  ye  wot  not  of.  Heard  ye  never  tell  of  one  Philip 
Ringwood,  slain  at  Busaco's  glorious  fi " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  and  don't  chaff  her,  Pen,"'  growle<i  Firmin. 

"Nay,  an  she  knows  not  Philip  Ringwood's  grandson,"  the 
other  wag  continued,  in  a  softened  tone,  **  this  will  convince  her  of 
our  right  to  enter.     Canst  recognise  this  image  of  your  Queen  I " 
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"  Well,  I  suppose  'ee  can  go  up,"  said  the  old  woman,  at  the 
si^t  of  this  talisman.  "  There's  only  two  of  them  staying  there, 
and  they're  out  a-drivin'." 

Philip  was  bent  on  seeing  the  halls  of  his  ancestors.  Grey  and 
huge,  with  towers,  and  vanes,  and  ])orticos,  they  lay  before  us  a 
mile  off,  separated  from  us  by  a  stre^ik  of  glistening  river.  A  great 
chestnut  avenue  led  up  to  the  river,  and  in  the  dappled  grass  the 
deer  were  browsing. 

You  know  the  house  of  course.  There  is  a  picture  of  it  in 
Watts,  bearing  date  1783.  A  gentleman  in  a  cocked  hat  aii<l 
pigtail  is  rowing  a  lady  in  a  boat  on  the  shining  river.  Another 
nobleman  in  a  cocked  hat  is  angling  in  the  glistening  river  from 
the  bri<lge,  over  which  a  postchaise  is  piuwing. 

"Yes,  the  place  is  like  enough,"  said  Philip;  "but  I  miss  the 
postchaise  going  over  the  bridge,  and  the  lady  in  the  punt  with 
the  tall  parasol.  Don't  you  remember  the  print  in  our  house- 
keeper's room  in  Old  Parr  Street  ?  My  j)oor  mother  used  to  tell 
me  aliout  the  house,  and  I  imagined  it  grander  than  the  palace  of 
Aladdin.  It  m  a  very  handsome  house,"  Philip  went  on.  "  *  It 
extends  two  hnndre<l  and  sixty  feet  by  seventy-five,  and  consists  of 
a  rustic  basement  and  principal  story,  with  an  attic  in  the  centre, 
the  whole  executed  in  stone.  The  gnind  front  towards  the  park 
is  a<lonie<i  with  a  noble  jKirtico  of  the  Corinthian  onler,  and  may 

with  propriety  be  considered  one  of  the  finent  elevations  in  the ' 

I  tell  you  I  am  i|Uoting  out  of  Watts's  *  S<*atR  of  the  Nobility  and 
Gentr>','  publislied  by  John  and  Joniah  Boy<iell,  and  lying  in  our 
drawing-nx)m.  Ah,  clear  me !  I  iKiinte<l  the  l»oat  and  the  laily 
and  gentleman  in  the  drawing-room  cr)py,  and  niy  father  Injxed  my 
ears,  and  my  mother  crit^l  out,  poor  dear  wml  !  And  this  is  the 
river,  is  itt  And  over  this  the  post-chaise  went  with  the  club- 
tailed  horses,  and  here  was  the  pig-taile<l  gentleman  fishing.  It 
gives  me  a  queer  sensation,"  wiys  Philip,  standing  on  the  bridge, 
and  stretching  out  his  big  anus.  "  Yes,  there  are  the  two  iM*ople 
in  the  punt  by  the  rushes.  I  can  see  them,  but  you  can't  :  and 
I  hope,  sir,  you  will  have  goo<l  BjM»rt."  And  here  he  tof)k  off  his 
hat  to  an  imaginary  gentleman  snp|»o.»MNl  to  Ik*  angling  from  the 
balustrade  for  ghcwtly  gudgeon.  We  re^whed  the  house  presently. 
We  ring  at  the  door  in  the  basement  under  the  iMirtiini.  The 
porter  demurs,  and  says  some  of  Ihe  family  in  down,  but  they 
are  out,  to  be  sure.  The  same  half-crown  argument  answers  with 
him  which  persuaile<l  the  keeper  at  the  lodge.  We  go  through  the 
show-rooms  of  the  stately  but  somewhat  fade<l  an<l  melancholy 
palace.  In  the  cellar  dining-room  there  hansR  the  grim  jiortrait 
of  the  late  Earl ;  and  that  fair-haired  officer  in  red  ?  that  miutt  be 
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Philip's  grandfather.  And  those  two  slim  girls  embradiig,  sordy 
those  are  his  mother  and  his  aunt  Philip  walks  softly  tfarou^ 
the  vacant  rooms.  He  gives  the  porter  a  gold  piece  ere  he  gon 
out  of  the  great  hall,  forty  feet  cube,  ornamented  with  statneB 
brought  from  Rome  by  John  first  Baron,  namely,  Heliogabaliis» 
Nero's  mother,  a  priestess  of  Isis,  and  a  river  god ;  the  pictuns 
over  the  doors  by  Pedimento ;  the  ceiling  by  Leotajndi,  &c, ;  and 
in  a  window  in  the  great  hall  there  is  a  table  with  a  visitofs' 
book,  in  which  Philip  writes  his  name.  As  we  went  away,  we 
met  a  carriage  which  drove  rapidly  towards  the  house,  and  idiidi 
no  doubt  contained  the  members  of  the  Ringwood  family,  regud- 
ing  whom  the  porteress  had  spoken.  After  the  family  differenceB 
previously  related,  we  did  not  care  to  face  these  kinsfolk  of  Philip, 
and  passed  on  qui<*kly  in  twilight  beneath  the  rustling  umbrage  of 
the  chestnuts.  J.  J.  saw  a  hundred  fine  pictorial  effects  as  we 
walked  :  the  palace  reflected  in  the  water ;  the  dappled  deer  under 
the  chequered  shadow  of  the  trees.  It  was,  "  Oh,  what  a  jolly 
bit  of  colour  ! "  and,  '*  I  say,  look,  how  well  that  old  woman's  red 
cloak  comes  in  ! "  and  so  forth.  Painters  never  seem  tired  of  their 
work.  At  seventy  they  are  students  still,  patient,  docile,  lu^>p?. 
May  we  too,  my  good  sir,  live  for  fourscore  years,  and  never  be 
too  old  to  learn  !  The  walk,  the  brisk  accompanying  converaatioii, 
amid  stately  scenery  around,  hrought  us  with  good  appetites  and 
spirits  to  our  inn,  where  we  were  told  that  dinner  would  be  served 
when  the  omnibus  arrived  from  the  railw^ay. 

At  a  short  distance  from  the  "  Ringwood  Arms,"  and  on  tho 
opposite  side  of  the  street,  is  the  '^  Ram  Inn,"  neat  postchais^ 
and  farmers'  ordinary  ;  a  house,  of  which  the  pretensions  seemeii 
less,  though  the  trade  was  somewhat  more  lively.  When  the 
tooting  of  the  horn  announced  the  arrival  of  the  omnibus  fh^ra  the 
railway,  I  should  think  a  crowd  of  at  least  fifteen  people  assemble»i 
at  various  doors  of  the  High  Street  and  Market.  The  half-pay 
captain  and  the  curate  came  out  from  the  "  Ringwood  Athenfeum." 
The  docU)r's  apprentice  stood  on  the  step  of  the  surgery  door,  an«l 
the  surgeon's  lady  looked  out  from  the  first  floor.  We  shareil  the 
general  curiosity.  We  and  the  waiter  stood  at  the  door  of  the 
*' Ringwood  Anns."  We  were  mortified  to  see  that  of  the  five  persons 
conveyed  by  the  '])ns,  one  was  a  tradesman,  who  descendeii  at  his 
door  (Mr.  Packwood,  the  saddler,  so  the  waiter  informed  us),  three 
travellers  were  discharged  at  the  "  Ram,"  and  only  one  came  to  us. 

"  Mostly  bagmen  goes  to  the  *  Ram,' "  the  waiter  said,  with 
a  scornful  air ;  and  these  bagmen,  and  their  bags,  quitteti  the 
omnibus. 

Only  one  passenger  remained  for  the  "  Ringwood  Arms  Hotel," 
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and  he  presently  descended  under  the  parte  eochere ;  and  the 
omnibus — I  own,  with  regret,  it  was  but  a  one-horse  machine — 
drove  rattling  into  the  courtyard,  where  the  bells  of  the  "  Star,"  the 
**  Gteorge,"  the  "  Rodney,"  the  "  Dolphin,"  and  so  on,  had  once  been 
wont  to  jingle,  and  the  court  had  echoed  with  the  noise  and  clatter 
of  hoofs  and  ostlers,  and  the  cries  of  *'  First  and  second,  turn  out." 

Who  was  the  merr>'-faced  little  gentleman  in  black,  who  got 
out  of  the  omnibus,  and  cried,  when  he  saw  us,  "  What,  you  here  1 " 
It  was  Mr.  Bradgate,  that  lawyer  of  Lonl  Ringwood's  with  whom 
we  made  a  brief  acquaintance  just  after  his  Lordship's  death. 
"  What,  ym&  here  ? "  cries  Bradgate,  then,  to  Philip.  "  Come  down 
about  this  business,  of  course?  Very  glad  that  you  and — and 
certain  parties  have  made  it  up.     Thought  you  weren't  friends." 

What  business  ?  What  parties  ?  We  hod  not  heard  the  news. 
We  had  only  come  over  from  Periwinkle  Bay  by  chance,  in  order 
to  see  the  house. 

"How  very  singular!  Did  you  meet  the — the  people  who 
were  staying  there  ] " 

We  said  wc  had  seen  a  carriage  pass,  but  did  not  remark  who 
was  in  it.  What,  however,  was  the  news?  Well.  It  would  be 
known  immediately,  and  woidd  appear  in  Tuesday's  Gazette,  The 
news  was  that  Sir  John  Ringwoo<i  was  going  to  take  a  peerage, 
and  that  the  seat  for  Whipham  would  be  vacant.  And  herewith 
our  friend  produced  from  his  travelling  bug  a  proclamation,  which 
he  read  to  us,  and  which  was  addressed — 

"  To  the  Worthy  and  Independent  Electon  of  the  Borough 

of  Ringwood, 

"IX)ND0K:   WtdneAdap. 

"Gentlemen, — A  gracious  Sovereign  having  been  pleasetl  to 
order  that  the  family  of  Ring^'ood  hIiouM  rontiiuie  U»  W  represented 
in  the  House  of  Peers,  I  take  leave  of  my  friends  and  constituenta 
who  have  given  me  their  kind  confiden(»e  hitherto,  and  promise 
them  that  my  reganl  f»)r  them  will  never  ct»ase,  or  my  interest  in 
the  town  and  neighbourhoo<i  where  my  family  have  dwrlt  for  many 
centuries.  The  late  lamented  Lord  Ringwoo<i's  brother  died  in  the 
service  of  his  Sovereign  in  Portuj^jil,  following  the  same  flag  uniler 
which  his  ancestors  for  centuries  have  fought  and  ble<l.  My  own 
son  serves  the  Crown  in  a  civil  capacity.  It  was  natural  that  one 
of  our  name  and  fsunily  should  continue  the  relations  which  so 
long  have  subsisted  between  us  and  this  loyal,  affectionate,  but 
independent  borough.  Mr.  Ringwood's  onerous  duties  in  the  office 
which  he  holds  are  sufl^cient  to  occupy  his  time.     A  gentiemau 
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tniitod  to  our  Uadlj  hj  the  doMrt  tin  wfR  «Cr  luMdf  m  a 

candidKte  lor  toot  tafbmgm ' 

"Why,  whouitt  He  is  not  going  to  ]iBt  ia  XJvATwpiBt, 
V  mjr  nKsk  of  a  Gonrin  1 " 

«  No,"  Hya  Hr.  Bndgate. 

•' WeU,  Ueaa  my  noI!  he  cut  mean  me,''Bud  FU%  "Wk 
n  the  dark  faono  he  has  in  his  statUet" 

Then  Ut.  Bradgate  lanf^ied.  "Daik  hwae  yoa  maj  call  Ub. 
The  new  Member  is  to  be  Qrennlle  Woolcotnls  Esq.,  joor  Wert 
India  relatiTe,  and  no  other." 

ThoM  who  know  the  extrenw  energy  of  Ur.  P.  FimiiB's  langaige 
when  be  is  exdted,  may  imagim  tin  exi^oaian  of  Fhiliiqiine  wntt 
whidi  enmied  as  our  fKend  henid  this  naow.  "That  Biacnaat: 
that  skinflint :  that  wealthy  croswng-e weeper  :  that  ignonmH  mio 
Bcatca  conld  do  nic»o  tiian  agn  his  name !  Oh,  it  waa  honilil^ 
ahanHAd  1  Why,  the  mait  is  on  snch  ill  terms  vith  his  wife  that 
they  say  he  strikes  her.  When  I  see  him  I  feel  indined  to  ckob 
him,  and  mnrder  him.  TTuU  latite  gcang  into  Parlianieat,  and  the 
republican  Sir  John  lUngwood  sendiiiK  him  there!    It's  monstrons!' 

"Fumily  arr&ngeraente.  Sir  John,  or,  I  should  say,  my  Lord 
Ringwotxl,  is  one  of  tho  most  alTertionate  of  parents,"  Hr.  Bradgate 
remarked.  "  He  has  a  large  fiiniily  by  hia  second  marriage,  and 
his  estates  go  to  his  eldest  eon.  Wc  must  not  quarrel  with  Lord 
Ringwood  for  wishing  to  proride  for  his  yomig  ones.  I  don't  ny 
that  he  quite  acts  up  to  the  extreme  Libeml  principles  of  which 
he  was  once  rather  fond  of  boasting.  But  if  you  were  tiered  » 
peerage,  what  would  you  do;  what  would  I  do!  If  you  wanted 
money  for  your  young  ones,  and  could  get  it,  would  you  not  take 
it  t  Come,  come,  don't  let  ua  hai'e  too  much  of  this  S[i&rtan  virtue ! 
If  we  were  tried,  my  good  frienii,  we  should  not  be  much  woise  or 
better  than  our  neighbours.  Is  my  fly  coming,  waiter?"  We  asked 
Hr.  Bradgate  to  deter  his  departure,  and  to  share  our  dinner.  Bnl 
he  declined,  and  said  he  must  go  up  to  the  great  hou-ie,  when 
he  and  his  client  had  plenty  of  business  to  arrange,  and  where 
no  doubt  he  would  stay  for  the  night  He  bade  the  inn  serrants 
put  his  portmanteau  into  his  carri^e  when  it  came.  "The  olil 
lord  had  some  famous  port  wine,"  he  said ;  "  I  hope  my  fiiemls 
have  the  key  of  the  cellar." 

The  waiter  was  just  puttiug  our  meal  on  the  table,  as  we  stood 
in  the  bow-window  of  the  "  Ringwood  Arms  "  coSee-nwm,  engafjed 
in  this  colloquy.  Hence  we  could  see  the  street,  and  the  oppoeitiaD 
inn  of  the  "Ram,"  where  presently  a  great  placard  was  posted 
At  least  a  dozen  street-boys,  shopmen,  and  mstica  were  quickly 
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gathered  round  this  manifesto,  and  we  ourselves  went  out  to  examine 
it.  The  "  Ram  "  placard  denounced,  in  terms  of  unmeasured  wrath, 
the  impudent  attempt  from  the  Castle  to  dictate  to  the  free  and 
independent  electors  of  the  borough.  Freemen  were  invite<i  not  to 
promise  their  votes ;  to  show  themselves  worthy  of  their  name ; 
to  submit  to  no  Castle  dictation.  A  county  gentleman  of  property, 
of  influence,  of  Liberal  principles — No  West  Indian,  no  Castlk 
Flunkey,  but  a  True  English  Gentleman,  would  come  forward 
to  rescue  them  from  the  tyranny  under  which  they  laboured.  On 
this  point  the  electors  might  rely  on  the  word  of  A  Briton. 

**  This  was  brought  down  by  the  clerk  from  Bedloe's.  He  and 
a  newspaper  man  came  down  in  the  train  with  me ;  a  Mr.  " 

As  he  spoke,  there  came  forth  from  the  **  Ram,''  the  newspaper 
man  of  whom  Mr.  Bradgate  spoke — an  old  friend  and  comrade  of 
Philip,  that  energetic  man  and  able  reporter,  Phi])ps  of  the  Daily 
Intdligencery  who  recognised  Philip,  and  cordially  greeting  him, 
asked  what  he  did  down  here,  and  supposed  he  had  come  to 
support  his  family. 

Philip  explained  that  we  were  8tran«:er8,  had  come  from  a 
neighbouring  watering-place  to  see  the  home  of  Philip's  ancestors, 
and  were  not  even  aware,  until  then,  that  an  electioneering  contest 
was  pending  in  the  place,  or  that  Sir  John  Ring>i'(MMl  was  alx)ut  to 
be  promoted  to  the  peerage.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  Bnulgiite's  fly  had 
driven  out  of  the  hotel  yard  of  the  **  RingW(KHl  ArniH,"  and  the 
lawyer,  running  to  the  house  for  a  bag  of  {Miiiers,  juuiiicd  into  the 
carriage  and  called  to  the  coachman  to  drive  to  the  Castle. 

"  Bon  ajfjf^tit  I "  says  he,  in  a  confident  tone,  and  he  was  gone. 

"  Would  Phipps  dine  with  us  ] "  Pliipps  whis})ered,  "  I  am  on 
the  other  side,  and  the  '  Ham  '  is  our  house." 

We,  who  were  on  no  side,  entered  into  the  "  Ringwood  Arms," 
and  sat  down  to  our  meal — to  the  mutton  and  the  catsup,  cauli- 
flower and  potatoes,  tlie  copiHT-^Nlgetl  side-^lishes,  and  tlie  watery 
melted-butter,  with  which  strangers  are  n'gide<l  in  inns  in  declining 
towns.  Tlie  town  iMidandsj  wlio  hiwl  read  the  placanl  at  the 
"  Ram,"  now  came  to  peruse  the  proclamation  in  our  window.  I 
daresay  thirty  pairs  of  clinking  boots  stopped  Wfore  the  one  window 
and  the  other,  the  while  we  ate  tough  muttim  and  drank  fiery 
sherry.  And  J.  J.,  leaving  his  dinner,  sketches!  some  of  the  figun»« 
of  the  townsfolk  staring  at  the  manifesto,  with  the  old-fashioneil 
"  Ram  Inn  "  for  a  background — a  picturesque  gable  enough. 

Our  meal  was  just  over,  when,  somewhat  to  our  surprise,  our 
frienti  Mr.  Bradgate  the  lawyer  retume<l  to  tlie  **  Ringwood  Arms." 
He  wore  a  disturUnl  countenance.  He  iiskeil  what  he  could  have 
for  dinner  ?     Mutton  neither  liot  nor  cold.     Hum  !     That  must  do. 
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So  he  had  not  been  invited  to  dine  at  the  Park  t  We  nllied  him 
with  much  fecetiousness  on  this  disappointment. 

Little  Bradgate's  eyes  started  with  wrath.  ''  What  a  chml  the 
little  black  fellow  is ! "  he  cried.  "  1  took  him  his  papers.  I 
talked  with  him  till  dinner  was  laid  in  the  very  room  where  ve 
were.  French  beans  and  neck  of  venison — I  saw  the  housekeeper 
and  his  man  bring  them  in  !  And  Mr.  Woolcomb  did  not  ao  mncfa 
as  ask  me  to  sit  down  to  dinner — but  told  me  to  come  agun  at 
nine  o'clock  !  Confound  this  mutton — it's  neither  hot  nor  ooU ! 
The  little  skinflint ! ''  The  glasses  of  fiery  sherry  which  BnMigite 
now  swallowed  served  rather  to  choke  than  appease  the  lawrv. 
We  laughed,  and  this  jocularity  angered  him  more.  ''Oh,"  said 
he,  '*  I  am  not  the  only  person  Woolcomb  was  rude  to.  He  was  in 
a  dreadful  ill  temper.  He  abused  his  wife :  and  when  he  read  some 
body's  name  in  the  strangers'  book,  I  promise  you,  Finoin,  he  abused 
you,  I  had  a  mind  to  say  to  him,  '  Sir,  Mr.  Firmin  is  dining  at 
the  *'  Ringwood  Arms,"  and  I  will  tell  him  what  you  say  of  him.' 
What  india-rubber  mutton  is  this !  What  villainous  sherry !  Go 
back  to  him  at  nine  o'clock,  indeed!    Be  hanged  to  his  impudence!"* 

"You  must  not  abuse  Woolcomb  before  Firmin,"  said  one  of 
our  party.  "Philip  is  so  fond  of  his  cousin's  husband,  that  be 
cannot  bear  to  hear  the  black  man  abused." 

This  was  not  a  very  brilliant  joke,  but  Philip  grinned  at  it  with 
much  savage  satisfaction. 

"  Hit  Woolcomb  as  hard  as  you  plciise,  he  has  no  friends  here, 
Mr.  Bradgate,"  growled  Philip.  "So  he  is  rude  to  his  lawyer, 
is  he  ] " 

"  I  tell  you  he  is  worse  than  the  old  Earl,"  cried  tlie  iodiioiant 
Bradg-.ite.  "At  least  the  old  man  was  a  peer  of  England,  and 
could  l)e  a  treutlenian  when  he  wished.  But  to  be  bullied  bv  a 
fellow  who  might  be  a  black  footman,  or  ought  to  be  sweeping  a 
crossing  !     It's  monstrous  !  " 

"  Don't  8{>eak  ill  of  a  man  and  a  brother,  Mr.  Bradgate.  Wool- 
comb can't  help  his  complexion.'' 

"  But  he  can  help  his  confounded  impudence,  and  shauH  practise 
it  on  me ! "  the  attoniey  said. 

As  Bradgate  called  out  from  his  Ixix,  puffing  and  fuming,  friend 
J.  J.  was  scribbling  in  the  little  sketch-book  which  he  always 
carried.  He  smiled  over  his  work.  "I  know,"  he  said,  "the 
Black  Prince  well  enough.  I  have  often  seen  him  driving  his  chest- 
nut mares  in  the  Park,  with  that  Wwildered  white  wife  by  his  side. 
I  am  sure  that  woman  is  miserable,  and,  poor  thing " 

"  Serve  her  riijht  I  What  did  an  Endish  lady  mean  bv  marrv- 
ing  such  a  fellow  ? "  cries  Bradgate. 
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"  A  fellow  who  does  not  ask  his  lawyer  to  dinner ! "  remarks 
one  of  the  company ;  perhaps  the  reader's  very  humble  servant. 
**But  what  an  imprudent  lawyer  he  has  chosen — a  lawyer  who 
speaks  his  mind/' 

"  I  have  spoken  my  mind  to  his  betters,  and  be  hanged  to  him  ! 
Do  you  think  I  am  going  to  be  afraid  of  him  ?  "  bawls  the  irascible 
solicitor. 

"  Contempsi  Catilinoe  gladios — tlo  you  remember  the  old  quota- 
tion at  school,  Philip?"  And  here  there  was  a  break  in  our 
conversation,  for,  chancing  to  look  at  friend  J.  J.'s  sketch-book,  we 
saw  that  he  had  made  a  wonderful  little  drawing,  representing 
Woolcomb  and  Woolcomb's  wife,  grooms,  pliaeton,  and  chestnut 
mares,  as  they  were  to  be  seen  any  afternoon  in  Hyde  Park,  during 
the  London  season. 

Admirable !  Capital !  Everybody  at  once  knew  the  likeness 
of  the  dusky  charioteer.  Iracundus  himself  smiled  and  sniggered 
over  it.  "  Unless  you  behave  yourself,  Mr.  Bradgate,  Ridley  will 
make  a  picture  of  y(m,"  says  Philip.  Bradgate  made  a  comical  face, 
and  retreated  into  his  box,  of  which  he  pretended  to  draw  the  curtain. 
But  the  sociable  little  man  did  not  long  remain  in  his  retirement ; 
he  emerged  from  it  in  a  short  time,  his  wine  decanter  in  his  hand, 
and  joined  our  little  party  ;  and  then  we  fell  to  talking  of  old  times  ; 
and  we  all  remembered  a  famous  drawing  by  H.  B.  of  the  late  Earl 
of  Ringwood,  in  the  old-fashioned  swallow-tailed  coat  and  tight 
trousers,  on  the  old-faahioned  horse,  with  the  old-fashioned  groom 
behind  him,  as  he  used  to  be  seen  pounding  along  Rotten  Row. 

"  I  speak  my  mind,  do  11"  says  Mr.  Bradgate,  presently.  "  I 
know  somebody  who  spoke  his  mind  to  that  old  man,  and  who 
would  have  been  better  off  if  he  had  held  his  tongue." 

**  Come,  tell  me,  Bradgate,"  cried  Philip.  "  It  is  all  over  and 
past  now.  Had  Lord  Ringwood  left  me  something?  I  declare  I 
thought  at  one  time  that  he  intended  to  do  so." 

"  Nay,  has  not  your  friend  here  been  rebuking  me  for  speaking 
my  mind?  I  am  going  to  be  as  mum  as  a  mouse.  Let  us  talk 
about  the  election."  And  the  provoking  lawyer  would  say  no  more 
on  a  subject  possessing  a  dismal  interest  for  poor  Phil. 

"  I  have  no  more  right  to  repine,"  said  that  philosopher,  "  than 
a  man  would  have  who  drew  number  x  in  the  lottery,  when  the 
winning  ticket  was  number  y.  Let  us  talk,  as  you  say,  about  the 
election.     Who  is  to  oppose  Mr.  Woolcomb  ? " 

Mr.  Bradgate  believed  a  neighbouring  squire,  Mr.  Hornblow,  was 
to  be  the  candidate  put  forward  against  the  Ringwood  nominee. 

"  Hornblow !  wnat,  Homblow  of  Grey  Friars  ? "  cries  Philip. 
"  A  better  fellow  never  lived.     In  this  case  he  shall  have  our  vote 
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and  fstamt;  utd  I  thiak  ira  ought  to  go  over  au<l  take  MOthv 
diniMr  at  tlu  *  Bam.' " 

The  new  candidate  actaall;^  turned  out  to  be  Philip's  old  sciiail 
and  ttdlege  Mend,  Ur.  HomUow.  Aftfr  'liann  we  luet  him  ritlt 
a  staff  of  canvaaaen  ou  the  tniinp  throu^  the  little  town.  Ut. 
HomUow  WM  paying  hit  rasp^tt  to  such  tndeemea  aa  had  tlwii 
shopa  jet  open.  Next  day  beiu};  market-Ju;,  he  propoaed  to  cw- 
VMS  the  market  pec^de.  "If  I  meet  the  black  man,  Finiiin,"  aid 
tiie  buriy  aquira,  "I  think  I  cun  dinlf  hiiu  off  his  ]e-^.  He  ka-i 
faadooeat  apeakiiiA  I  am  told. "  1 

As  if  the  tongue  of  Plato  would  hare  pnnuled  : 
and  agaiiut  the  nominee  of  the  gnat  boon  I  flw  I 
to  be  sure,  bat  the  oompaniuia  of  Hr.  HomUow  oa  hia  oanN 
augured  ill  of  his  sncceaa  aftw  balf-an-hoor'B  walk  at  hia  heda 
Baker  Jooea  would  not  promiao  nohow:  that  meant  Jones vnaU 
Tote  for  the  Oastle,  Hr.  Hwnblow^  k«al  aideJeeamp^  Hr.  BaXkj, 
was  fi^rced  to  allow.  Butdier  finnra  was  hanng  his  tea, — Ui 
shrill-Toiced  wife  bdd  ns,  looking  oat  from  her  ^aaed  bade  parionr: 
Kown  would  Tote  tar  tiie  Castle.  Saddler  Brigip  would  aee  about 
it.  Orocer  Adams  fitiriy  asid  be  would  vote  against  na — agsiait 
luf — against  Homblow,  wbose  part  we  w^e  taking  alreadf.  I 
har  the  flattering  promises  of  support  erf  a  gnat  body  of  free  aid 
unbiasaed  doctors,  which  had  indocad  Hr.  HonUow  to  come  bt- 
ward  and,  dtc,  were  but  inrenliaas  of  that  littie  lawyer,  Batlej, 
who  found  his  account  in  having  a  contest  in  the  borough.  Whai 
tlie  polling-day  came — you  see,  I  disdain  to  make  any  mysteries  in 
this  simple  and  veracious  story— Mr.  Gbekville  Woolcomb,  whose 
solicitor  and  a},'ent  spoke  for  hitn — Mr.  Orenville  Woolcomb,  who 
could  not  spell  or  spenk  two  sentences  of  decent  English,  and  whose 
chu-ucter  for  dulness,  ferocity,  penuriousness,  jealousy,  slmoet  &tutty, 
WikS  notorious  to  all  the  world — was  returned  by  an  immeuse 
majority,  and  the  country  gentlemen  brought  scarce  a  hundred  votes 
to  the  poll. 

We  who  were  in  nowise  engaged  in  the  contest,  nevertbdess 
found  amusement  fh)m  it  in  a  quiet  country  place  where  little  eUe 
was  stirring.  We  came  over  once  or  twice  from  Periwinkle  Bay. 
We  mounted  Horriblow's  colours  openly.  We  drove  up  oetenta- 
tiously  to  the  "  Ram,"  forsaking  the  "  Ringwood  Arms,"  where  Mr. 
Grenville  Woolcomb's  Committee  Room  was  now  estaUisbed 
ill  that  very  coffee- room  wjiere  we  had  dined  in  Mr.  Biadgate's 
company.  We  warmed  in  the  contest  We  met  Bradgate  and  his 
principal  more  than  once,  and  our  Montagus  aud  Capulcts  defied 
each  other  in  the  public  street  It  was  line  to  see  PhUip's  great 
figure  aud  noble  scowl  when  he  met  Woolcomb  at  the  canvass. 
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(ili'ains  of  mulatto  liatc  <iiiivore<l  from  the  eyes  of  the  Httlc  Captain. 
Darts  of  fire  flashed  from  beneath  Philip's  eyebrows  as  he  elbowed  his 
way  forward,  and  hustled  Woolcomb  off  the  pavement.  Mr.  Philip 
never  disguised  any  sentiment  of  his.  *'  Hate  the  little  ignorant, 
spiteful,  vulgar,  avaricious  beast?  Of  course  I  hate  him,  and  I 
should  like  to  pitch  him  into  the  river."  "  Oh  Philip  !  "  Charlotte 
pleaded.  But  there  was  no  reasoning  with  this  savage  when  in 
wrath.     I  deplored,  though  perhaps  I  was  amused  by,  his  ferocity. 

The  local  {mper  on  our  side  was  filled  with  witiiering  epigrams 
against  this  poor  Woolcomb,  of  which,  I  suspect,  Philip  was  the 
author.  I  think  I  know  that  fierce  style  and  tremendous  invective. 
In  the  man  whom  he  hates  he  can  see  no  good :  and  in  his  friend 
no  fault.  When  we  met  Bradgate  apart  from  his  princii^al,  we 
were  friendly  enough.  He  said  we  had  no  chance  in  the  contest. 
He  did  not  conceal  his  dislike  and  contempt  for  his  client.  He 
amused  us  in  later  days  (when  he  actually  became  Philip's  man  of 
law)  by  recounting  anecdotes  of  Woolcomb,  his  fury,  his  jealousy, 
his  avarice,  his  brutal  behaviour.  Poor  Agnes  had  marrie<i  for 
money,  and  he  gave  her  none.  Old  Twysden,  in  giving  his  daughter 
to  this  man,  had  hoped  to  have  the  run  of  a  fine  house ;  to  ride  in 
Woolcomb's  carriages,  and  feast  at  his  table.  But  Woolcomb  was 
so  stingy  that  he  grudged  the  meat  which  his  wife  ate,  and  would 
give  none  to  her  relations.  He  turned  those  relations  out  of  his 
doors.  Talbot  and  Ringwood  Twysden,  he  drove  them  both  away. 
He  lost  a  child  because  he  would  not  send  for  a  ])hysician.  His 
wife  never  forgave  him  that  meanness.  Her  hatred  for  him  became 
open  and  avowed.  They  parted,  and  she  led  a  life  into  which  we 
will  look  no  farther.  She  quarrelled  >*ith  imrcnts  as  well  as 
husband.  "Why,"  she  said,  "did  they  sell  me  to  that  man?" 
Why  did  she  sell  herself?  She  rwjuired  little  persua^^ion  from 
father  and  mother  when  she  comniittetl  that  crime.  To  be  sure, 
they  had  educate<l  her  so  well  to  worldliness,  that  when  tlie  ocaision 
came,  she  was  ready. 

We  used  to  sec  this  luckless  woman,  with  her  horses  ami 
servants  decked  with  Woc^lwmb's  riblwns,  driving  al)out  the  little 
town,  and  making  feeble  efforts  to  canvass  the  townsiKMple.  They 
all  knew  how  she  and  her  husband  quarrellwl.  RejKirt^  came  very 
quickly  from  the  Hall  to  the  town.  Woolcomb  hail  not  \teen  at 
Whipham  a  week  when  j)eople  began  to  hoot  and  jeer  at  him  as  he 
I«as8ed  in  his  nirriage.  "  Think  how  weak  you  must  be,"  Bradgate 
said,  "  when  we  ran  win  with  this  horse !  I  wif*h  he  would  stay 
away,  though.  We  could  manage  much  lietter  without  him.  He 
has  insulted  I  don't  how  many  free  and  inde|>endcnt  electors,  and 
infuriated  others,  because  he  will  not  give  them  beer  when  they 
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come  to  the  house.  If  Woolcomb  would  stay  in  the  place,  and  ve 
could  have  the  election  next  year,  I  think  your  man  might  win. 
But,  as  it  is,  he  may  as  well  give  in,  and  spare  the  expenae  of  a 
poll."  Meanwhile  Hornblow  was  very  confident  We  believe  whit 
we  wish  to  believe.  It  is  marvellous  what  £uth  an  enthusiastic 
electioneering  agent  can  inspire  in  his  client.  At  any  rate,  if  Hon- 
blow  did  not  win  this  time,  he  would  at  the  next  election.  The  oM 
Ringwood  domination  in  Whipham  was  gone  henceforth  for  ever. 

When  the  day  of  election  arrived,  you  may  be  sure  wc  came 
over  from  Periwinkle  Bay  to  see  the  battle.  By  this  time  Philip 
had  grown  so  enthusiastic  in  Homblow's  cause — (Philip,  by  the 
way,  never  would  allow  the  possibility  of  a  defeat) — that  he  bad 
his  children  decked  in  the  Hornblow  ribbons,  and  drove  from  the 
Bay  wearing  a  cockade  as  large  as  a  pancake.  He,  I,  and  Ridkj 
the  painter,  went  together  in  a  dog-cart.  We  were  hopeful,  though 
we  knew  the  enemy  was  strong ;  and  cheerful,  though,  ere  we  had 
driven  five  miles,  the  rain  began  to  &11. 

Philip  was  very  anxious  about  a  certain  great  roll  of  paper 
which  we  carried  with  us.  When  I  asked  him  what  it  contained, 
he  said  it  was  a  gun;  which  was  absurd.  Ridley  smiled  in  his 
silent  way.  When  the  rain  came,  Philip  cast  a  cloak  over  his 
artillery,  and  sheltered  his  powder.  We  little  guessed  at  the  time 
what  strange  game  his  shot  would  bring  down. 

When  we  reache<l  Whipham,  the  polling  had  continued  for 
some  hours.  The  coiifoiindtMl  bliick  miscreant,  as  Philip  called  his 
cousin's  husband,  was  at  the  head  of  tlie  poll,  and  with  ever}*  hour 
his  majority  increased.  The  free  and  in(lei>endent  electors  did  not 
seem  to  be  in  the  le;ist  intluence<l  by  Philip's  articles  in  the  county 
pai>er,  or  by  the  phicards  which  our  side  had  j>iiste<l  over  the  little 
town,  and  in  which  freemen  were  called  upon  to  do  their  duty,  to 
support  a  fine  old  Eni^lish  gentleman,  to  submit  to  no  Castle  nominee, 
and  so  forth.  The  pressure  of  the  Ringwoixl  st^wanl  an<l  baihffs 
was  too  strong.  However  much  they  disliked  the  black  man, 
tnwlesman  after  tradesman,  and  tenant  after  tenant,  came  up  to 
vote  for  him.  Our  drums  and  trumpets  at  the  "  Ram  "  blew  loud 
defiance  to  the  brass  band  at  the  *'  Ringwood  Arms."  From  our 
balcony,  I  flatter  myself,  we  ma<^le  much  finer  speeches  than  the 
Ringwood  jwople  couhl  deliver.  Hornblow  was  a  jwpular  man  in 
the  county.  When  he  came  forward  to  speak,  the  market-plat^ 
echoed  with  applause.  The  farmers  and  small  tradesmen  touched 
their  hats  to  him  kindly,  but  slunk  off  sadly  to  the  polling-booth, 
and  vot<»d  according  to  order.  A  fine,  healthy,  handsome,  re<i- 
cheeked  squire,  our  champion's  personal  appearance  enlisted  all  the 
ladies  in  his  favour. 
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*'  If  the  two  nuMi,"'  luiwh'd  Philij»,  from  the  '*  Rani  "  window, 
"  could  decide  the  contest  with  their  coats  off  before  the  market- 
house  yonder,  which  do  you  think  would  win — the  fair  man  or  the 
darkey  1 "  (Loud  cries  of  "  Homblow  for  iver  ! "  or  "  Mr.  Philip 
well  have  yetp.")  "But  you  see,  my  friends,  Mr.  Woolcomb  does 
not  like  a  /air  fight.  Why  doesn't  he  show  at  the  *  Ringwood 
Anns'  and  speak?  I  don't  believe  he  can  speak — not  EngliRh. 
Are  you  ment  Are  you  Englinhmen?  Are  you  white  slaves  to  be 
sold  to  that  fellow]"  (Immense  uproar.  Mr.  Finch,  the  Ring- 
wood  agent,  in  vain  tries  to  get  a  hearing  fn)m  the  balcony  of  the 
"  RinjTwood  Arms.")  "Why  does  not  Sir  John  Ringwood — my 
Lonl  Ringwoo<l  now — come  down  amongst  his  tenantry,  and  liaik 
the  man  he  has  sent  down  ?  I  suppose  he  is  ashamed  to  look  his 
tenants  in  the  fivce.  I  should  be,  if  I  ordered  them  to  do  such 
a  degrading  job.  You  know,  gentlemen,  that  I  am  a  Ringwood 
myself.  My  grandfather  lies  buried — no,  not  buried — in  y<mder 
church.  His  tomb  is  there.  His  body  lies  on  the  glorious  field  of 
Busaco  ! "  ("  Humiy  ! ")  "  I  am  a  Ringwood."  (Cries  of  "  Hoo 
— down.  No  Ringwoo<ls  year.  We  wunt  have  un ! ")  "  And 
before  Oeorge,  if  I  had  a  vote,  I  would  give  it  for  the  gallant,  the 
good,  the  admirable,  the  excellent  Homblow.  Some  one  holds  up  the 
state  of  the  poll,  and  Woolcomb  is  ahead !  I  can  only  say,  elwtors 
of  V'i'h'iphiimy  the  m  (/re  shame  for  i/ou!**  "Hooray!  Bravo!"  The 
boys,  the  people,  the  shouting,  are  all  on  our  side.  The  voting,  I 
regret  to  say,  steadily  continues  in  favour  of  the  enemy. 

As  Philip  was  making  his  speech,  an  immense  banging  of  drums 
and  blowing  of  trum|)ets  arose  from  the  Imlcony  of  the  "  Ringwood 
Arms,"  and  a  something  resembling  the  song  of  triumph,  calle<l 
"  See  the  Con<|uering  Hero  ccmies,"  waa  i>erfonn«i  by  the  opposition 
orchestra.  The  lodge-gates  of  the  jwirk  were  now  decorate*!  with 
the  Ringwood  and  Woolcomb  flags.  They  were  flung  ojien,  and  a 
dark  green  chariot  with  four  grey  horses  isHued  fnun  the  jwirk. 
On  the  chariot  was  an  earl's  ct»n>net,  an«l  the  i»eoj»le  hxtkeil  rather 
scared  as  it  came  towards  us,  and  sai*!  :  "  Do'ee  look,  now,  'tis  my 
Lard's  own  powtchaisc  ! "  On  former  days  Mr.  Woolcoml>,  and  his 
wife  as  his  aide-de-<'anip,  hiul  driven  through  the  town  in  an  oiM»n 
barouche ;  but,  today  IxMng  rainy,  j>referrt«d  the  shelter  of  the  old 
chariot,  and  we  saw,  pre»ently,  within,  Mr.  Bradgsite,  the  London 
agent,  and  by  his  side  the  darkling  figure  of  Mr.  Woolcomb.  He 
had  passe<l  many  agonising  hours,  we  were  told  subHetpiently,  in 
attempting  to  leaim  a  8|)eech.  He  crie<l  over  it.  He  never  could 
get  it  by  heart.  He  swore  like  a  frantic  child  at  his  wife  who 
endeavoure<l  to  tevuAi  him  his  lesson. 

"  Now's  the   time,  Mr.  Briggs ! "  Phili]»  said  to  Mr.   B.,  our 
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lawyer's  clerk,  and  the  intelligent  Briggs  sprang  downstain  to 
obey  his  orders.  Clear  the  road  there!  nuike  way!  was  heird 
from  the  crowd  below  us.  The  gates  of  our  inn  oourtyaid,  whick 
had  been  closed,  were  suddenly  flung  open,  and,  amidst  the  rotr  of 
the  multitude,  there  issued  out  a  cart  drawn  by  two  donkeys,  and 
driven  by  a  negro,  beasts  and  man  aU  wearing  Woolcomb's  ooloanw 
In  the  cart  was  fixed  a  placard,  on  which  a  most  undeniable  like- 
ness of  Mr.  Woolcomb  was  designed :  who  was  made  to  say,  "  Vote 
FOR  ME !  Am  I  NOT  A  Man  AND  A  Brudder?"  This  cart  trotted 
out  of  the  yard  of  the  '*  Ram,''  and,  with  a  oort^  of  ahoatnig 
boys,  advanced  into  the  market-place,  which  Mr.  Wookomb's 
carriage  was  then  crossing. 

Before  the  market-house  stands  the  statue  of  the  late  Earl, 
whereof  mention  has  been  made.  In  his  peer's  robes,  a  band 
extended,  he  pointo  towards  his  park  gates.  An  inscripUon,  not 
more  mendacious  than  many  other  epigraphs,  records  his  rank,  age, 
virtues,  and  the  esteem  in  which  the  people  of  Whipham  held  him. 
The  mulatto  who  drove  the  team  of  donkeys  was  an  itinerant 
tradesman  who  brought  fish  from  the  bay  to  the  little  town :  a 
jolly  wag,  a  fellow  of  indifferent  character,  a  frequenter  of  all  the 
alehouses  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  rather  celebrated  for  his  skill 
as  a  bruiser.  He  and  his  steeds  streamed  with  Woolcomb  ribbons. 
With  ironical  shouts  of  "  Woolcomb  for  ever ! "  Yellow  Jack 
urged  his  cart  towards  the  chariot  with  the  white  horses.  He  took 
off  his  hat  with  mock  respect  to  the  candidate  sitting  within  the 
careen  cliariot.  From  the  balcony  of  the  "  Ram  "  we  could  see  the 
two  vehicles  approaching  each  other ;  and  Yellow  Jack  waving  his 
ribboned  hat,  kicking  his  bandy  legs  here  and  there,  and  urging  on 
his  donkeys.  What  with  the  nxir  of  the  people,  and  the  banging 
and  trum|>cting  of  the  rival  bands,  we  could  hear  but  little :  but 
I  saw  Woolcomb  thrust  his  yellow  head  out  of  his  chaise  window — 
he  ix)inted  towards  that  impudent  donkey-cart,  and  urged,  seemingly, 
his  postillions  to  ride  it  down.  Plying  their  whips,  the  postboys 
galloped  towards  Yellow  Jack  and  his  vehicle,  a  yelling  crowd 
scattering  from  before  the  horses,  and  rallying  behind  them,  to  utter 
execnitions  at  Woolcomb.  His  horses  were  fright€ne<l,  no  doubt ; 
for  just  as  Yellow  Jack  wheeled  nimbly  round  one  si<le  of  the 
Rin2:w(xxl  statue,  Woolcomb's  horses  were  all  huddled  together  and 
pluns,nng  in  confusion  beside  it,  the  fore-wheel  came  in  abnipt 
collision  with  the  stonework  of  the  statue  railing :  and  then  we  saw 
the  vehicle  turn  over  altogether,  one  of  the  wheelers  down  with  its 
rider,  and  the  leaders  kicking,  pluncring,  lashing  out  right  and  left, 
wild  and  mjuldene<l  with  fear.  Mr.  Philip's  countenance,  I  am  bouD«l 
to  say,  wore  a  most  guilty  and  queer  expression.     This  accident, 
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this  collision,  this  injury,  |x*rhaps  deatli  of  Woolcomh  luni  his  hiwyer, 
arc)8e  out  of  our  fine  joke  about  the  Man  and  the  Brother. 

We  dashed  down  the  stairs  from  the  "  Ram "  —  Homblow, 

Philip,  and  half-a-<iozen  more — and  made  a  way  through  the  crowd 

towards   the   carriage,   with   its   prostrate  occupants.      The  mob 

made  way  civilly  for  the  popular  candidate — the  losing  candidate. 

When  we  reached  the  chaise,  the  traces  had  been  cut ;  the  horses 

were  free ;  the  fallen  postillion  was  up  and  rubbing  his  leg ;  and, 

as  soon  as  the  wheelers  were  taken  out  of  the  (rhaine,  Woolcomb 

emerged  from  it     He  had  said  from  within   (accompanying  his 

speech  with  many  oaths,  which  need  not  be  repeated,  and  showing 

a  just  sense  of  his  danger),  "  Cut  the  traces,  hang  you  !     And  take 

the  horses  away  :  I  can  wait  until  they're  gone.     I'm  sittin'  on  my 

lawyer  ;  I  ain't  going  to  have  wy  head  kicked  off  by  those  wheelers." 

And  just  as  we  reached  the  faJlen  pcNstchaise  he  emerge<l  from  it, 

laughing  and  saying,  "  Lie  still,  you  old  beggar ! "  to  Mr.  Bradg:ite, 

who  was  writhing  underneath  him.     His  issue  from  the  carriage 

was  received  with  shouts  of  laugliter,  which  increased  prodigiously 

when   Yellow   Jack,    nimbly   clamltering    up   the   statue   railings, 

thrust  the  outstretched  arm  of  the  statue  thnnigh  the  picture  ojf 

the  Man  and  the  Brother,  and  left  that  cartocm   flapping  in   the 

air  over  WooKx)mb'8  hea<l. 

Then  a  shout  an)se,  the  like  of  which  has  seldom  been  heard 
in  that  quiet  little  town.  Then  Woolccmib,  who  had  Wu  quite 
good-humoured  as  he  issued  i»ut  of  the  broken  jiostchaise,  began  to 
shriek,  curse,  and  revile  more  shrilly  than  More  ;  and  was  hearil, 
in  the  miilst  of  his  oaths,  and  wrath,  to  sjiv,  **  He  wouhi  give  any 
man  a  shillin'  who  would  bring  him  down  that  (Hinfoundcil  thing  I " 
Then  si-ared,  bruised,  contuseil,  (H>nfusc<i,  jxwr  Mr.  Bnidgate  came  out 
of  the  carriage,  his  employer  taking  not  the  least  notice  of  him. 

Homblow  ho{)e<i  Woolwmb  was  not  hurt,  on  which  the  little 
gentleman  tume<i  round  and  said,  "  Hurt  ?  No :  who  are  you  1 
Is  no  fellah  goin'  to  bring  me  down  that  confouml«l  thing  ?  I'll 
give  a  shillin',  I  say,  to  the  fellah  wlio  dot^s  ! " 

"  A  shilling  is  (»flcnHl  for  that  picture  ! "  shouts  Philip  with 
a  red  face,  and  wild  with  excitement.  *'Who  will  take  a  mIh^Ic 
shilling  for  that  l)eanty  f " 

On  which  W(K)lcoinb  lH»gan  to  scream,  curse,  and  revile  nn>n* 
bitterly  than  ln'fore.  **  You  here  i  Hang  you,  why  are  you  here  f 
Don't  come  bullyin'  inc.  Take  that  fellah  away,  some  of  you  fellahs. 
Bradgate,  come  to  my  I'ominittee-room.     I  won't  stay  here,  I  say. 

Let's  have  the  lK»a^t  of  a  carriage,  and Well,  what's  up  now?" 

While  he  was  talking,  shrieking,  and  swearinir,  half-a-dofen 
shoulders  in  the  cn)wd  ha4i  raise*!  the  carriai^e  up  on  its  three  wheels. 
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The  panel  which  hail  fallen  towards  the  ground  had  Bplit  agunrt  a 
stone,  and  a  great  gap  was  seen  in  the  aide.  A  lad  iraa  about  to 
throat  hia  hand  into  the  orifice,  when  Woolcomb  tamed  upon  hiB. 

"  Hands  ofl^  you  little  b^;gar  I "  he  cried,  *'  no  fHiggiii' !  Drire 
a¥ray  some  of  those  fellahs,  you  postboys!  Don't  stand  rabUs" 
your  knee  there,  you  great  fool.  What*s  thisf  and  be  t^msts  his 
own  hand  into  the  place  where  the  boy  had  just  been  maranding 

In  the  old  trnvelling  carriages  there  used  to  be  a  well  oc  swud- 
case,  in  which  travellers  used  to  put  swords  and  pistols  in  dafs 
when  such  weapons  of  defence  were  needful  on  the  road.  Out  of  thii 
sword-case  of  Ix)nl  Ringwood's  old  post-chariot,  Woolcomb  did  not 
draw  a  sword,  but  a  foolscap  paper  folded  and  tied  with  a  red  tape. 
And  he  began  to  read  the  superscription — "Will  of  the  Right  Honour- 
able John,  Earl  of  Ringwood.     Bradgate,  Smith  and  Burrows." 

"  Qod  bless  my  soul !  It*s  the  will  he  had  back  from  my  office,  sad 
which  I  thought  he  had  destroyed.  My  dear  fellow,  I  congratnlite 
you  with  all  my  heart !/'  And  herewith  Mr.  Bradgate  the  lawyer 
began  to  shake  Philip's  hand  with  much  warmth.  "  Allow  me  to  look 
at  that  paper.  Yes,  this  is  my  handwriting.  Let  us  come  into  the 
'  Ringwood  Arms ' — the  '  Ram ' — anywhere,  and  read  it  to  jrou ! " 

.  .  .  Here  we  looked  up  to  the  balcony  of  the  '*Ringvood 
Arms,"  and  beheld  a  great  placard  announcing  the  state  of  the  poU 
at  one  o'clock : — 

Woolcomb 216 

HoRNBU>\V 92 

"We  are  beaten,"  said  Mr.  Homblow,  ver>'  giXHl-natureilly. 
"We  may  take  our  flag  clown.     Mr.  Woolcomb,  I  congratulate  you." 

"  I  knew  we  should  do  it,"  said  Mr.  Woolcomb,  putting  out  a 
little  yellow-kidded  hand.  "  Hiui  all  the  votes  beforehand — knew 
we  should  do  tlie  trick,  I  sav.     Hi !  vou — What-<lo-vou-call-'im— 

7  ft  •  w 

Bradgate  !  What  is  it  alxtut,  that  will  \  It  does  not  do  any  good 
to  thtt  beggar,  does  it?"  and  with  laughter  ami  shouts,  ami  cries 
of  "  Woi^lcomb  for  ever  ! "  and  "  Give  us  something  ti.>  drink,  your 
honour,"  the  successful  candichite  marched  into  his  hotel. 

And  wa.s  the  tawny  Wix)lcomh  tlie  fairy  who  was  t«>  rp<*nif 
Philip  from  grief,  debt,  and  jHwerty?  Yes.  And  the  old  \*^\- 
cliaise  of  the  late  Lonl  Ringwocxl  wa-s  the  fair>'  chariot.  You 
have  read  in  a  jwist  chapter  how  the  old  Lord,  lieing  transporte«l 
with  anger  agsiiust  Philip,  desired  his  lawyer  to  bring  Ixick  a  will 
in  which  he  had  left  a  handsome  le^^ac^y  to  the  youni;  man,  as  his 
mother's  son.  My  Lord  had  intended  to  make  a  pnwision  for  Mr*. 
Firmin,  when  she  was  his  dutiful  niei*e,  and  yet  under  his  rooC 
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^hen  she  eloped  with  Mr.  FiniuD,  Lionl  Ringwood  vowed  he  woidd 
iye  his  niece  nothing.  But  he  was  pleased  nvith  the  inde))endent 
nd  forgiving  spirit  exhibited  by  her  son  ;  and,  being  a  i)erson  of 
auch  grim  hunumr,  I  daresay  chuckled  inwardly  at  thinking  how 
urious  the  Twysdens  would  be  when  they  found  Philip  was  the  old 
iord's  favourite.  Then  Mr.  Philip  chose  to  be  insubordinate,  and 
o  excite  the  wrath  of  his  great-uncle,  who  desired  to  have  his  will 
Mck  again.  He  put  the  document  into  his  carriage,  in  the  secret 
K>x,  as  he  drove  away  on  that  last  journey,  in  the  midnt  of  which 
leath  seized  him.  Hail  he  survived,  would  he  have  made  another 
rill,  leaving  out  all  mention  of  Philip  ?  Who  shall  say  ?  My  Lord 
natle  and  cancelled  many  wills.  This  certainly,  didy  drawn  and 
witnessed,  was  the  last  he  ever  signed  ;  and  by  it  Philip  is  ])ut  in 
MMsession  of  a  sum  of  money  which  is  suthcient  to  ensure  a  pr(»- 
rision  for  those  whom  he  loves.  Kind  readers,  I  know  nc»t  whether 
.he  fairies  be  rife  now,  or  baninhed  from  this  workaday  earth,  but 
Philip's  biographer  wisht^s  you  some  of  those  blessings  which  never 
brsook  Philip  in  his  trials :  a  dear  wife  and  children  to  h)ve  you, 
i  true  friend  or  two  to  stand  by  you,  and  in  health  or  sicknefs  a 
*]ear  conscience  and  a  kindly  heart.  If  you  fall  upon  the  way, 
iiay  succour  reach  you.  And  may  you,  in  your  tuni,  have  help 
ind  pity  in  store  for  the  unfortunate  whom  you  overtake  on  life » 
louniey. 

Wouhl  you  care  to  know  what  happene<l  to  the  other  |tersonages 
jf  our  narrative  t  Ohl  Twysden  is  still  babbling  and  bragging 
at  cIuIm,  and  though  aged  is  not  the  least  venerable.  He  has 
quarrelled  with  his  son  for  not  calling  W(K)l(T>iub  out,  when  that 
unhappy  difference  arose  l)etween  the  Black  Prince  and  his  wife. 
He  says  his  family  has  been  treate<l  with  cruel  injustice  by  the  late 
Lord  KingwfNNl,  but  as  stion  as  Philip  had  a  little  fortune  letlt  him 
he  instantly  was  reconcile*!  to  his  wife's  nephew.  There  are  i>tlier 
friends  of  Fimiin's  who  were  kind  enough  to  him  in  his  evil  days, 
but  cannot  fianlon  his  pn>s|)enty.  Bering  in  that  l)enevolent  hhkmI 
which  nuiHt  accomimny  any  leave-taking,  we  iftill  not  name  thesi* 
ill-wisherK  of  Philip,  but  winh  that  all  readem  (»t  his  story  may  have 
like  reason  to  make  some  of  their  actpiaintances  angry. 

Our  dear  Little  Sister  would  never  live  with  Philip  and  his 
Charlotte,  though  the  latter  eftjtenally  and  with  all  her  heart  1m*- 
sought  Mrs.  Brandon  to  come  to  them.  That  pure  and  useful  and 
modest  life  endeil  a  few  years  since.  She  die<l  of  a  fever  caught 
from  one  of  her  fiatients.  She  would  not  allow  Philip  or  C*harh>tte 
t4>  come  near  her.  She  said  she  was  justly  punishe«l  for  Wing  so 
proud  as  to  refuse  to  live  with  them.  All  her  little  store  she  left 
to  Phili]>.     He  has  now  in  his  desk  the  five  guineas  which  she  gave 
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him  at  his  nuurriiige ;  and  J.  J.  has  made  a  little  pictxm-  k4  yr. 
with  her  sad  smile  and  her  sweet  Cmx,  which  hanes  in  PIujt» 
dimwing-rooai,  iriiere  frther,  mother,  and  diildmi  talk  of  iLt  Lh> 
Sister  as  though  she  were  among  them  atiU. 

She  was  dreadfully  agitated  when  the  news  came  fran  N^ 
York  of  Dr.  Firmin's  second  maniage.  "  His  second  f  His  thira !  ~ 
she  saicL  <'The  TiUain,  the  Tillain!"  That  strange  de]wai« 
which  we  have  described  ss  sometimes  pnsnrniiniL  her  incRSMd  ii 
intensity  alter  this  news.  More  than  ever,  she  beUeved  that  Piilip 
was  her  own  child.  She  came  wikfly  to  him,  and  cried  ikM  hit 
fiither  had  forsaken  them.  It  was  only  when  she  wss  eseiud  tbM 
she  gave  nttersnoe  to  this  opinion.  Dr.  Goodenough  ssts  i*ixu 
though  generally  silent  about  it,  it  never  left  her. 

Upon  his  marriage  Dr.  Firmin  wrote  one  of  his  long  hiun  :o 
his  son,  announcing  the  event.  He  described  the  wealth  of  thr  l^y 
(a  widow  from  Norfolk,  in  Viiginia)  to  whom  he  was  about  t<>  w 
unitetL  He  would  pay  back,  ay,  with  interest,  every  pound,  evert 
dollar,  every  cent  he  owed  his  son.  Was  the  lady  wcadthy  t  We 
had  only  the  poor  Doctor's  word. 

Three  months  after  his  marriage  he  died  of  yellow  fever.  i« 
his  wife's  estate.  It  was  then  the  Little  Sister  came  to  see  us  in 
widow's  mourning,  very  wild  and  flushed.  She  bade  our  aenru&t 
say,  **  Mrs.  Firmin  was  at  the  door ; "  to  the  astonishment  of  tbe 
man,  who  knew  her.  She  had  even  caused  a  mouming-<^ni  to  V 
printed.  Ah,  there  is  rest  now  for  that  little  fevered  brain,  ar,: 
peace,  let  us  pray,  for  that  fond  faithful  heart. 

The  mothers  in  Philip's  household  and  mine  have  aln»aily  mr»'it 
a  match  between  our  children.  We  had  a  great  gatherini:  the  •thr:  I 
day  at  Roehampton,  at  the  house  of  our  friend,  Mr.  Clive  New.viujr 
(whose  tall  boy,  my  wife  says,  was  very  attentive  to  our  Helen-, 
and,  havinij:  been  educated  at  the  same  school,  we  6;it  ever  s«>  1  -hz 
at  dessert,  telling  old  stories,  whilst  the  children  dan<^  to  piaii.' 
iimsic  on  the  lawn.  Dance  on  the  lawn,  young  folks,  whilst  iht* 
elders  talk  in  the  shade!  What?  The  night  is  fallini;:  Wf  have 
talked  enouirh  over  our  wine;  and  it  is  time  to  go  home?  (}*»»[ 
night.  Good-night,  friends,  old  and  young !  The  night  will  tall : 
the  stories  must  end :  and  the  best  friends  must  part 
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